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PREFACE 

The Spectacle here presented’ in the likeness of a Drama is 
;oncerned with the Great Historical Calamity, or Clash of 
.Peoples, aitificially brought about son.-e hundred yearS ago. 

The choice of such a subject was mainly du® to three 
rccidents of locality. It chanced that the wiiter was familial 
ivith a part of England that lay within hail of the watering’ 
olace in which King George the Third had his favouiite 
jummer residence during the war with the fiist Napoleon, and 
where he was visited by ministeis and others who bore the 
.weight of English affaiis on their more or less competent 
houldeis at that stressful time. Secondly, this distiict, being 
Iso near the coast which had echoed with lumouis of invasion 
n their intensest form while the descent threatened, 'was 
ormeily animated bymemoiies and traditions of the desperate 
nilitary preparations for that contingency. 'Ihiidly, the same 
ountryside happened to include the village nhich was the 
lirthplace of Nelson’s flag-captain at Trafalgar. 

■ When, as the first published result of these accidents, TJie 
Trumpet-Major was printed, moffe than twenty yeais ago, I 
ound myself in the tantalizing position of having^ touched 
he fringe of a vast international tragedy without being 
.ble, through limits of plan, knowledge, and opportunity, to 
:nter further into its events ; a restiiction that prevailed 
or many j'ears. But the slight regard paid to English 
influence and action throughout the struggle by those 

vii i 
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Continental writers who had dealt imaginatively with 
Napoleon’s career, seemed always to leave room for a new 
handling of the thtiiie which should re-embody the features 
of this influence in their true pioportion ; and accordingly, on 
a belated day about six years back, the, following drama was 
outlined, to be taken up now and then at wide intervals ever 
since. 

It may, I think, claim aP least a tolerable fidelity to the 
facts of its dat^ as they are gi\en in ordinary records. Whem 
ever any evidence of the words really spoken or wi itten by 
the characters in their various situations was attainable, as 
close a pSraphiase has b^eTi aimed at as was compatible with 
the form fhosen. And in all cases outside oral tradition, 
accessible scenery, and existing relics, my indebtedness for 
detail to the abundant pages of the historian, the biographer, 
and the journalist, English and Foreign, has been, of course, 
continuous. 

It tvas thought proper to intioduce, as supernatural 
spectators of the terrestrial action, certain impersonated 
abstractions, or Intelligences, called Spirits. They are 
intended to be taken by the reader for what they may be 
worth as contrivances of the fancy merely. Their doctrines 
are but tentative, and are advanced with little eye to a 
systemati/.ed philosophy warranted to lift “ the burthen of the 
mystery " of this unintelligible world. The chief thing hoped 
for them is that they and their utterances may have dramatic 
plausibility enough to procure for them, in the words o£ 
Coleridge, “that willing suspension of disbelief for the 
moment which constitutes poetic faith.” The wide prevalence 
of the jlionistic th^ry of the Universe forbade, in this 
twentieth century, the importation of Divine personages from 
any antique Mythology as ready-made sources or channels of 
Causation, even in verse, and excluded the celestial machinery 
of, say. Paradise Lost, as peremptorily as that of the Iliad or 
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the Eddas. And the abandonment of the masculine pronoun 
in allusions to the First or Fundamental Energy seemed a 
necessary and logical consequence of the long abandonment 
by thinkers of the anthropomorphic conception of the same. 

These phantasmal Intelligences are divided into groups, of 
which one only, that of the Pities, approximates to “the 
Universal Sympathy of human natme — the spectator idealized’’^ 
of the Greek Chorus ; it is impressionable and inconsistent in 
its views, which sway hither and thither as wrought on by 
events. Another group approximates to the passionless 
Insight of the Ages. The remainder are eclectically chosen 
auxiliaries whose signification mayije readily discerr^ed. In 
point of literary form, the scheme of contrasted Choruses and 
other conventions of this external feature was shaped with a 
single view to the modern expression of a modern outlook, and 
in frank diveigence from classical and other dramatic 
precedent which ruled the ancient voicings of ancient themes. 

It may haidly be necessary to inform readers that in 
devising this chronicle-piecc no attempt has been made to 
create that completely organic structure of action, and closely- 
webbed development of character and motive, which are 
demanded in a drama strictly self-contained. A panoramic 
show like the present is a series of historical “ ordinates ” (to 
use a teim in geometry); the subject is familiar to all; and 
foreknowledge is assumed to fill in the junctions required to 
combine the scenes into an aitistic unity. Should the 
iQental spectator be unwilling or unable to do this, a 
historical presentment on an intermittent plan, in which the 
dramatis persona number some hundreds, exclusive of crowds 
and armies, becomes in his individual ca^p unsuitable^ 

In this assumption of a completion of the action by those 
to whom the drama is addressed, it is interesting, i£ un- 
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necessaiy, to name an exemplar as old as Aeschylus, whose 
plays are, as Dr. Vcrrall reminds us.^ scenes from stories taken 
a^s known, and wottld be unintelligible without supplementary 
scenes of the imagination. 

Readers will readily discern, too, that The Dynasts is 
intended simply for mental performance, and not for the stage. 
Spme critics have averred that to declare a drama " as being 
not for the stage is to makfc an announcement whose subject 
and predicate cancel each other. The question seems to be 
an unimportant matter of terminology. Compositions cast in 
this shape were, without doubt, originally written for the 
stage on?y, and as a coi\scquence their nomenclature of “ Act,” 
“ Scene,” and the like, was drawn directly from the vehicle of 
representation. But in the course of time such a shape would 
reveal itself to be an eminently readable ,one ; moreover, by 
dispensing with the theatre altogether, a freedom of treatment 
was attainable in this form that was denied where the material 
possibilities of stagery had to be rigorously remembered. 
With the careless mechanicism of human speech, the techni- 
calities of practical mumming were retained in these 
productions when they had ceased to be concerned with the 
stage at all. 

To say, then, in the present case, that a writing in play- 
shape is not to be played, is merely another way of stating that 
such writing has been done in a form for which there chances 
to be no brief definition save one already in use for works that 
it superficially but not entirely resembles. o 

Whether mental performance alone may not eventually be 
the fate of all drama other than that of contemporary or 
frivolousriife, is a kiqdred question not without interest. The 
mind naturally flies to the triumphs of the Hellenic and 
Elizabethan theatre in exhibiting scenes laid “far in the 

' Introduction to the Choephm-i. 

® It is now called an Epic-drama {1909). 
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Unapparent,” and asks why they should not be repeated. 
But the meditative world is older, more invidious, more 
nervous, more quizzical, than it once was, arfd being unhappily 
perplexed by — 

Riddles of Death Thebes never knew, 

may be less ready and less able than Hellas and old England 
were to look thiough the insistent, and often grotesque, 
substance at the thing signified. 

In respet t of such plays of poesy and dream a practicable 
compromise may conceivably result, taking the shape of a 
monotonic delivery of speeches, vCitU dreamy conv^entional 
gestures, something in the manner traditionally rjaintained 
by the old Christmas mummers, the curiously hypnotizing 
impressiveness of whose automatic style — that of persons who 
spoke by no will of their own — may be remembered by all 
who ever experienced it. Gauzes or screens to blur outlines 
might still further shut off the actual, as has, indeed, already 
been done in exceptional cases. But with this branch of the 
subject we are not concerned here. 

T. H. 

September 1903. 
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FORE SCENE 


THE OVERWORLD 

Enter the Ancient Spirit and Chorus of the Years, the Spirit and Chorus 
of the Pities, the Shade of the Earth, the Spirits Sinister and Ironic isith their 
Choruses, Rumours, Spirit-Messengers, and Recording Angels. 

Shade of the Earth 
What of the Lnmanent Will and Its designs ? 

Spirit of the Years 
It works unconsciously, as heretofore. 

Eternal artistries in Circumstcuice, 

Whose patterns, wrought by rapt aesthetic rote. 

Seem in themselves Its single listless aim. 

And not their consequence. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Still thus f Still thus ? 

Ever unconscious ! 

An automatic sense 
Unweeting why or whence ? 

Be, then, the inevitable, as of old. 

Although, that so it be we dare not hold! 

Spirit of the Years 
Hold what ye list, fond unbelieving Sprites, 

You cannot siverve the pulsion of the Byss, 

Which thinking on, yet weighing noi Its thought. 
Unchecks Its clock-like laws. 

Spirit Sinister (aside) 

Good, as before. 

My little engines, then, will still have play. . 
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Spirit or the Pities 

Why doth It so and so, and ever so. 

This viewless, voiceless Turner of the Wheel? 

Spirit of the Years 

As one sad story runs. It lends Its heed 
To other worlds, being wearied out with this; 
Wheiefore It^ mine''essness of earthly woes. 

Some, too, have told at whiles that rightfully 
Its t'arefulness. Its care, this planet lost 
When tn her early growth and irudiiy 
By bad mad acts of severance men contrived. 
Working such nescience by their own device . — 

Yea, so it stands in certain chronicles. 

Though not tn mine. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Meet is it, none the less. 

To bear in thought that though Its consciousness 
May be estranged, engrossed afar, or scaled, 

Sublunar shocks may wake Its watch anon ? 

( 

Spirit or the Years 

Nay, In the Foretime, even to the germ of Being, 

Nothing appears of shape to indicate 

That cognizance has maishalled things terrene. 

Or will (such is my thinking) in my span. 

Rather they show that, like a knitter drowsed. 
Whose fingers play in skilled unmindfulness. 

The Will has woven with an absent heed 
Since life first was; and ever will so weave. 

Spirit Sinister 

Hense wdve rare dramas going — more so since 
It wove Its web in that Ajaccian womb! 

Spirit of the Years 

Well, no more thus on what no mind can mete. 
Our scope is but to register and watch 
By means of this great gift accorded us — ■ 

The free trajection of our enfilifs^ 
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Spirit of the Pities 

On things terrene, then, I luould uty that though 
The human news wherewith the Runmih stirred us 
h lay please thy tempet, I'ears, ’iwere better far 
Such deeds weic nulled, and this strange mads cateer 
Woimd tip, as making inharmonious jars 
In her creation whose meek wreath we know. 

The more that he, turned man of mere traditions. 
Now propts naught. For the^arge potencies 
Instilled into his idiosyncrasy — 

To throne fair liberty in Privilege rootn — 

Are taking taint, and sink to common plots 
For his own gain. 

•> 

Shade of the Ear^h 

And who, then. Cordial One, 
Wouldst substitute for this Intractable f 

Chorus ftp the Pities (aerial music) 

We would establish those of kindlier build, 

In fair Compassions skilled, 

Men of deep art in life-development ; 

Watchers and warders of thy varied lands. 

Men sut felted of laying heavy hands 
Upon the innopent. 

The mild, the fragile, the obscure content 
Among the myriads of thy family. 

Those, too, who love the tiue, the excellent 
And make their daily moves a melody. 

Shade of the Earth 
They may come, will they. I am not averse. 

Yet know I am but the ineffectual Shade 

Of her the Travailler, herself a thrall 

To It; in all her labourings curbed and kinged! 

Spirit of the Years 
Shall such be mooted now? Already change 
Hath played strange pranks since first I brooded here. 
But old Laws operate yet; and phase and phase 
Of metis dynastic and imperial moils 
Shape on accustomed lines. Though, as for me, 

I care not how they shape, or what they be. 
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Spirit of the Pities 
You seem to have small sense of mercy. Sire ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Mercy I view, not urge j— nor more than mark 
What designate your titles Good find III. 

’Tis not in me to feel •with, or against. 

These flesh-hinged mannikins Its hand upwinds 
To click-clack off Its*preadjustcd latus s 
But only through my centuries to behold 
Theif aspects, and their movements, and their mould. 

Spirit of the Pities 

They are shapesflmt bleed, mere mannikins or no. 
And each has parcel in the total Will. 

Spirit of the Years 
Which overrides them as a whole itt parts 
In other entities. 

Spirit Sinister (aside) 

Limbs of Itself : 

Each one a jot of It in quaint disguise? 

Til fear all men henceforward I 

Spirit of the Pities 
Go to. Let this terrestrial tragedy — 

Spirit Ironic 

Nay, comedy — 

Spirit of the Pities 

Let this earth-tragedy 
Whereof ye spake, afford a spectacle 
Forthwith conned closelier than your custom is . — 

©Spirit of the Years 

How does it stand ? (To a Recording Angel) 

Open and chant the page 
Thotist lately writ, that sums these happenings. 

In brief reminder of their instant points 
Slighted by us amid our converse here. 
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Recording Angel (fiom a book, in recitative) 

JVoiv mellovi-eycd Peace is made i aptive, ^ 

And Vengeance is char tired 
To deal forth its dooms o/{ the Peoples 
With sword find with spear. 

Metis miisings are busy with forecasts 
Of musters and battle. 

And I'isions of shock and disaher 
Rise red on the year. 

The easternmost t uler sits wistful. 

And tense he to midward; 

The King to the west mans his iorders 
In front and in rear. * 

While one they eye, flushed from his crowning. 
Ranks legions around him 
To shake the enisled neighbour nation 
And close her cateer! 

Semichorus I. of Rumours (aerial music) 

O woven-winged squadrons of Toulon 
And fellows of Rochefort, 

Wait, wait for a wind, and draw westward 
Ere Nelson be near ! 

For he reads not your force, or your freightage 
Of warriors fell-handed. 

Or when they will join for the onset. 

Or whither they steer! 

Semichorus II 

O Nelson, so seedous a watcher 

Through monihs-long of cruizing. 

Thy foes may elude thee a moment. 

Put forth, and get clear; 

And rendezvous westerly straightway 
With Spaiiis aiding navies. 

And hasten to head violation 
Of Albion’s frontier! 
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Spirit of the Yfars 

Methinks too much assurance thrills your note 
On secrets in my locker, gentle sprites ; 

But it may serve. — Our thought being nou> rejlexed 
To forces operant on this English isle. 

Behoves it us to enter scene by scene. 

And watch the spectacle of Europds moves 
In her embroil, as they were self ordained 
According to the naive and liberal creed 
Of our great-hearted young Compassionates, 

Forgetting the Prime Mover of the gear. 

As puppet-watchers him who pulls the strings . — 
you'll mark the iwitchings of this Bonaparte 
As he with other figures foots his reel. 

Until he twitch him into his lonely grave : 

Also regard the frail ones that his flings 
Have made gyrate like animalatla 
In tepid pools. — Hence to the precinct, then. 

And count as framework to the stagery 
Yon architraves of sunbeam-smiitc-. cloud . — 

So may ye judge Earth's jackaclocks to be 
Not fugled by one Will, but fuiution-free. 

The nether sky opens, and Europe is disclosed as a prone and emaciated 
figure, the Alps shaping like a backbone, and the branching mountain-chains 
like ribs, the peninsular plateau of Spain forming a head. Broad and lengthy 
lowlands slretch from the north of Franco across Russia like a grey-green 
garment hcmnicd by the Ural mountains and the glistening Aretic Ocean. 

The point of view then sinks downwards tlirough space, and draws near to 
the surface of the perturbed countries, where the peoples, distressed by events 
which they did not cause, are seen writhing, crawling, heaving, and vibrating 
in their various cities and nationalities. 

Spirit of the Years (to the Spirit of the Pities) 

As key-scene to the whole, I first lay bare 
The Will-webs of thy fearful questioning; 

For knosu that of my antique privileges 
This gift to visualise the Mode is one 
{Though by exhaustive strain and effort only). 

See, then, and learn, ere my power pass again. 

.\ new and pcnetr.uing light descends on the spectacle, enduing men and 
things with .a .seeming transparency', and exhibiting as one organism the 
anatomy of life and movement in all bunianity and vilolixcd matter included 
in the display. 
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Spirit or the Pities ( iftei a pause) 

Anud this scene of bodies substantuc 
Strange ■waves I si^ht liLc winds giown visible. 

Which beai men’s foims on tluir tnmunci ous coils. 
Twining and serpintining i ound and thiough. 

Also retracting threads like gossameis — 

Eicipt in being irresistible — 

Which complicate with some, and balance all. 

3 

Spirit or ihi Yr\.RS 

These are the Piime Volitions, — fibiils, veins^ 

Will tissues, nerves, and pulses of the Cause, 

That heal e tin oughout the Eat th's compositure. 

Their sum is tike the lobule of a, Bi am 
Evolving always that tt wots not of, 

A Btatii who\e whole connotes the Everywhere, 

And whose p> otedure may but bt. discetned 
By phantom ey»s like outs, the while unguessed 
Of those it stirs, who (even as ye do) dtuim 
Their motions ftee, their otdctins^s suptetne; 

Each life apart fiom each, with penoet to mete 
Its own day's measures, balanced, sdf complete s 
Though they subsist but atoms of tl c One 
Labouting thtough all, divisible ftom nonej 
But this no fut ther now. Deem yet man's deeds self-done. 
The anatorny of the Tmm'uient Will disappears 

General Chorus or Intelligences (aeual music) 

Wdll close up Time, as a bit d its van. 

We’ll tiaveise Space, as spinfs can. 

Link pulses seveted by leagues and y cats, 

Bttng cradles into touch with biers; 

So that the far-off Consequence appears 

Prompt at the heel of foregone Cause — 

The Prime, that willed ete wnreness was. 

Whose Brain pet chance is Space, whose ^bought iti ISws, 
Which we as thteads and streams discern. 

We may but muse on, never learn 


END OF THE TORE SCENE 
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SC^E I 

ENGLAND. A RIDGE IN WESSEX 

The time is a fine day in {larch 1805. A highway crosses the ridge, 
jrhich is near the sea, and the south coast is seen bounding the landscape 
xlow, the open Channel extending bejond. 

* 

Spirit of the Years 

Hark now, and gather ho-to the martial mood 
Stirs England'' s humblest heart t. Anon we’ll trace 
Its /leavings in the upper coteries there. 

i 

Spirit Sinister 

Aji/ begin small, and so lead up to the greater. It is a sound 
dramatic principle. I always aim to follow it in my pedilences, 
dres, famines, and other comedies. And though, to be sure, I did 
not in my Lisbon earthquake, I did in my Fiench Terror, and my 
St. Domingo burlesque. 

Spirit of the Years 

Thy Lisbon earthquake, thy Frenih Tcri'or. Wait. 

Thinking thou will’st, thou dost but indicate. 

A stage-coach cntcis, with passcngcis outside. Their voices after the fore- 
going sound small and commonplace, os fiom another medium. 

First Passenger 

There seems to be a deal of traffic over Ridgeway, even at 
this time o’ year. 

Second Passenger 

Yes. It is because the King and Court are coming down here 
later on. They wake up this part rarely ! . . . See, now, how 
the Channel and co^t open out like a chart. ’ That patch of mist 
helow us is the town we are liound for. There’s the Isle of 
Slingers beyond, like a floating snail. That wide bay on the 
right is wlicie the “.Abergavenny,” Captain John Wordsworth, 
was wieckcd last month. One can see half across to France up 
here. 
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First Passenger 

Half across. And then another little half, and then all that’s 
behind — the Corsican mischief! ■* 

Second PAssenger 
0 

Yes. People who live hereabout — I am a native of these 
parts — feel the nearness of France more than they do inland. 

u 

First Passenger 

That’s why we have seen so many of these marchirjg regiments 
on the road. This year his grandest attempt upon us is to be 
made, I reckon. 

Second Passenger 

May we be ready ! 

First Passenger 

Well, we ought to be. We’ve had alarms enough, God knows. 

Third Passenger ' 

I much doubt his intention to come at all. 

Some companies of infantiy aic seen ahead, and the coach presently over- 
takes them. 

Soldiers (singing as they walk) 

We be the King’s men, hale and hearty, 

Marching to meet one Buonapai'ty ; 

If he won’t sail, lest the wind should blow. 

We shall have marched for nothing, O I 
Right fol-lol I 

We be the King’s men, hale and hearty 
Marching to meet one Buonaparty ; 

If he be sea-sick, says “ No, no ! ” 

We shall have mardied for nothing, O ! 

Right foj-lol ! 

The soldiers draw aside, and the coach passes on. 

Second Passenger 

Is there truth in it that Bonaparte wrote a •letter to the King 
last month ? 
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First Passenger 

Yes, sir. A letter in his own hand, in which he expected the 
King to reply to him in the same manner. 

Soldiers (continuing, -as they are left behind) 

We be the King’s men, hale and hearty, 

Marching to meet one Buonaparty ; 

Never mind, mates ; we’ll be merry, though 
We may have marched for nothing, 0 ! 

Right fol-lol ! 

Third Passenger 

And was Honey’s letter friendly ? 

€ 

First Passenger 

Certainly, sir. He requested peace with the King. 

Third Passenger 

And why shouldn’t the King reply in the same manner ? 

First Passenger 

What ! Encourage this man in an act of shameless presump- 
tion, and give him the pleasure of considering himself the equal 
of the King of England — whom he actually calls his brother! 

Third Passenger 

He must be taken for what he is, not for what he was ; and 
if he calls King George his brother it doesn’t speak badly for his 
friendliness. 


First Passenger 

WTiether or no, the King, rightly enough, did not reply in 
person, but through Lord Mulgrave our Foreign Minister, to the 
effect Jihat hi<! Britannic Majesty cannot give a specific answer 
till he has communibated with the Continental powers. 

Third Passenger 

Both the manner and the matter of the reply are British ; but 
a huge mistake. 
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First Passenger 

Sir, am I to deem you a friend of Bonaparte, a traitor to your 

country 3 

Third Passenger 

Damn my wig, sir, if I’ll be cklled a traitor by you or any 
Court sycophant at all at aA ! [He unpacks a case of pistols. 

Second Passenger 

Gentlemen, forbear, forbear ! Should such differences be 
suffered to arise on a spot where we may, in less than three 
months, be fighting for our very existence ? This ij) foolish, I 
say. Heaven alone, who reads the secrets of this man’s heart, 
can tell what his meaning and intent may be, and if his letter 
has been answered wisely or no. 

The coiich is stopped to skid the wheel for the descent of the hill, and 
before it starts again a dust}' horseman mertakes it. ' 

Several Passengers 

A London messenger! (To horseman) Any news, sir? We 
are from Bristol only. 

Horseman 

Yes ; much. We have declared wav against Spain, an error 
giving vast delight to France. Bonaparte says he will date his 
next dispatches from London, and the landing of his army may 
be daily expected. 

[Exit horseman. 

Third Passenger (to First) 

Sir, I apologize. He’s not to be trusted I War is his name, 
and aggression is with him ! 

He repacks the pistols. A silence follows. The coach and passengers 
move downwards and disappear towards the coast. 

Spirit of the Pities 
/// chanced it that the English monarch George 
Did not respond to the said Emperor! 

Spirit Sinister ^ j 

/ saw good sport therein, and peeatid the Will 
To unimpel so stultifying a mo^/e ! 

Which would have marred the European broil. 

And sheathed all swords, and silenced ez’ery gun 
That riddles human flesh. 



13 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT I 


Spirit of the Pities 

O say no more; 

If aught could gratify the Absolute 
'Twould verily be thy cgnsure, not thy praise! 

Spirit of the vTears 

The ruling was that we should witness things 
» And not dispute tliem. To the drama, then. 
Emprizes over-Channel are the key 
To f his land’s stir and ferment. — Thither we. 

Clouds gather over the scene, and slowly open elsewhere 


SCENE II 


PARIS. OFFICE OF THE MINISTER OF MARINE 


Admiral Decr&s seated at a table. A knock without. 


DECRis 

Come in I Good news, I hope ! 

Attendant 

DECRis 

Show him in straightway. 


[An attendant enters. 
A courier, sir. 


[The attendant goes out. 


From the Emperor 

As I expected 1 

A courier is admitted, who delivers a dispatch. 

Courier 

Sir, for your own hand 

And yours alone. 

DECRis 

Thanks. Be in waiting near. 

[The courier withdraws. 

Decres reads: 

“ I am resolved that no wild dream of Incl, 

^And what we there might win ; or of the West, 
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And bold ic conquest theie of Siiiinam 
And other Dutch retreats alonjj those coasts, 

Oi Ih ilish islands ni<,h, sh ill diaw me now> 

Fiom pieicing into England thioiigh Uoulogne 
As lined in fiist plan if I do stiike, 

I stiike effectively, lo foi^e nhich feat 
Theie s but one nay — planting a inoital wound 
In England’s heait — the \eiy English land — 

Whose insolent and cynical leply 

To mv It ell-based complaint on bieach of faith 

Concerning iNIalta, as at Amiens pledged, 

Has lighted up anew such flames of iie 
As may iniohe the world — Now to the case : 

Out natal foices can be all assembled 
Without the foe’s foieknonledge or surmise, 

By these rules following; to whose te\t I ask 
Youi giatest application: and, when conned. 

That steadfastly ; ou stand by woid and woid. 

Making no question of one jot therein 

“ First, then, let Villeneuve wait a favouring wind 
For piocesb westwaid swift to Maitinique, 

Coaxing the English aftei Join him there 
Giatina, Misstessy, and Ganteaume ; 

Which junction once effected all oui keels — 

Now nigh to sixty sail — regain the Manche, 

While the puistieis linger in the West 
At hopeless fault — Having hoodwinked them thus, 

Oui boats skim 01 ei, disenibaik the aimy. 

And in the tw inkling of a patriot’s eye 
All London will be ouis 

“ In stiictest seciecy carve this to shape — 

Let never an adiniral or captain scent 
Save Villeneuve and Ganteaume ; and pen each charge 
With your own quill. The surelier to ogtwit them 
I stait for Italy , and there, as ’twere 
Engrossed in fetes and Coionation iites, 

Abide till, at the need, I reach Boulogne, 

And head the enteipiize — N APOLLON ” 

Deckls reflects, and till ns to write. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

More ills P Hmo is Decris ordained to move ? 

« 

Spirit of the Years 

He buckles to the nuork. Firtt to Villeneteve, 

His onetime comrade and kis boyhood’s friend. 

Now lingering at Toulon, he jots swift lines. 

Then duly to Ganteaume. — They a>e sealed forthwith. 
And superscribed: Break not till on the main.” 

<- Boisterous singing is heard in the street. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I hear confused ttnd simmering sounds without. 

Like those which thrill the hives at evenfall 
When swarming pends. 

Spirit of the Years 

They but proclaim the crowd. 
Which sings and shouts its hot enthusiasms 
For this dead-ripe design on England s shore. 

Till the persuasion of its own plump words, 

Acting upon mercurial temperaments. 

Makes hope as p> ophecy. “ Our Emperor 

Will show himself {say they') in this exploit 
Unwavering, keen, eutd irresistible 
As is the lightning frong. Our vast flotillas 
Have been embodied as by sorcery j 
Soldiers made seamen, and the ports transformed 
To rocking cities casemented with guns. 

Against these valiants balance England's means ■ 
Raw merchant-fellows from the counting-house. 

Raw labourers from the fields, who thumb for arms 
Clumsy untempered pikes forged hurriedly. 

And cry them full-equipt. Their batteries. 

Their flyiag carriages, their catamarans. 

Shall profit not, and in one summer night 
Wdll find us there !” 

Recording Angel 

And is this prophecy true f 
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Spirit of the Ye^rs 
Occasion will reveal. 

Shade of the Earth 

WJuit boots it, Sire, 

To down this dynasty, set that one up. 

Goad panting peoples to the throes thereof. 

Make wither here my fruit, maintain it there, 

And hold me travailling through fineless years 
In vain and objectless monotony. 

When all such tedious conjuring could be shunned 

By uncreation f Howsoever wise 

The governance of these massed mortalities, 

A juster wisdom his who should iiavf ruled 
They had not been. 

Spirit of the Years 

• Nay, something hidden urged 
The giving matter motions and these coils 
Are, maybe, good as any. 

Spirit of the Pities 

But why any ? 

Spirit of the Years 
Sprite of Compassions, ask the Immanent I 
I am but an accessory of Its works. 

Whom the Ages render conscious j and at most 
Figure as bounden witness of Its laws. 

Spirit of the Pities 

How ask the aim of unrelaxing Will 
Tranced in Its purpose to unknowingness ? 

{If thy words. Ancient Phantom, token true). 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou answerest well. But cease to as!? of me. 
Meanwhile the mime proceeds.-. — We turn herefrom. 
Change our homuncules, and observe forthwith 
How the High Influence sways the English realm. 
And Imv the jacks lip out their reasonings there. 

The Cloud-curtain draws. 
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SCENE III 

LONDON. THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS 

A long chanilior with a gallery on each side supported by thin columns 
having gilt Ionic capitals. Three round-headed windows arc at the further 
end, above the Speaker's chair, which is backed by a Jiuge pcdiniented 
structure in white and gilt, surmounted b3' the lion and the unicorn. The 
windows are uncurtained, one being open, through which some boughs are 
seen waving in the midnight gloom without. W’ax candles, burnt low, wave 
and gutter in*a biass chandelier which hangs from the middle of the ceiling, 
and in branches projecting from the galleries. 

The House is sitting, the bcndies, which extend round to the Speaker's 
elbows, being closely packed, and the ^llcrics likewise full. Among the 
incmbera present on the povffrnment side are Pitt and other ministers with 
their supporters, including C.inxing, C v.stlkricagh, Lt)RU C. Somkrset, 
Erskii^e, W. Dundas, Huskissox, Rose, Best, Ivi.liot, Dalla.s, and 
the general body of the parly. On the opposite side are noticeable Fox, 
Sheridax, Windham, WhitbrexVd, Grey, T. Gkenville, Tierney, 
Earl Temple, Ponso.vbv, G. and H. W'ALi’fti.E, Dudley North, and 
Timothy Shelley. Speaker Abbot occupies the Chair. 

Spirit of the Years (to two Recording Angels) 

As prehide to the seem, as means to aid 
Our younger comrades in its construing. 

Pray spread your scripture, and rehearse in brief 
The reasonings here of late — to whose effects 
Words of to-night form sequence. 

The Recording Angels chant from their books, antiphonally, in a minor 
recitative. 


Angel I (aerial music) 

Feeble-framed dull nnrcsolve, unresourcefulness. 

Sat in the halls of the Kingdom’s high Councillors, 
Whence the grey glooms of a ghost-eyed despondency 
Wanned as with winter the national mind. 

Angel II 

England stands forth to the sword of NapoUo7i 
Nakedly — not an ally in support of herj 
Mot and munitions dispersed inexpediently j 
''Projects of ratge and scope poorly defined. 
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Angel I 

Once more doth Pitt deem the land crying loud to him . — 
Frail though and spent, and an-hungercd Jor restfulness 
Once more respotids he, dead fervours to energize. 

Aims to concentre, slack efforts to bind. 

• 

Angel II 

Ere the first fruit thereof voices grow audible. 

Holding as hapless his dream of good guardianship, 
festingly, earnestly, shouting it serviceless. 

Tardy, inept, and uncouthly designed. 

Angels I and II 

So two, to-night, in the slashing &ld ^ntences. 

Hear them speak, — gravely these, those with ^gay- 
heariedness , — 

Midst their admonishments little conceiving how 
Scarlet tlu scroll 4hat the years will umvindl 

Spirit of the Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

Let us put on and suffer for the nonce 
The feverish fleshings of Humanity, 

And join the pale debaters here convened. 

So may thy soul be won to sympathy 
By donning their poor mould. 

Spirit of the Years 

Pll humour thee. 

Though my unpassioned essence could not change 
Did I incar n in moulds of all mankind! 

Spirit Ironic 

'Tts enough to make eve>y little dog in England run to mixen 
to hear this Pitt sung so strenuously ! Pll be the third of the 
incarnate, on the chance of hearing the tune played the other way. 

Spirit Sinister 

And I the fourth. Therds sure to be something in my line 
toward, where politicians are gathered together! 

The four Phantoms enter the Gallery of the House in the disguise of 
01 dinary strangers. 


C 
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Sheridvv (using) 

The Bill I would haie lea\e to introduce 
Is flamed, sii, to lepeil last Session’s Act, 

By part) sciibes intituled a Piovision 

Foi England’s Pioper Guaidj biit elsewhere known 

As Mr. Pitt’s new Patent Paiish Pill (Laughti r ) 

The ministeiial countenances, I maik. 

Congeal to dazed suipiise at my stiaiglit motion — 

Why, passes sane conjectuie It may be 
That, with a haughty and unwaienng faith 
In then own batteiing lams of aigiiment, 

They deemed our buoyance whelmed, and sapped, and 
sunk 

To hope’s slitei oottom, whence a miiacle 
Was all could fiieiid and floit us , or, maybe. 

They aie amazed at oui lude disiespect 
In making mockeiy of an English Law 
Spiung sacred fiom the King’s on'n Piemier’s biain ' 

— I heai them snoit; but let them wince at will. 

My duty must be done , shall be done quickly 
By citing some few facts 

An Vet for oui defence ' 

It weakens, not defends , and oveisea 
Swoln Fiance’s despot and his myim’dons 
This moment knoi. it, and can scoff theieat 
Our people know it too — those who can peer 
Behind the scenes of this poor painted show 
Called soldieiing ' — The Act has failed, must fail. 

As my light honouiable fiiend w'ell proved 
When speaking t’othci night, whose silencing 
By his right honourable vis-A vis 
Was of the genuine Governmental sort, 

And like the catamarans then sapience shaped 
All fizzle and no harm (Laughter ) The Act, in biief. 
Effects this much that the whole force of England 
Is stiengihened by — eleven thousand men < 

So SOI ted that the Biitish infantiy 

Aie now eight hundicd less than heietofoie < 

In Iielaiid, wheic the glamoiiiing influence 
Of the light lioiioiiiable gentlemin 
Prevails w ith magic might, eleven men 
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Have been amassed. And in the Cinque-Port towns, 
Where he is held in absolute veneration, 

His method has so quickened maitial fire 
As to brinjf in — one man. O would that man 
Might meet my sight ! (I-auglitcr. ) A Hercules, no doubt, 
A god-like emanation from this Act, 

Who with his single arm will overthrow 
All Buonapartd’s legions ere their keels 
Have scraped one pebble of our fortless shores ! . . . 

Such is my motion, sir, and such my mind, 

[He sits down amid cheers. 

The candle-snuffers go round, and Pitt rises. During the momentary 
pause before he speaks the House assumes an atteutt\e stillness, in which can 
be fieard the rustling of the trees without, a honi from an early coach, and 
the voice of the watch crying the hour. 

Pitt 

Not one on this side but appreciates 
Those mental gems and airy pleasantries 
Flashed by the honourable gentleman, 

Who shines in them by birthright. Each device 
Of drollery he has laboured to outsbape, 

(Or treasured up from others who have shaped it,) 
Displays that are the conjurings of the moment, 

(Or mellowed and matured by sleeping on) — 

Dry hoardings in his book of commonplace, 

Stored without stint of toil through days and months — 
He heaps into one mass, and lights and fans 
As fuel for his flaming eloquence, 

Mouthed and maintained witliout a thought or care 
If germane to the theme, or not at all. 

Now vain indeed it were should I assay 
To match him in such sort For, sir, alas. 

To use imagination as the ground 
Of chronicle, take myth and merry tale 
As te-xts for prophecy, is not my gift 
Being but a person primed with simple fatt. 

Unprinked by jewelled art. — But to the thing. 

The preparations of the enemy, 

Doggedly bent to desolate our land, 

.Advance with a sustained activity. 

They are seen, they are kqown, by you and by us a]). 
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But they evince no clear-eyed tentative 
In furtherance of the threat, whose coining off, 

Ay, years may yet postpone ; whereby the Act 
Will far outstrip him, and the thousands called 
Duly to join the ranks by its provisions, 

In procC'S sure, if slow, will ratch the lines 
Of English regiments — seasoned, cool, resolved — 

To glorious length and firm prepotency. 

And why, then, should we dream of its repeal 
Ere profiting by its adt'antages ? 

Must the House listen to such wilding words 
As this proposal, at the very hour 
When the Act’s gearing finds its ordered grooves 
And circles into, full utility ? 

The motion ‘of the honourable gentleman 
Reminds me aptly of a publican 
Who should, when malting, mi\ing, mashing’s past. 
Fermenting, barrelling, and spirting, 

Quick taste the brew, and shake his sapient head, 

And cry in acid voice ; The ale is new I 

Brew old, you varlets ; cast this slop away ! (Cheers.) 

But gravely, sir, I would conclude to-night, 

And, as a serious man on serious things, 

I now speak here. ... I pledge myself to this ; 
Unprecedented and magnificent 
As were our strivings in the previous war. 

Our efforts in the present shall transcend them, 

As men ■will learn. Such efforts are not sized 
By this light measuring-rule my critic here 
Wliips from his pocket like a clerk-o’-works 1 . . 
Tasking and toilsome war’s details must be. 

And toilsome, too, must be their criticism, — 

Not in a moment’s stroke extemporized. 

The strange fatality that haunts the times 
Wherein our lot is cast, has no example. 

Times are they fraught with peril, trouble, gloom ; 

We havd’to mark their lourings, and to face them. 

Sir, reading thus the full significance 

Of these big days, large though my lackings be. 

Can any hold of those who know my past 
That I, of all men, slight our safeguarding? 

No ; by all honour no !i-Wcre J convinced 
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That such could be the mind of members here, 
i\Iy sorrowing thereat would doubly shade 
The shade on England now ! So I do trust 
All in the House will take my tendeied word, 

And credit my deliv^ance hcie to-night, 

That in this vital point of watch and ward 
Against the threatenings from yonder coast 
We stand prepared ; and under Providence 
Shall fend whatever hid or open stroke 
A foe may deal. 

He sits down amid loud ministerial cheers, with symptoms of great 
exhaustion. 


Windham 

The question that compels the House to-night 
Is not of differenoes in wit and wit, 

But if for England it be well or no 
To null the new-fledged Act, as one inept 
For setting up ulth speed and hot effect 
The red machinery of desperate war. — 

Whatever it may do, or not, it stands, 

A statesman’s raw e.\periment. If ill, 

Shall more experiments and more be tried 
In stress of jeopardy that stirs demand 
For sureness of proceeding? Must this House 
Exchange safe action based on practised lines 
For yet more ventures into risks unknown 
To giatify a quaint projector’s whim. 

While enemies hang grinning round our gates 
To profit by mistake ? 

My friend who spoke 
Found comedy in the matter. Comical 
As it may be in parentage and feature. 

Most grave and tiagic in its consequence, 

This Act may prove. We are moving thoughtlessly, 
We squander precious, brief, life-saving time 
On idle guess-games. Fail the measure must. 

Nay, failed it has alieady; and should rouse 
Resolve in its progenitor himself 
To move for its repeal ! (Cheers.) 
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Whitbread 

I rise but to subjoin a phrase or two 
To those of my light honourable friend. 

I, too, am one who reads the present pinch 
As passing all our lisks of lienEtofore. 

For why ? Our bold and reckless enemy, 

Relaxing not his plans, has treasured time 
To mass his monstrous force on all the coigns 
From which our coast is close assailable. 

Ay, even afloat his concentrations work : 

Two vast united squadrons of his sail 
Move at this moment viewless on the seas. — 

Their whereabout, untraced, unguessable. 

Will not be known to us till some black blow 
Be dealt by them in some undreamt-of quarter 
To knell our rule. 

That we are reasonably enfenced therefrom 
By such an Act is but a madman^s dream. . . . 

A commonwealth so situate cries aloud 
For more, far mightier, measures I End an Act 
In Heaven’s name, then, which only can obstruct 
The fabrication of more trusty tackle 
For building up an army ! (Cheers.) 

Bathurst 

Sir, the point 

To any sober mind is bright as noon ; 

Whether the Act should have befitting trial 
Or be blasphemed at sight I firmly hold 
The latter loud iniquity. — One task 
Is theirs who would inter this corpse-cold Act — 

(So said) — to bring to birth a substitute I 

Sir, they have none ; they have given no thought to one. 

And thus their deeds incautiously disclose 

Their cloaked intention and most secret aim ! 

With them the question is not how to frame 
A finer trick to trounce intrusive foes. 

But who shall be the future ministers 
To whom such trick against intrusive foes. 

Whatever it may prove, shall be entrusted ! 

• They even ask the country gentlemen 
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To join them in this job. But, God be praised, 

Those gentlemen are sound, and of repute ; 

Their names, their property, their character, 

Their numbers, their attainments, and their blood, 

(Iionical Opposition cheers.) 
Safeguard them froiM an onslaught on an Act 
For ends so sinister and palpable ! (Cheers and jeerings.) 

Fuller 

I disapprove ot censures of this Act. — 

All who can entertain such hostile thought 
Would swear that black is white, that night is day. 

No honest man will join a reckless crew 

Who’d overthrow their country for their gain 1 (Laughter.) 

Tiernev 

It is incumbent on me to declare 

In the last speaker’s face my censure, based 

On grounds most clear and constitutional. — 

An Act it is that studies to create 
A standing army, large and permanent ; 

Which kind of force has ever been beheld 
With jealous-eyed disfavour in this House. 

It makes for sure oppiession, binding men 
To serve for less than service proves it worth 
Conditioned by no hampering penalty. 

For these and latc-spoke reasons, then, I say, 

Let not the Act deface the statute-book. 

But blot it out forthwith. (Hear, hear.) 

Fox (rising amid cheers) 

At this late hour. 

After the riddling fire the Act has drawn on’ti 
My words shall hold the House the briefest while. 

Too obvious to the most unwilling mind 
It grows that the existence of this law 
Experience and reflection have condemned. 

Professing to do much, it makes for nothing ; 

Vouched as assuring all, it comforts none. 

Not only so ; while feeble in effect 
It shows it vicious in its principle. 

Engaging to raise men for the common weal, 
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It sets a harmful and unequal ta^ 

Capiidously on oiu communities. — 

The annals of a ccntui \ fail to show 
More flagrant cases of oppicssiieness 
Than those this statute uoiks to perpetrate, 

Which (like all Bills this faioiticd statesman frames, 
And clothes with tapestiies of ihetoric 
Disguising their real web of commonplace) 

Though held as shaped for English bulwarking. 
Breathes in its heart perveisities of party. 

And instincts toward oligarchic power, 

Galling the many to relieve the few ! (Cbeeis.) 

Whateier bieadth and sense of equity 
Inform the methods of this minister. 

Those mitigants nearly always tiacc their root 
To measures that his piedecessois wrought. 

.'\,nd ere his Government can daie assert 
Superior claims to England’s confidence. 

They owe it to their honour and good name 
To furnish better pioof of such a claim 
Than is i mealed by the abortiveness 
Of this thing called an Act for our Defence. 

To the great gifts of its artificer 
No member of this House is moie disposed 
To yield full recognition than am I. 

No man has found moie icason so to do 
Thiough the long roll of disputatious years 
Wherein we have stood opposed. . . . 

But if one single fact cCuld counsel me 
To entertain a doubt of those great gifts. 

And cancel faith in his capacity. 

That fact would be the vast imprudence shoivn 
In staking recklessly repute like his 
On such an Act as he has offered us — 

So false in principle, so poor in fruit. 

Sir, the achievements and effects thereof 
Have furnished not one fragile argument 
VVhich all the partiality of friendship 
Can kindle to consider as the mark 
Of a clear, \ igorous, freedom-fostering mind ! 

He sits down amid lengthy chceiing from the Opposition. 
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Sheridan 

My summary shall be brief, and to the point. — 

The said right honourable Prime Minister * 

Has thought it proper to declare my speech 
The jesting of an irresponsible ; — 

Words from a person who has never read 
The Act he claims him urgent to repeal. 

Such quips and quizzings (as he reckons thctA) 

He implicates as gathered from long hoards 
Stored up with cruel care, to be discharged 
With sudden blaze of pyrotechnic art 
On the devoted, gentle, shrinking head 
O’ the right incomparable gentleman ! (Laughter.) 

But were my humble, solemn, sad ortition (Laughter.) 
Indeed such rattle as he rated it, 

Is it not strange, and passing precedent, 

That the illustrious chief of Government 
Should have uprfsen witli such indecent speed 
And strenuously replied ? He, sir, knows well 
That vast and luminous talents like his own 
Could not have been demanded to choke off 
A witcraft marked by nothing more of weight 
Than ignorant irregularity 1 
Nec Detis intersit — and so-and-so — 

Is a well-worn citation whose close fit 
None will perceite more clearly in this Fane 
Than its presiding Deity opposite. (Laughter.) 

His thunderous answer tlius perforce condemns himl 
Moreover, to top all, the while replying, 

He still thought best to leave intact the reasons 
On which my blame was founded ! 

Thus, then, stands 

My motion unimpaired, convicting clearly 
Of dire perversion that capacity 
We formerly admired. — (Cries of " Oh, oh.") 

This ministft 

Whose circumventions never circumvent, 

Whose coalitions fail to coalesce ; 

This dab at secret trc.alics known to all, 

This darling of the aristocracy — 

(Laughter, " Oh, oh,” cheers, and cries of " Divide.’’) 
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Has brought the millions to the verge of ruin, 

By pledging them to Continental quarrels 
Of which we see no end ! (Cheers ) 

The membeis rise to divide. 

Spirit of the Bities 
It irks me that they thtts should Yea and Nay 
As theugh a power lay in their oraclings, 

If each decision work unconsciously^ 

And would be operant though unloosened were 
A single lip ! 

Spirit of Rumour 

c • There may react on things 
Some influence from these, indefinitely, 

And even on That, whose outcome we all are. 

Spirit of the Years 

Hypotheses ! — More boots it to remind 
The younger here of our ethereal band 
And hierarchy of Intelligences, 

That this thwart Parliament whose moods we wa Ji — 
So insular, empiric, un-ideal — 

May figure forth in sharp and salient lines 
To retrospective eyes of afierdays. 

And print its legend large on Histoty. 

For one cause — if I read the signs aright — 

To-night s appearance of its Minister 
In the assembly of his long-time sway 
Is tiear his last, and themes to-night launched forth 
Will take a tincture from that memory. 

When men recall the scene and circumstance 
That hung about his pleadings. — But no morej 
The ritual of each party is rehearsed. 

Dislodging not one vote or prejudice; 

The ministers their ministries retain. 

And Ini as Ins, and Outs as Outs, remain. 

Spirit of the Pities 
Meanwhile what of the Foeman’s vast array 
That wakes these tones f 
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Spirit of tiih Ye\rs 

Abide the event, young Shade : 

Soon stars will shut and sliosu a opting eyed dawn. 

And sunbeams fountain Joith, that will aiotise 
Those fotmtng ban4f io full aitivify. 

An honomabic member reports that lie spies stiangcrs. 

A timely token that nue dally Jieic ^ 

Wc now cast off these moftal manacles^ 

And speed us seaward. 

The Phantoms \anish fiom the Gallery The members file out to the 
lobbies The House and Westminster iccede into the films of mght» and the 
point of obscivation shifts rapidly across the Channel 


SCENE IV 

THE IJARROUR OF LOULOGNE 

The morning bieaks, radiant uith early sunlight The French Army of 
Invasion is disclosed On the hills on cithci side of the tovvn and behind 
appear laigc milit try camps formed of timbci huts Lowci down are other 
camps of more or less pci nnnent kind, the whole aflording accommodation 
for one bundled and fift) thousand men 

South of the town is an extensive basin sui rounded b) quays, the heaps of 
fresh soil mound showing it to be a recent excavation fiom the banks of the 
Liane The bisin is ciowded with the flotilla, consisting of hundicds of 
vessels of sundiy kinds : flat bottomed bugs with guns and two masts , boats 
of one mast, canjing each an artillerj waggon, two guns, and a two stalled 
horsebox, tianspoits with three low masts, and long narrow pinnaces 
arianged for many oais 

Timbci, saw -mills, aid new cut planks spread in profusion .around, and 
many of the town lesidciices aie seen to be adapted foi waiehoiiscs and 
infii maries. 


DUMB SHOW 

tt 

Moving in this scene are counties companies of soldiery engaged in a 
drill-practice of cmbaikiiig and diseml^rking, and of hoisting hoises into the 
vessels and landing them again. Vehicles bearing provisions of many sorts 
load and unload befoie the teraporaiy warehouses Furtiici off, on the 8 jxn 
land, bodies of tioops aie at held dull Other bodies of soldiers Inlf 
Stripped and cneiusted with mud, are labouiing as navvies in lepiiiing the 
cccxvations 

An English squadion of about twenty sail, compiising a ship 01 two 0/ the 
line, fiigitts, bugs and luggtis, confionts the biisj speetiele fioni tin sei 

The Show picscntU dims \ml Ixcomcs bioken till only its iUshes and 
gleams are visible Anon a curtain of cloud closes over it. 
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SCENE V 

LONDON. THE HOUSE OF A LADY OF QUALITY 

• A fashionable crowd is present at an e'cninij party, which includes the 
Dukes of Beaufort and Rutland. Lora; Mai.vesbury, Harrowby, 
Eldon, Grenville, Castlereagii, Siumoutii, and Mulch am:, with their 
ladies; also Canning, Perceval, Townshend, LvdvAnm II \milton, 
Mrs. Damer, Lady Caroline Lamb, and many oilier notables. 

A Gentleman (offering his snuff-box) 

So, then, the Treaty anxiously concerted 
Between ourselves and frosty Muscovy 
Is duly signed ? 

A Cabinet Minister 

Was signed a few days back, 

And is in force. And ue do firmly hope 
The loud pretensions and the stunijing dins 
From new aggressiveness by France’s chief. 

Now daily heard, these laudable exertions 
May keep in curb ; that ere our greening land 
Darken its leaves beneath the Dogday suns. 

The independence of the Continent 
May be assured, and all the rumpled flags 
Of famous dynasties so foully mauled. 

Extend their honoured hues as heretofore. 

Gentleman 

So be it. Yet this man is a volcano ; 

And proven ’tis, by God, volcanoes choked 
Have ere now turned to earthquakes 1 

A lady comes up and playfully taps his arm. 

IWVDY 

0 What’s the news ? — 

The chequerboard of diplomatic moves 
Is London,*all the world knows : here are born 
All inspirations of the Continent — 

So tell 1 

Gentleman 

Ay. Inspirations now abound I 
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Lady 

Nay, but your looks are grave ! That measured speech 
Betokened matter that will waken us. — 

Is it some piquant cruelty of his ? 

Or other tickling horror from abroad 
The packet has brdught in ? 

Gentleman 

The treaty’s signed 1 
Minister 

Whereby the parties mutually agree 
To knit in union and in general league 
All outraged Europe. 

Lady 

So to knit sounds well ; 

But how ensure its not unravelling ? 

Minister 

Well j by the terms._ There are among them these • 
Five hundred thousand active men in arms 
Shall strike (supported by Britannic aid 
In vessels, men, and money subsidies) 

To free North Germany and Hanover 
From trampling foes ; deliver Switzerland, 

Unbind the galled republic of the Dutch, 

Relhrone in Piedmont the Sardinian King, 

Make Naples swoid-proof, un-French Italy 
From shoie to shore ; and thoroughly guarantee 
A settled order to the divers states ; 

Thus tearing bieachless barriers in each realm 
Against the thrust of his usurping hand 

Spirit of the Years 
They ir^w 9iot what is shaping otherwhere 
The while they talk thus stouJiy I 

Spirit of Rujiour 

Bid me go 

And join them, and all blandly kindle them 
By bringing, ere material transit can, 

A new surprise I 
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Spirit of the Ylai4S 


Yea, for a moment, •wotildst. 

The Spirit of Rumour enters the apartment in the form of a personage of 
fashion, newly arrived. Ho .idtances and addiesses the gioup. 


Spirit 

The Treaty moves all tongues to-night. — Ha, uell — 
So muck on pafer I 

Gentleman 

What on land and sea ? 

You look, old fiiend, full primed with latest thence. 


Spirit 


Yea, this. The Italy our mighty pact 

Delivers from the French and Bonaparte 

Ma .es haste to crown him / — Turning from Botdogne 

He speeds toward Milan, there to glory him 

In second coronation by the Pope, 

And set upon his irrepressible brow 
Lombardy's iron crown. 


The Spit it 
disappears. 


of Rumour mingles with the throng, moves _ ay, and 

Lady 


Alas, alas 1 


Fair Italy, 


Lord 


Yet thereby English folk 
Are freed him. — Faith, as ancient people say, 
It’s an ill wind that blows good luck to none ! 


Minister 

Who is your friend that drops so airily 
This precious pinclyif salt on our raw skin ? 

Gentleman 

Why, Norton. You know Norton well enough ? 
Minis PER 

Nay, ’twas not he. Norton of course I know. 

I thought him Stowart for a moment, but - 
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Lady 

But I well scanned him — ’twas Lord Abercom ; 

For, said I lo myself, “ O quaint old beau. 

To sleep in black silk sheets so funnily” — 

That is, if the town rumour on’t be true. 

Lord 

My wigr, ma’am, no 1 ’Twas a much younger man. 
Gentleman 

But let me call him ! Monstrous silly this, 

That I don’t know my friends ! 

They look around. The gentleman goes among l^c surging and babbling 
guests, makes inquiries, and returns with a perplexed look. 

Gentleman ‘ 

They tell me, sure, 

That he’s not here to-night 1 

Minister 

I can well swear 
It was not Norton. — ’Twas some lively buck, 

Who chose to put himself in masquerade 
And enter for a whim. I’ll tell our host. 

— Meantime the absurdity of his report 
Is more than manifested. How knows he 
The plans of Bonaparte by lightning-flight. 

Before another man in England knows ? 

Lady 

Something uncanny’s in it all, if true. 

Good Lord, the thought gives me a sudden sweat. 

That fairly makes my linen stiek to me ! 

Minister 

Ha-ha ! ’Tis excellent. But we’ll find out 
Who this impostor was. 

They disperse, look fui tiveiy for the stranger, and speak of the incident 
to others of the crowded company. 
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Si'iRiT OF THE Years 

Now let Its vision onward, till we sight 
Famed yiilaiis aisles of marble, sun-alight. 

And there behold, unbid, the Coronation-rite. 

The confused tongues of the assembly uaste away into distance, till th^ 
are heard but as the babblings of the sea from a high cliff, the scene becoming 
small and indistinct therewith. This passes into silence, and the whole 
disappears. 


SCENE VI 

MILAN. THE CATHEDRAL 
The interior of the 'building on a sunny May day. 

.The walls, arches, and columns are draped in silk fringed with gold. ■ A 
gildeh throne stands in front of the High Altar. A closely p.acked iissemblage, 
attired in every variety of rich fabric and fashion, waits in breathless 
expectation. 


DUMB SHOW 

From a private coividor leading to a door in the aisle the Empress 
J osfipiiiNE enters, in a shining costume, and diamonds that collect rainbow- 
colours from the sunlight piercing the clerestory « indows. She is preceded 
by I’UINCFSS F.Liz.t, and surrounded by her ladies. .\ pause follows, and 
then conics the procession of the Emperor, consisting of hussars, heralds, 
pages, aides-de-camp, presidents of institutions, officers of state bearing the 
insignia of the I'lmpire and of Italy, and seven ladies w ith offerings. The 
Emplkok himself is in royal robes, wearing the Imperial crown, and carrying 
the sceptre. He .is followed by ministers and officials of the household. 
Ilis gait is ratlicr defiant than dignified, and a bluish pallor overspreads 
his face. 

Ho is met by the Cardinal Archbishop Caprara and the clergy, who 
burn incense before him as he proceeds tow.irds the throne. Rolling notes 
of music burst forth, and loud applause from the congregation. 


Spirit of the Pities 

What is the creed that these rich rites disclose ? 

Spirit of the Years 

A local atlt, called Christinnitv, 

Which the wild dramas of the wheeling spheres 
Include, with divers other .such, in dim 
Pathetical and brief parentheses. 
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Beyond w/iose span, uninfluenced, unconcemed. 

The systems of the suns go sweeping on 
With all their viany-mortaled planet train 
In mathematic roll unceasingly. 

Spirit, OF the Pities 
I did not recognize it here, forsooth; 

Though in its early, lovingkindly days 
Of gracious ptirpose it mas much to me. 

Archbishop (addressing Bonaparte) 

Sire, with that clemency and right goodwill 
Which beautify Imperial Majesty, 

You deigned acceptance of the homages 
That we the clergy and the Milanele 
Were proud to offer when your entrance here 
Streamed radiance on our ancient capital. 

Please, then, tg consummate the boon to-day 
Beneath this holy roof, so soon to thrill 
With solemn strains and lifting harmonies 
Befitting such a coronation hour ; 

And bend a tender fatherly regard 
On this assembly, now at one with me 
To supplicate the Author of All Good 
That He endow your most Imperial person 
With eveiy Heavenly gift. 

The procession ad\ances, and the Empckor scats himself on the throne, 
with the banners and regalia of the Empire on his right, and those of Italy 
on his left hand. Shouts and triumphal music accompany the proceedings, 
after which Divine service commences. 

Spirit of the Pities 
Thus are the self-styled servants of the J/ighest 
Constrained by earthly duress to embrace 
Mighty imperiousness as it mere choice. 

And hand the Italian sceptre unto one 
Who, mith a saturnine, sonr-hmnoured^grin. 

Professed at first to flout antiquity. 

Scorn limp conventions, smile at mouldy thrones. 

And level dynasts down to journeymen / — 

Yet he, advancing swiftly on that track 
Whereby his active soul, fair Freedom's child, 

D 
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Makes strange decline, now labours to achieve 
The thing it overthrew. 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou reasonest ever tkuswi^e — even as if 
A self-formed force had urged hi^ loud career. 

Spirit Sinister 

Do not the prelates accents falter thin. 

His tips with inheld laughter grow deformed. 

While blessing oiu whose aim is but to win 
The golden seats that other b j hasic warmed? 

“Spirit of the Years 

Soft, jester ; scorn not puppetry so skilled, 

Even made to feel by ow men call the Dame. 

a 

Shade of the Evrtii 

Yea; that they feel, and puppetry remain. 

Is an owned jlaxo in her consistency 

Men love to dub Dame Nature — that lay-shape 

They use to hang phenomena upon — 

Whose deftest mothering in fairest spheres 
Is girt about by terms inexorable 1 

Spirit Sinister 

The lady's remark is apposite, and reminds me that I may of 
well hold my tongue os ^sired. For if my casual scorn. Father 
Years, slwuld set thee trying to prove that there is any right or 
reason in the Universe, tlwu wilt not accomplish it by Doomsday ! 
Small blame to her, however; she must cut her coat according to 
her cloth, as they would say below there. 

Spirit of the Years 

0 would that I could move It to enchain thee, 

And shut thee tip a thousand years ! — {to cite 
A grim terrestrial tale of one thy like) 

Thou lago of the Incorporeal World, 

“yij they would say below there" 
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Spirit of the Pities 

Would thou couldst! 

But move That scoped above fiercipicncc. Sire, 

It cannot be ! 

Shade «f the Earth 

The spectacle pi'oceeds. 

Spirit Sinister 

And we may as well give all attention thereto, for the evils at 
"work in other continents are not .worth eyesight by comparison. 

The ceremonial in the Cathedral continues. Napoli':on goes to the front 
of the altar, ascends the steps, and, taking up the crown of Lombardy, 
places it on his head. 

Napoleon 

’Tis God has given it to me. So be it. 

Let any who shall touch it now beware ! 

^ (Reverberations of applause.) 

The Sacr-ament of the Mass. N.tl>OLlCoK reads the Coronation Oath in 
a loud voice. 

Heralds 

Give ear! Napoldon, Emperor of the French 
And King of Italy, is crowned and throned ! 

Congregation 

Long live the Emperor and King. Huzza 1 
Music. The Te Deuin. 

Spirit of the Pities 
That vulgar stroke of vauntery he displayed 
In planting on his brow the Lombard crown. 

Means sheer erasure of the Lunes'ille pacts. 

And lets confusion loose on Europe's peace 
'‘For vMny an undawned year I From this rash hour 
Austria but waits her opportunity 
By sea-et swellings of her armaments 
To link her to his foes. — I'll speak to him. 
lie throws a whisper into NapoliSon’s ear. 

Lieutenant Bonaparte, 

Would it not seemlier be to shut thy heart 
To these unhealthy splendours ? — helmet thee 
For her thou swar^st-to first, fair Liberty ? 
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Napoleon 

Who spoke to me ? 

Archbishop 
Not I, Sire. Not a soul. 

NAPOLf-ON 

Deal Josephine, my queen, didst call my name ? 
Josephine 

I spoke not. Sire. 

Napoleon 

Thou didst not, tender spouse ; 

I know it. Such harsh utterance was not thine. 

It was aggressive Fancy, working spells 
Upon a mind o’erwrought ! 

The service closes. The clergy advance with the canopy to the foot of 
the throne, and the procession forms to return to the Palace. 

Spirit of the Years 

Officious sprite, 

Thou art young, and dost not heed the Cause of things 
Which some of m have inkled to thee here; 

Else •wouldst thou not have hailed the Emperor, 

Whose acts do but outshape Its governing. 

Spirit of the PniES 

I feel. Sire, as I must! This tale of Will 
And Lifds impulsion by Incognizance 
I cannot take. 

Spirit of the Years 

Let me then once again 
Show to thy sceptic eye the very streams 
And currents of this all-inhering Power, 

And bring conclusion to thy unbelief. 

The scene assn nes the pretei natural tiansparency before mentioned, and 
there is again beheld ns it were the interior of a brain ahich seems to manifest 
the volitions of a Univerjal Will, of whose tissues the personages of the 
action form portion 

Spirit of the Pities 
Enough. And yet for very sorriness 
I cannot own the weird phantasma real! 
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Spirit of the Years 
Affection ever was illogical. 

Spirit Ironic (aside) 

How should the Sprite enun to such logic — a mere juvenile — 
who only came into being in what the earthlings call their 
Tertiary Age / , 

The scene changes. The exterior of the Cathedral takes the place of the 
interior, and the point of view recedes, the whole fabric smalling into distance 
and becoming like a rare, delicately carved alabaster ornament. The city 
itself sinks to miniature, the Alps show afar as a white corrugation, the 
Adriatic and the Gulf of Genoa appear on tins and on that hand, with Italy 
between them, till clouds cover the panorama. 


ACT SECOND 

SCENE I 

THE DOCKYARH, GIBRALTAR 

The Rook is seen rising behind the town and the Alameda Gardens, and 
the English fleet rides at anchor in the Bay, across which the Spanish shore 
from Algeciras to Camcro Point shuts in the West. Southward over the 
Strait is the African coast. 

Spirit of the Years 

Our migratory Proskenion now presents 
An outlook on the storied Kalpe Rock, 

As preface to the vision of the Fleets 
Spanish and French, linked for fell putposings. 

Recording Angel (reciting) 

Their motions and manauvres, since the fame 
Of Bonapartds enthronement at Milan 
Swept swift through Europds dumbed communities. 
Have stretched the English mind to wide surtnise. 

Many well-based alarms {which stra7t£b report 
Much aggravates) as to the pondered blow. 

Flutter the public pulse j all points in turn — 

Malta, Brazil, Wales, Ireland, British Ind — 

Being held as feasible for foree like theirs. 

Of lavish ntimbers and unrecking aim. 
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“ Where, where is Nelson?” questions every tongue ; — 
“ Ho^v views he so unparalleled a scheme ? ” 

Tluir slow uncertain apprehensions ask. 

“ When Villcncuve puts to sea with all his force. 

What may he not achieve, if swift his course ’’ 

.Spirit of the Years 

I’ll call in Nelson, who has stepped ashore 

For the prst time these thrice twelvemonths and more. 

And with him one whose insight has alone 
Pierced the real project of Napoleon. 

Enter Nelson and Collixgwood, who pace up and down. 

“Spirit of the Pities 

Note Nelson's worn-out features. Much has he 
Suffered from ghoulish ghast an.viety ! 

Nelson 

In short, dear Coll, the letter which you wrote me 
Had so much pith that I was fain to see you ; 

For I am sure that you indeed divine 
The true intent and compass of a plot 
Which I have spelled in vain. 

COLLINGWOOD 

I weighed it thus : 

Their flight to the Indies being to draw us off. 

That and no more, and clear these coasts of us— 

The standing obstacle to his device — 

He cared not what was done at Martinique, 

Or where, provided that the general end 
Should not be jeopardized — ^that is to say, 

The full-united squadron’s quick return. — 

Gravina ^nd Villeneuve, once back to Europe, 

Can straight make Ferrol, raise there the blockade, 

Then haste to Brest, there to relieve Gahteaume, 

And next with four- or five-and-fifty sail 
Bear down upon our co.ast as they sec fit.— 

I re.'id they aim to strike at Ireland still, 

As formerly, and as I wrote to you. 
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Nelson 

So fai youi thoughtful and sigacious wouls 
Ha\e hit the facts But ’tis no lush bay 
The \illains aim to dtop then aiichois in , 

My w oi d foi It the^ make the \\ esse\ shore, 

And this \ast squadion handled by Villeneuve 
Is meant to cloak the passage of then stienglh, 
Massed in those tianspoits — tte being kept elsewhere 
By feigning foices — Good God, Collmgwood, 

I must be gone ' Yet two moie d.ijs remain 
Eie I can get an aye — I must be gone ' 

COLLINGWOOD 

Wheicvei you may go to, my deal lovd, 

You cany \ictoiy with you Let them launch, 

Youi name will blow them back, as sou’ west gales 
The gulls that beat against them from the shoie 

Net SON 

Good Collmgwood, I know you tuist in me, 

But ships aie ships, and do not kindly come 
Out of the slow docks of the Admiialty 
Like whaifside pigeons when they aic whistled foi — 
And theie’s a damned dispaiity of foice, 

Which means tough woik awhile for you and me ' 

The bpiiit of the \cm> whispus to Ni i son 
A nd I have warnings, warnings, Collmgwood, 

That my etfeclive houis ate shoitening hcie , 

Stiange warnings now and then, as ’tweie within me, 
Which, though I feat them not, I iccognue ' 

Howevei, by God’s help, 1 11 li\e to meet 
These foieign boasters ; yea, I’ll finish them ; 

And then — well, Gunnet Death may finish me i 

COLLINGWOOD 

View not youi life so gloomily, my loid 
One chaimed, a needed puiposc to fulfil i 

Neison 

All, Coll I cad bullets aic not all that wound 
I have a feeling hcic of dying hies. 
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A sense of strong and deep, unworded censure, 
Which, compassing about my private life. 

Makes all my public ser\-ice lustreless 

In my own eyes. — I fear I am much condemned 

For those dear Naples and Palermo days. 

And her who was the sunshine of them all ! . . . 
He who is with himself dissatisfied. 

Though all the world find satisfaction in him. 

Is like a rainbow-coloured bird gone blind. 

That gives delight it shares not. Happiness ? 
It’s the philosopher’s stone no alchemy 
Shall light on in this world I am weary of. — 
Smiling I’d pass to my long home to-morrow 
Could I with honour, and my country’s gain. 

— But let’s a'djoum. I waste your hours ashore 
By such ill-timed confessions ! 

They pass out of sight, and the scene closes. 


SCENE II 
OFF FERROL 

The French and Spanish combined squadrons. On board the French 
admiral's flag-ship. Villeneuve is discovered in his cabin, writing a letter. 

Spirit of the Pities 
He pens in fits, with pallid restlessness, 

Like one who sees Misfortune walk the wceve. 

And can nor face nor flee it. 

Spirit of the Years 

He indites 

To his long friend the minister Decris 
Words that go heavily / . . . 

Villeneuve (u-riting) 

“ I am made tire arbiter in vast designs 
Whereof I see black outcomes. Do I this 
Or do I that, success, that loves to jilt 
Her anxious wooer for some careless blade, 

, Will not reward me. For, if I must pen it. 
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Demoializecl past pi lyei is tlie 11 aiine — 

Bad masts, bad sails, bad olficci s, bad men , 

We cliiitj to nival technics long oulwoin, 

And time and oppoitunitj do not avail me 
To take up new 1 liitc long suspected such, 

But till I saw my h^ps, the Spanish ships, 

I hoped somewhat — Biest is my nominal port ; 

Yet if so, Caldei mil again attack — 

Now leinfoiced b) Nelson 01 Cornwallis — 

And shattei my whole fleet . Shall I admit 
That m> tiue inclination and desne 
Is to make Cadiz stiaightwa), and not Biest ? 
z\lis I thcieby I fail the Empeior, 

But shame the navy less — 

Youi fiiend, ViLLENEUVE.” 

Gfnlr\l Lauriston enteis 

, Lwriston 

Admiial, ni) missive to the Empeioi, 

Which I shall speed by special couiiei 

Fioin I eiiol this neai c\e, luns thus and thus — 

“Giavina’s ships, in Feiiol heie at hand, 

Embajed but by a tempoiai> wind, 

Aie all we now await Combined with these 
We sail heiefiom to Biest, theie piomptly give 
Coinwallis battle, and lelcasc Ganteaume , 

Thence, all united, beumg Channelwaids 
A step that sets m motion the fiist wheel 
In the pioud pioject of youi Majesty 
Now to be engined to the veiy close. 

To wit that a Fiench fleet shall entei in 
And hold the Channel foui and twcntj hours ’’ — 

Such clear assurance to the Emperoi 
That our intent is modelled on his will 
I hasten to dispatch to him forthwith ^ 

ViLLENEUVE 

Yes, Laiuiston I sign to eveiy woid 
Lauristov goes out Vii 1 ENruM icmaiiis at his table m revene 

1 Throiic;li tl is t'inc,1e of intentions the wnter h is m the main followed Tliitrs whq^e 
access 1 ) dueuments would eetn to authenticate hib detail of the famous scheme for 
r ngland s rum 
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Spirit of the Years 
We may im/n'ess him under visible shapes 
That seem to shed a silent circling doom; 

Hds such an one as can be so impressed. 

And this much is among our privileges. 

Well bounded as they be. — Let us draw near him. 

The Spirits of the Years and of the Pities take the form of white sea-birds, 
which alight on the stoi n-baleoiiy of Vii.leneuve’s sliip, iniincdi.Ueiy out- 
side liis cabin w indow. ViLi-itxr.uvi; after a while looks up and secs the birds 
w'atching him w ith large piercing eyes. 

ViLLENEUVE 

My apprehensions even outstep their cause, 

As though some influence smote through yonder pane. 

He gazeS listlessly, and lesumos his broodings. 

‘ Why dated I not disclose to him my thought, 

As nightly worded by the whistling shrouds. 

That Brest will never see our bat'led hulls 
Helming to north in pomp of cannonry 
To take the front in this red pilgrimage ! , 

If so it were, now, that I’d screen my skin 

From risks of bloody business in the brunt. 

My acts could scarcely wear a difference. 

Yet I w'ould die to-morrow — not ungladly — 

So far removed is cafcase-care from me. 

For no self do these apprehensions spring. 

But for the cause. — Yes, rotten is our marine. 

Which, while I know, the Emperor knows not, 

And the pale secret chills ! Though some there be 
Would beard contingencies and buffet all, 

I’ll not command a course so conscienceless. 

Rather I’ll stand, and face Napoleon’s rage 
When he shall learn what mean the ambiguous lines' 
That facts have forced from me. 

Spirit op the Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

O Eldest-born of the Unconscious Cause — 

If such thou becsi, as I can fa)u:y thee — 

Why dost thou nick him thus ? Consistency 
Might be preserved, and yet his doom remain, 
llis olden courag' is -without reproach; 

Albeit his temper trends toward gaingiving ! 
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Spirit or mi Yl\rs 
/ saj , as I have said tong hei e/of art, 

I } no<w but nano a fiecdom 1 liFs/ thou not 

Wc ait tn Its kmdy as lu <’ — IJin, as i/stwhere, 
We do but at It e luaj^, no fuithci dan 
The birds disippen ind the scene is lest behind sct mist 


scent: III 

THE CVMP AND H VRl OUk 01 BOULOGNE 

The English co-ist in the dist-ince Ncir tlie 1 oui d Oldie stands a hut 
With sentinels ind -tides outside it is N \ioi i os s tempoiary lodging when 
not -It hib heidqu-irteis -it the C i item of 1 ont de Biiques two miles inland 

DUMB snow 

i eourier aiiives with dispatches an I enteis the Eniperors quiiteis 
whenie he emerges and goes on \ ith otiiei dispatches to the hut of Dl CKTS 
lower down IiiimediUelj aUei N \ioi i 0\ comes out fiom his hut with a 
pipei 111 his hind and niusin^li ptoeieds towiiils in eminence commanding 
the Ch iiinel 

Along the shoie lolow aie forming m i fii leaching line more than a 
hundiod thousand infinti) On tie downs in the real of the camps fifteen 
thousand emli) aie iiiuiauviing thei aeeoiiticmcnts flashing in the siti 
111 e a school of in lel eicl 1 he flotilla lies in and aiouiid the poit dive with 
lllOMllg flgUK s 

With his held fiiwaid and his lands behind him the Emperor siiiiejs 
these aiiimitel pioiccdin^s in litiil bit iiioie ficqueiitly turns his fate 
towards the telegiaph on the elifl to the southwest erected to signal when 
ViLliMUM ind the eonil ined squ drons shall be iisible on the west 
horizon 

He suiiinions oi e of the aides who descends to the hut of Dlci 1 s 
Dl rRLs eoiiics out fiom his hut nd hastens to join the Linperoi Dumb 
show ends 

N \i OI 1 ON and Dl f 1 1 s adiance to the foiegiouiid of the scene 

Napoleon 

Deeres, tins action with Sii Robeit Calder 
Thiee weeks ago, whereof we dinih heaid^ 

And deal details of which I ha\e just unsealed, 

Is on the whole auspicious foi oui pi in 
It seems tint twent\ of our ships and Spam’s— 

None oici euht\ ^unned md some fai less — 

En^ i^ed the I n^lish ttf ( ipe I imstciie 
With hfteen lessels of a hundied etch 
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We coolly fought and ordcily as they, 

And, but for mist, we had closed with victory. 

Two English were much mauled, some Spanish damaged, 
And Calder then diew off with his two wrecks 
And Spain’s in tow, we giving chase forthwith. 

Not overtaking him our admiral. 

Having the coast clear for his purposes, 

Entered Coruna, and found orders there 
To open the port of Brest and come on hither. 

Thus hastes the moment when the double fleet 
Of Villeneuve and of Ganteaume should appear. 

He looks ag.rin towards the telegraph. 

Decr^S (with hesitation) 

And should they not appear, your Majesty ? 

Napoleon 

Not ? But they will ; and do it early, too ! 

There’s nothing hinders them. My God, they must, 

For I hare much before me when this stroke 
At England’s dealt. I Icam from Talleyrand 
That Austrian preparations threaten hot. 

While Russia's hostile schemes are ripening, 

And shortly must be met. — My plan is fi.xed : 

I am prepared for each alternative. 

If Villeneuve come, I bra\ c the British coast. 

Convulse the land with fear (’tis even now 
So far distraught, that generals cast about 
To find new modes of warfare ; yea, design 
Carriages to transport their infantry !). — 

Once on the English soil I hold it firm. 

Descend on London, and the while my men 
Salute the dome of Paul’s I cut the knot 
Of all Pitt’s coalitions ; setting free 
From bondage to a cold manorial caste 
A people who await it. 

They stand and regaid the chalky cliffs of England, till Napol£on 
resumes : 

Should it be 

Even that my admirals fail to keep the tiyst — 

A thing scarce thinkable, when all’s leviewcd- 
I strike this seaside camp, cross Germany, 
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With these t«o hundicd thousand seasoned men, 
And pause not till ^vithin Vienna’s nails 
I ciy checkmate Next, \ enice, too, being taken, 
And Austins othei holdings down that way, 

The Houibons also dinen fiom Itah, 

I stiike at Russia — each m turn, you note. 

Ere they can act conjoined 

Repoit to me 

What has been scanned to day upon the mam. 

And on ^otii passage down lecjuest them theie 
To send Daru this way 


Decrls (as he withdiaws) 

The Empeioi can be sanguine Scaife can I. 
His letteis aie moie promising than mine 
Alas, alas, Villeneuve, my deai old fiiend, 
Why do you pen me this at such a time ' 


[He retires reading Vll 1 1 NEUvr S letter 
The Emperon walks up and down till D\ru his pinite secretary joins 
him 


NapoliIon 


Come quick, Daiu , sit down upon the grass. 

And write whilst I am in mind 

Fust to Villeneuve — 

“I trust, Vice-Admiral, that befoie this date 
Your fleet has opened Biest, and gone If not, 

These lines will gieet you theie But pause not, piay 
Waste not a moment dallying Sail away 
Once bring my coupled squadions Channelwards 
And England’s soil is ouis All’s leady here. 

The tioops aleit, and eveiy stoie embaiked 
Hold the nigh sea but fourand-twenty hours 
And oui vast end is gained ” 

Now to Ganteaume — 

“My telegiaphs will ha\e made known to you 
My object and desire to be but this. 

That you foibid Villeneuve to lose an hour 
In getting fit and putting foith to sea. 

To profit by the fifty fiist late ciaft 
Wheiewith I now am bettered Quickly weigh. 

And steel y ou for the Channel w ith all y our strength- 
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I count upon your well-known character, 

Ycur enterprize, y'our vigour, to do this. 

Sail hither, then ; and we will be avenged 
For centuries of despite and contumely.” 

D.vru 

Shall a fair transcript. Sire, be made forthwith ? 

Napoi.eon 

This moment. And the courier will depart 
And travel without pause. 

Daku goes to his office a little lower down, and the Itnipcror lingers on 
the cliffs looking through his glass. 

The point of view shifts across the Channel, the lloulogne cliffs sinking 
liehind the water-line. 


SCENE IV 

SOUTH WESSEX. X RIDGE-LIKE DOWN NEAR THE COAST 

The down commands a wide view over the ;.,nglish Cliamiel in front of it, 
including tlie popular Royal watering-place, with the Isle of Slingers and its 
roadstead, where men-of-war and frigates arc anchored. The hour is ten in 
the morning, and the July sun glows upon a large military encampment 
round about the foreground, and warms the stone field-w.alls that take the 
place of hedges Iiei e. 

.Artillery, cavalry, and infantry, English and Hanoverian, arc drawn up 
for rctiew under the Duke of Cumberl.vxd and officers of the staff, form- 
ing a vast military array, which extends three miles, and as far as the downs 
are visible, 

In tile centre hy tlie Koy.il Standard appears Kixe Georgf. on horse- 
back, and his suite. In a coach drawn by six cream-coloured Hanoverian 
horses QuEIgN CuARLttTTE sits with three Princes.scs ; in another carriage 
with four horses are two more Princes.scs. There are also present with the 
Royal Party the Lord Ciiantei-uir, Ia)RD Mt;i.r,RAVE, CouN r Mun.ster, 
.and many other luminaries of fashion and infiucnce. 

The Review proceeds in dumb show ; and the din of many bands mingles 
with the cheers. The turf behind the saluting-point is crowded with carriages 
and spectators on foot ■. 

1 A Spectator 

And you’ve come to see the sight, like the King and myself? 
Well, one fool makes many. What a mampus o’ folk it is here 
to-day’ I And what a time we do live in, between wars and 
wassailings, the goblin o’ lioney, and King George in flesh and 
blood I 
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Second Spectator 

Yes. I wonder King George is let venlurc down on ihis 
coast, wliere ho might bo snapped up in a moment like a minney 
by a her'n, so near as we be to the field of Roney’s vagaries ! 
Begad, he’s as like to land here as anywhere. Gloucester Lodge 
could be surrounded, and George and Gharlotte carried off be- 
fore he could put on his hat, or she her red cloak and pattens ! 

Third Spectator 

’T would be no such joke to kidnap ’em as you think. Look 
at the frigates down there. Every night they are drawn up in a 
line across the mouth of the Bay, almost touching each other ; 
and ashore a double line of sentinels, well primed with beer and 
ammunition, one at the water’s edge, and ,thc other on the 
Esplanade, stretch along tlic whole front. Then close to 
Lodge a guard is mounted after eight o’clock ; there be pickets 
on all' the hills ; at tjio Harbour mouth is a battery of twenty four- 
pounders ; and over-righfc ’em a dozen si.v-poundcrs, and several 
howitzers. And next look at the size of the ciimp of horse and 
foot up here. 

First Spectator 

Everybody however was fairly gallicd this week when the King 
went out yachting, meaning to be back for the theatre ; and the 
time passed, and it got dark, and the play couldn’t begin, and 
eight or nine o’clock came, and never ft sign of him. I don’t 
know when ’a did land ; but ’twas said by all that it was a fool- 
hardy pleasure to take. 

Fourth Spect.ator 

He’s a very obstinate and comical old gentleman ; and by all 
account ’a wouldn’t make port when asked to. 

Second Spectator 

Lard, Lard, if ’a were nabbed, it wouldn’t make a deal of 
difference ! We should have nobody to zing to, and play single- 
stick to, and grin at through horse-collars, thsA’s true. An3 
nobody to sign our few documents. But we should rub along 
some way, goodnow. 

First Spectator 

StejD up on this barrow ; you can see better. The troopers 
now passing arc the York Hussars — foreigners to a man, ey::>ept 
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the ofiicers — the same regiment the two young Germans be- 
longed to who were shot here four years ago. Now come the 
Light Dragoons ; what a time they take to get all past ! See, 
the King turns to speak to one of his notables. Well, well ! this 
day will be recorded in history. 

O 

Second Spectator 

Or another soon to follow it ! {He g.izcs over the Channel.) 
There’s not a speck of an enemy upon that shiny water yet ; hut 
the Brest fleet is zaid to have put to sea, to act in concert with 
the army crossing from Boulogne ; and if so the French will soon 
be here ; when God save us all ! I’ve took to drinking neat, for, 
says 1, one may as well have his innerds burnt out as shot out, 
and ’tis a good deal pleasanter for the man that owns ’em. 
,^They say that a dannon-ball knocked poor Jim Popple’s maw 
rig'iit up into the futtock-shrouds at the Nile, where ’a hung like 
a nightcap out to dry. Much good to him his obeying his old 
mother’s wish and refusing his allowancg o’ rum ! 

The bands play and the Review continues till past eleven o'clock. Then 
follows a sham fight. At noon precisely the royal carri.ages draw off the 
ground into the highw.ay that loads down to the town and (Jloucester Lodge, 
followed by other equipages in such numliers that the road is blocked. A 
multitude comes after on foot. Presently the vehicles manage to proceed to 
the watering-place, and the troops march aw.ay to the various camps as a sea- 
mist cloaks the perspective. 


SCENE V 

THE SAME. RAINBARROWS’ BEACON, EGDON HEATH 

Night in mid-.-\ugust of the same summer. .\ lofty ridge of heathland 
reveals itself dimly, terminating in an abrupt slope, at the summit of which 
are three tumuli. On the sheltered side of the most prominent of these 
stands a hut of turves with a brick chimney. In front arc two ricks of fuel, 
one of heather and furze for quick ignition, the other of wood, for slow 
burning. Something in the feel of the darkness and in the personality of the 
spot imparts a sense of uninterrupted space around, the view by day extend- 
ing from the cliffs of the Isle of Wight eastward to Blackdon Hill by Dead- 
ijjan's Bay westward, and south across the Valley of the Froom to the ridge 
that screens the Channel. 

Two men with pikes loom up, on duty as beacon-keepers beside the ricks, 

Old Man 

Now, Jems Purchess, once more mark my words. Black’on 
is fjr,e point we’ve to watch, and not Kingsbere ; and I’ll tell ’ee 
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foi wh) If he do land anjwheie heieabout ’twill be inside 
Deadman’s Bij, and the signal will stiaightway come from 
Hlack’on But theie thou’st stand, flowering and staling with 
all thy e\es at Kingsberc ' I tell ’cc what ’lis, Jem Pui chess, 
youi biain is softening , and jou be ^ettinj, too old for business 
of state like ouis ' ’ 

Young Man 

You’ve let joui tongue wrack your few rames of good breed- 
ing, John 

Old Man 

The woids of my Loid Lieutenant was, whenever you see 
Kingsbeie Hill Beacon filed to the eastwaid, oi Black’on to the 
westwaid, light up , and keep joui second file burning foi two 
hours \\ as tliat ou> documents or w as it not ? 

Young Man 

I don’t gainsay it And so I leep my eye on Kingsbere, 
because that’s most likel* o the two, says I 

Old Man 

That shows the cuiious depths of your ignoiance However, 
I’ll hate patieme, ind say on Didst evei lain geography? 

Young Man 

No. Nor no other coirupt practices 

Old Man 

Tcht tcht ' — Well, 1 11 have patience, and put it to him in 
another foim Dost know the woi Id is lound — eh? I waiiant 
dostn’t I 

Young Man 

I waiiant I do ' 

Old Man 

How d’ye make that out, when th’st never been to school ? 

Young Man 

I lamed it at chuich, thank God 

Old Man 

Chuich? Mhat hate (jod A’niighty got to do with pioj^ane 
knowledge ? Bewaie that y ou baint bl ispheming, Jems Puichess ' 
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Young Man 

I say I did, whether or no! ’Twas the zingers up hi galleiji 
that I had it from. They busted out that strong with “ the 
round world and they that dwell therein,” that we common fokes 
down under could do no less than behove ’em. 

Old Man 

Canst be sharp enough in the wrong place as usual — I warrant 
canst I However, I’ll have patience with ’cn, and say on I — 
Suppose, now, my hat is the world ; and there, as might be, 
stands the Camp of Belong, where Boney is. The world goes 
round, so, and Belong goes round too. Twelve hours pass ; 
round goes the world still — so. Where’s Belong now ? 

- <4 pause. Two other figures, a man's and a w Oman's, rise against the sky 
out of the gloom. 


Old Man (shouldering his pike) 

Who goes there ? Friend or foe, in the King’s name I 

Woman 

Piece o’ trumpery ! “ Who goes ” yourself I What d'ye 

talk o’, John Whiting ! Can’t your eyes earn their living any 
longer, then, that you don’t know j'our own neighbours ? 'Tis 
Private Cantle of the Locals and his wife Keziar, dowm at Bloom’s- 
End — who else should, it be 1 

Old M.an (lowering his jjike) 

A form o’ words, Mis’ess Cantle, no more ; ordained by his 
Majesty’s Gover’ment to be spoke by all we on sworn duty for 
the defence o’ the country. Strict rank-and-file rules is our only 
horn of salvation in these times. — But, my dear woman, why 
ever have ye come lumpering up to Rainbarrow's at this time 
o’ night? 

“ Woman 

We’ve been troubled with bad dreams, owing to the firing out 
at sea yesterday ; and at last I could sleep no more, feeling sure 
that sommat boded of His coming. And I said to Cantle, I'll 
ray myself, .and go up to Beacon, and ask if .anything have been 
heaiU or seen to-night. And here we be. 
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Old Man 

Not a sign or sound — all’s as still as a churchyard. And how 
is your good man ? 

Priv.\te (advancing) 

Clk ! I be all right ! was in the ranks, helping to keep 
the ground at the review by the King this week. We was a 
wonderful sight — wonderful ! The King said so again and again. 
— Yes, there was he, and there was I, though not daring to 
move a’ eyebrow in the presence of Majesty. I have come home 
on a night’s leave — off there again to-morrow. Honey’s expected 
every day, the Lord be praised ! Yes, our hopes are to be ful- 
filled soon, as we say in the army. 

Old Man ^ ^ 

There, there, Cantle ; don’t ye speak quite so large, and 
stand so over-upright. Your back is as holler as a fire-dog’s. 
Do ye suppose that wg on active service here don’t know war 
news ? Mind you don’t go taking to your heels when the next 
alarm comes, as you did at last year’s. 


That had nothing to do with fighting, for I’m as bold as a lion 
when I’m up, and “ Shoulder Fawlocks ! ” sounds as common as 

my own name to me. ’Twas (Lowering his \oice.) Have .ye 

heard ? 

Old M.an 

To be sure we have. 

Private 

Ghastly, isn’t it ! 

Old Man 

Ghastly ! Frightful ! 

Young Man (to Private) 

He don’t know what it is ! That’s his pride and pufferv. 
What is it that’s so ghastly — hey ? 

Private 

Well, there, I can’t tell it. ’Twas that that made the whole 
eighty of our company run away — though we be the bravest of 
the brave in natural jeopardies, or the little boys wouldn|^run 
after us and call us the “ Bang-up-Locals.” 
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Woman (in undertones) 

I can tell you a word or two on’t. It is about His victuals. 
They say that He lives upon human flesh, and has rashers o’ 
baby every morning for breakfast — for all the world like the 
Cernel Giant in old ancient times ! , 

Young Man 

Ye can’t believe all ye hear. 

Private 

I only believe half. And 1 only own — such is my challcngeful 
character — that perhaps He do eat pagan infants when He’s in 
the desert. But not Christian ones at home. Oh no — ’tis 
^o much. ' 

Woman 

Whether or no, I sometimes — God forgie me ' — laugh wi’ 
horror at the queerness o’t, till I am th^t weak 1 can hardly go 
round house. He should have the washing of ’em a few times ; 
I warrant ’a wouldn’t want to eat babies any more 1 

A silence, during which they gaze around at the dark dome of starless sky. 

Young Man 

There’ll be a change in the weather soon, by the look o’t. I 
can hear the cows moo in Froom Valley as if I re close to ’em, 
and the lantern at Max Turnpike is shining qui )ilain. 

Old Man 

Well, come in and taste a drop o’ somiv.''i we’ve got here, 
that will warm the cockles of your heart as yo ■'vamble homealong. 
We housed eighty tubs last night for them rhr.; shan’t be named 
— landed at Lullwind Cove the night afore, though they had a 
narrow shave with the riding-officers this run. 

They moke towards the hut, when a light on the west horizon becomes 
visible, and quickly enlarges. 

Young Man 

He’s come 1 

Old M.an 

Come he is, though you do say it ! This, then, is the 
beginning of what England’s waited for 1 

They stand and watch the light awhile. 
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Young Man 

Just what you was praising' the Lord for by-now, Private Cantle. 


Privati; 

My meaning was 


WoilAN (simpering) 

Oh that I hadn’t married a fiery sojer, to make me bring 
fatherless children into the world, all through his dreadful calling ! 
Why didn’t a man of no sprawl content me ! 

Old Man (shouldering his pike) 

We can’t heed your innocent pratings any longer, good 
neighbours, being in the King’s service, anef a hot invasion on.-* 
Fall in, fall in, mate. Straight to the tinder-box. Quick march ! 

The two men hasten to the hut, and are heard striking a flint and steel. 
Returning with a lit lantern they ignite a wisp of furze, and with this set the 
first staek of fuel in a bla/e. The private of the Locals and his wife hastily 
retreat by the light of the flaming beacon, under which the purple rotundities 
of the heath show like Iironzo, and the pits like the eye-sockets of a skull. 

Spirit Sinlster 

This is good, and sficlls blood, (To the Chorus of the ■years.) I 
assume that It means to let ns carry out this invasion with pleas- 
ing slaughter, so as not to disappoint my hope ? 

SE.MICHORUS I OF THE YEAR.S (aerial music) 

IVc carry out I Hay, but should we 
Ordain what bloodshed is to be I 

Semichorus II 

The Immanent, that urgeth all, 

Rules what may or may not befall I 

Semichorus I 

Ere systemed suns were globed and lit 
The slaughters of tJu race were writ, 

Sf-.michorus II 

And wasting wars, by land and sea. 

Fixed, like all else, immutably t 
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Spirit Sinister 

Well; be it so. My argument is that War makes rattling 
good histdry; but Peace is poor reading. So I back Bonaparte 
for the reason that he will give pleasure to posterity. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Gross hypocrite ! 

Chorus of the Years 

We comprehend him not. 

The day breaks oier the heathery upland, on which the beacon is still 
burning. The morning reveals the white surface of a highway which, 
coming from the ro3-al watering-place beyond the hills, stretches towards the 
outskirts of the heath and passes away eastward. 

DUMB SHOW 

Moving figures and vehicles dot the surface of the road, all progressing in 
one direction, away fiom the coast. In the foieground the shapes appear as 
those of ci\ili,ans. mostlj' on foot, but many in' gigs and tradesmen’s carts 
and on hoiseback. When they readi an intermediate hill some pause and 
look back ; others enter on the next dcchnc landwards without turning 
their heads. 

From the opposite horizon numerous companies of toluntcers, in the Ioc.aI 
uniform of red with green facings,* arc moving coastwards in companies; 
as are also irrcgul.tr bodies of pikemen without uniform: while on the 
upper slopes of the downs towards the shore regiments of the line .aic 
visible, with cavalry and artillery ; all passing over to the coast. 

At a signal from the Chief Intelligences two Phantoms of Rumour enter on 
the highway in the garb of country-men. 

First Phantom (to Pet'estrians) 

Whither so fast, good tuighbours, and before breakfast, too? 
Empty bellies be bad to vamp on. 

First Pedestrian (laden with a pack, and speaking 
breatlilessly) 

He’s landed west’ard, out by Abbot’s Beach. And if you 
have propertjr you’ll save it and yourselves, as we are doing ! 

Second Pedestrian 
All yesterday the firing at Boulogne 
Was like the seven thunders heard in Heaven 

_ * 'I'Ihwc liivuiiic facines, wliicli, I believe, won for the local (old sgtli) regiment tlie 
nicbn.ime of ‘‘Cieen Linnels," liavc been changed for no apiiarent reason. ('Thev aie 
iiott le-loieJ. — it^oy.) 
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When the fierce angel spoke. So did he draw 
Men’s eyes that way, the while his thousand boats 
Full-manned, flat-bottomed for the shallowest shore. 
Dropped down to west, and crossed our frontage here. 
Seen from above they specked the water-shine 
As will a flight of swallows towards dim eve, 

Descending on a smooth and loitering stream 
To seek some eyot’s sedge. 

Second Phantom 

We are sent to enlighten yott and case your souls. 

Even now a courier canters to the port 
To check the baseless scare. 

First Pedestrian (to Second Pedestrian) 

These be inland meff who, I warrant ’ee, don’t know a lerret 
from a lighter! Let’s take no heed of such, comrade; and 
hurry on I 

First Ph.vntom 

Will you not hear 

That what was seen behind the midnight mist. 

Their oar-blades tossing twinkles to the moon. 

Was but a Jleet of fishing-craft belated 
By reason of the vastness of their haul? 


First Pedestrian 

Hey ? And d’ye know it ? — Now I look back to the top o’ 
Rudgeway the folk do seem as come to a pause there. — Be this 
true, never again do I stir my stumps for any alarm short of the 
Day of Judgment ! Nine times has my rheumatical rest been 
broke in these last three years by hues and cries of Boncy 
upon us. ’Od rot the feller ; now he’s made a fool of me once 
more, till my inside is like a wash-tub, what wi’ being so gallied, 
and running so leery ! — But how if you be one of the enemy, 
sent to sow these' tares, so to speak it, these false tidings, 
and coaN us into a fancied safety ? Hey, neighbours ? I don’t, 
after all, care for this story 1 


4 
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Second Pedestrian 
Onwards again I 

If Boney's come, '"tis best to be away ; 

And if he’s not, why, we’ve a holiday ! 

[Exeunt Pedestrians. 

The Spirits of Rumour vanish, while the scene seems to become involved 
in the smoke from the beacon, and slowly disappears.^ 


ACT THIRD 

SCENE I 

BOULOGNE. THE CHATEAU AT PONT-DE-BRIQUES 

A room in the Chateau, which is used as the Imperial quarters. The 
Emperor N.VPOLfioN, and M. Gaspard Monge, the mathematician and 
philosopher, nre seated at breakfast . 

Enter the officer in attendance. 

Officer 

Monsieur the Admiral Deerfes awaits 
A moment’s audience with your Majesty, 

Or now, or later. 

Napoleon 

Bid him in at once — 

At last Villeneuve has raised the Brest blockade ! 

Enter Decres, 

What of the squadrons’ movements, good Decres ? 

Brest opened, and all sailing Channelwards, 

Like swans into a creek at feeding-time ? 

Decres 

Such news was what I’d hoped, your Majesty, 

To send across this daybreak. But events 
Have ppved intractable, it seems, of late ; 

And hence I haste in person to report 

The featless facts that just have dashed my 

1 ir hut occupied by the beacon-ketper*!, consistinc of some 

h.ill-bunctl l)n< kiuts, and :i little mound of peat o^c^elo^^n uitli in .■ss, aic still ^I^il>l<^ on 
the cIe%.itMl sputicferred to. Ihc luo keepers ihcniseKes ancl tlitir ec cntiicUies and 
” V • traditionary, with a slight dihgiuse of name?. 



SCENE I 


PART FIRST 


57 


Napoleon (darkening) 

Well ? 

Decres 

Sire, at the very juncture when the fleets 
Sailed out fiom FerrM, fever raged aboard 
“ L’Achille ” and “ I’Algeciras ” ; later on, 
Mischief assailed our Spanish comrades’ ships ; 
Several ran foul of neighbours ; whose new hurts, 
Being added to their innate clumsiness, 

Gave hap the upper hand ; and in quick course 
Demoralized the whole ; until Villeneuve, 

Judging that Calder now with Nelson rode. 

And prescient of unparalleled disaster 
If he pushed on in so disjoint a trim, * 

Bowed to the inevitable ; and thus, perforce. 
Leaving to other opportunity 
Brest and the Cl^nnel scheme, with vast regret 
Steered southward into Cadiz. 


N.APOLEON (having risen fiom the table) 
What ! — Is, then. 

My scheme of years to be disdained and dashed 
By this man’s like, a wretched moral cowaid, 
Whom you must needs foist on me as one fit 
For full command in pregnant enterprise ! 


Monge (aside) 


I’m one too many here ! Let me step out 
Till this black squall blows over. Poor Deeres. 

Would that this precious project, disinterred 
From nav'al archives of King Louis’ reign. 

Had ever lingered fusting where ’twas found ! ^ 

[Exit Monge. 


N.ipoleon 


To help a friend you foul a country’s fame ! — 

Deerfes, not only chose you this Villeneuv'e, 

But you have nourished secret sour opinions 
Akin to his, and thereby helped to scathe 

1 Lc pioj'ct c\istc cncurc auv atchi\i.s do la mniiiie <1110 Napoldon consultait In* 
ce•^^.lm:ncnl : i1 sent ill tiiio cetle marine (lc|mis Louis XIV. .i\ait f.ut do nianclcs clioscs : 
lii plan du ri'ApotHiiun d’J ijjpto cl do Li di v'eiite cii An.,K lout* trouvaieni .111 ministry 
de la marine.” — Cai'^figuk : L*Eufvpe p^wiatU k Comuiat ff EEmpiie. 
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As Stably based a project as this age 
Has sunned to ripeness. Ever the French marine 
Have you decried, ever contrived to bring 
Despair into the fleet ! Why, this Villeneuve, 

Your man, this rank incompetent, this traitor — - 
Of whom I asked no more than fight and lose. 
Provided he detained the enemy — . 

A frigate is too great for his command ! 

What shall be said of one who, at a breath. 

When a few casual sailors find them sick. 

When falls a broken boom or slitten sail, 

When rumour hints that Calder’s tubs and Nelson’s 
May join, and bob about in company. 

Is straightway paralyzed, and doubles back 
On all his ripened plans ! — 

Bring him, ay, bodily ; hale him out from Cadiz, 
Compel him up the Channel by main force. 

And, having doffed him his supreme command. 

Give the united squadrons to Ganteaume ! 

DECRfes 

Your Majesty, while umbrag d. righteously, 

By an event my tongue dragged dry to tell, 

Makes my hard situation over-hard 
By your ascription to the actors in’t 
Of motives such and such. ’Tis not for me 
To answer these reproaches. Sire, and ask 
Why years-long mindfulness of France’s fame 
In things marine should win no confidence. 

I speak ; but am unable to convince 1 

True is it that this man has been my friend 
Since boyhood made us schoolmates ; and 1 say 
That he would yield the heel-drops of his heart 
With joyful readiness this day, this hour. 

To do his country service. Yet no less 
Is it his drawback that he sees too far. 

And there are times. Sire, when a shorter sight 
Charms Fortune more. A certain sort of bravery 
Some people have — to wit, this same Lord Nelson — 
Which is but fatuous faith in one’s own star 
Swoln to the very verge of childishness, 

(Smugly disguised as putting trust in God, 
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A habit with these English folk) ; whereby 
A headstrong blindness to contingencies 
Carries the actor on, and serves him well 
In some nice issues clearer sight would mar. 

Such eyeless bravery Villeneuve has not ; 

But, Sire, he is no cmVard. 

Napoleon 

Well, have it so ! — ^What are we going to do ? 

My brain has only one wish — to succeed ! 

DECRis 

My voice wanes weaker with you. Sire | is nought ! 

Yet these few words, as Minister of Marine, 

I’ll venture now. — My process would be thus : — 

Our projects for a junction of the fleets 
Being well-discerned and read by every eye 
Through long postponement, England is prepared. 

I would recast thc*n. Later in the year 
Form sundry squadrons of this massive one. 

Harass tlie English till the winter time, 

Then rendezvous at Cadiz ; where leave half 
To catch the enemy’s eye and call their cruizers, 

While, rounding Scotland with the other half, 

You make the Channel by the eastern strait. 

Cover the passage of our army-boats. 

And plant the blow. 

Napol£on 

And what if they perceive 
Our Scottish route, and meet us eastwardly ? 

DECRte 

I have thought of it, and planned a countermove ; 

I’ll write the scheme more clearly and at len^h, 

And send it hither to your Majesty. 

Napoleon 

Do so forthwith ; and send me' in Daru. 

F.xit Decrj';s. Re-enter Monge. 

Our breakfast, Monge, to-day has been cut short. 

And those discussions on the ancient tongues 
Wherein you shine, must yield to modern moils. 

Nay, hasten not away ; though feeble wills. 
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Incompetence, imbecility, 

In some A\ho feign to sei\e the cause of France, 

Do maUe me othei thin ma self just no\i ' 

Ah — heies Dam 

D 11 L enters Mom'I takes his leaie 
Daiu, sit down and wnte \es, here, at once, 

This room will serve me now What think vou, eh ? 
Villeneuve has just turned tail and run to Cadi^, 

So quite postponed — perhaps even oveithiown — 

My long conned project against jonder shoie 
As ’tweie a juvenile’s snow built device 
But made for melting ' Think of it, Daiu, — 

My God, my God, how can I talk theieon ' 

A plan well judged, well chaited, well upieaied. 

To end in nothing ' Sit jou down and wiite 

Napoi r ov wall s up and down and resumes aftei v silence 

Write this — K volte face ’tis md,“ed iitc, wiitc ’ 

D VRU (holding pen to papei ) 

I wait, )0ur Majest) 

NAPOL^lo^ 

First Beinadotte — 

Yes , “ Bemadotte moves out from H inovei 
Through Hesse upon Wuizburg and the Danube — 
Marmont from Holland bears along the Rhine, 

And joins at Mainz and Yuizburg Bemadotte 
While these prepare then routes the aimy heie 
Will turn Its back on Britain’s tedious shoie, 

And, closing up with Augereau at Biest, 

Set out full foice due eastwaid . 

By the Black Forest feign a straight attack, 

The while out purpose is to skiit its left. 

Meet in Franconia Bemadotte and Marmont ; 
Traverse the Danube somewhat down fiom Ulm , 
Entrap the Austrian columns by then leai , 

Suiround them, cleave them roll upon Vienna, 
Wheic, Austria settled, I engage the Tsai, 

\\ hile Massena detains in Italy 
Ihe \ichduke Charles 
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Foicsecmg such might shape, 

Each high and b\ w i\ to the D niube hence 
1 hci\e of litc hid mcisuicd mipped, and judged , 

Such spots as suit foi depots chosen and maiked , 

Each regiment’s diilj piee and bnouac 
Wilt tabltivise foi leidj lefeienee , 

All which itmeiaiics aie sent heiewith ’ 

So shall I ciush the two j,igantic sets 
Upon the Einpne, now giown imminent 

— Let me reflect — I list lieinadotte Rut nay, 

The coLiiiei to Maimont must go fiist 
Well, well — Ihe oidei of out inaieh fiom hence 
I will adiise Mj knock at Geoige’s doot 

\\ ith bland inquiiies whj his lojal hand 
Withheld due inswei to mi fiiendly lines, 

And tossed the iiksome business to his cleiks. 

Is thus pcifoicc del tjed But not foi long 
Instead of ciossin^ thitheiw ud I toui 
Bv loundabout eontniance not less sine ' 

D tKU 

I’ll bung the iviiting to )oui Majestj 

N 11 01 1 ON and D \l t go out sen i ilh 

Chorus oi ihi 'iuiKS (aeiial music) 

Rcconii/i" An^cl, t! UL 

Thu bold tampat^n hu thought has sptm apace — 

One that buR Jan for tmmot lality 
Among the eatthlinqi— tf tmmoi tal deeds 
May be asenbed to w ixteinpoiaiy 
And ttamunt a laee ' 

It will be callid, in ilutmie and ihynu. 

As son to sue \ucctnh, 

A model for the tactics of all timej 
“ The Great Campaign of that so famed year T we, ’ 

By millions of manlind not yet alive 

SCENE II 

THF FRONIirRS 01 UPPl R \ISJRI\ AM) I\llPI\ 

\ new of the country fi jni i I ui it (jj iit si iili rf ll Riiu Inn 
which IS seen as i sih i tliu it \ in 1 ii ii ith\ i 1 1 iw i its inn ti n w th 
the baki and the Diiiube uid ioiiiuug die LKJUaduies oi the two eouauiw 
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The Danube shows itself as a erinkled satin riband, stietehinij from left to 
right in the far background of the picture, the Inn discharging its waters into 
the larger river. 

DUMB snow 

Avast Austiian aimyeiceps dully alojig the inid-distanee, in the form of 
detached masses and columns of a whitish csist. The columns insensibly 
draw neai-cr to each other, and are seen to be converging from the cast upon 
the banks of the Inn aforesaid. 

A Recording Angel (in recitative) 

This movement as of molluscs on a leaf. 

Which from our vantage here wc scan afar. 

Is one nmna!uvred by the famous Hack 
To countercheck Napoleon, still believed 
To be intciit on England from Boulogne, 

And heedless of such rallies in his rear. 

Mack's enterprise is now to cross Bavaria — 

Beneath ns stretched in ripening summer peace 
As field unwonted for these ugly jars — 

And seise on Ulm, past Swabia lefHoard there. 

Outraged Bavaria, simmering in disquiet 
At Munich down behind us, isarfringed, 

And tom between his fair wife's hide of France 
And his own itch to gird at Austrian bluff 
For riding roughshod through his territory. 

Wavers from this to that. Tlte luhile Time hastes 
The eastward streaming of NapoU'on’s host. 

As soon wc see. 

The silent insect-creep of the .Austrian columns towards the Ijanks of the 
Inn continues to be seen till the view fartes to nebulousness and dissoh es. 


SCENE III 

BOULOGNE. THE ST. OMER RO.AD 

It is a morning at the end of August, and the road stretches out of the 
town eastw.ird. 

The divisions of the “ Army-for-England” are making preparations to 
march. Some portions are in marching order. Bands strike up, and the 
regiments stai t on their journey towards the Rhine and Danube. Bonaparte 
.mil his officers w.itch the movements from an eminence. The soldiers, as 
they pace along under their eagles with beaming eyes, sing " Le Chant du 
Df'p.iit," and oilier martial songs, shout "Vive I'Empereur !” and babble of 
- -pisumg the days of Italy, Egypt, Marengo, and I tohenlinden. 
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Napoleon 

Anon to England ! 

Chorus of Inteli igences (aerial music) 

If Tim^s Utnads so weave ! 

The scene as it lingcis exhibits the giadual diminishing of the troops along 
the roads tin ough the iiiidulatiiig August landscape, till each column is seen 
but as a tiaiii of dust , and the disappcaiance of each marching mass over 
the eastern hoi 1/011. 


ACT FOURTH 
SCENE I 

KING GEORGE’S WATERING-PLACE, SOUTH WESSEX 

A sunny day in autumn A loom in the led-biick loyal residence known 
as Gloucester Lodge ' 

At a fiont tnple-lighted window stands a telescope on a bipod Thiough 
die open middle sash is Msible the ciestent-cuned expanse of the Bay as a 
sheet of brilliant translucent giccn, on which iiUe vessels of wai at anchor. 
On the left hand white cliffs stietch away till tlicv tciminate in St Aldhelm’s 
Head, and foiin a background to the Icicl watci-lnie on that side. In the 
ccntie .aie the open sea and blue sky \ ncu hcaulland rises on the right, 
surmounted by a battoiy, out which appears the icraoter bald giey blow of 
the Isle of Slingci s 

In the foiegroiind yellow sands spic.id smoothly, whereon there are sundry 
temporaiy erections for athletic sjxiits , and closci at hand runs an esplanade 
on which a fashionable ciowd is piomenading Immediately outside the 
Lodge aie companies of soldicis, gioups of ofliceis, and sentries 

Within the room the King and Pin are discoicicd 'Ihc King’s eyes 
show traces of leccnt iiiflainmation, md the Mimstci h.as a wasted look. 

King 

Yes, yes ; I grasp your reasons, Mr. Pitt, 

And grant you audience gladly. More than that, 

Your visit to this shore is apt and timely. 

And if it do but yield you needful rest 
From fieice debate, and othei strains of office 
Which you and I in common ha\e to beai, 


1 llus wcathci bcTtcn old building, though now .m hotel, is hut little altered 
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’Twill be well eainetl. The bathing is unmatched 
Elsewhere in Europe, -^sce its mark on me ! — 

The air like liquid life. — But of this matter : 

What argue these late movements seen abroad ? 
What of the country now' the session's past ; 

What of the country, eh ? and of the war ? 

Pirr 

The thoughts I have laid before your Majesty 
Would make for this, in sum ; — 

That iMr. Fo.v, Lord Grenville, and their friends. 

Be straightway asked to join. With Melville gone. 
With Sidmouth, and with Buckinghamshire too. 
The steerage of affairs has stood of late 
Somewhat provisional, as you, sir, know. 

With stop-gap functions thrust on offices 
Which common weal can tolerate but awhile. 

So, for the weighty reasons I ha-e urged, 

I do repeat my most respectful hope 
To win your Majesty’s ungrudged assent 
To what I have proposed. 

King 

But nothing, sure. 

Has been more plain to all, dear Mr. Pitt, 

Than that your own proved energy and scope 
Is ample, without aid, to carry on 
Our just crusade against this Corsican. 

Why, then, go calling Fov and Grenville in ? 

Such helps we need not. Pray you think upon’t, 
And speak to me again. — We’ve had alarms 
Making us skip like crackers at our heels, 

That Bonaparte had landed close hereby. 

Pitt 

Such rumours come as regularly as harvest. 

King 

And now he has left Boulogne with all his host ? 
Was it his object to invade at all. 

Or was his vast assemblage there a blind ? 
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Pitt 

Undoubtedly he meant invasion, sir, 

Had fortune favoured. He may try it yet. 

And, as I said, could ive but close with Fox 

^King 

But, but ; — I ask, what is his object now.^ 

Lord Nelson’s Captain — Hardy — whose old home 
Stands in a peaceful vale hard by us here — 

Who came two weeks ago to see his friends, 

I talked to in this room a lengthy while. 

He says our navy still is in thick night 
As to the aims by sea of Bonaparte 
Now the Boulogne attempt has fizzled out. 

And what he schemes afloat with Spain combined. 

The “ Victory ” lay that fortnight at Spithead, 

And Nelson since has gone aboard and sailed ; 

Yes, sailed again.d Tlie “Royal Sovereign” follows, 
And others her. Nelson was hailed and cheered 
To huskiness while leaving Southsea shore, 

Gentle and simple ivildly thronging round. 

Pitt 

Ay, sir. Young women hung upon his arm. 

And old ones blessed, and stroked him with their hands. 

King 

Ah — you have heard, of course. God speed him, Pitt. 
Pitt 

Amen, amen ! 

King 

I read it as a thing 

Of signal augury, and one which bodes 
Heaven’s confidence in me and in my line. 

That I should rule as King in such an age 1 . . . 

Well, well. — So this new march of Bonaparte’s 
Was unexpected, forced perchance on him i 

Pitt 

It may be so, your Majesty ; it may. 

Last noon the Austrian ambassador. 
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Whom I consulted ere I posted down, 

Assured me that his latest papers word 
How General Mack and eighty thousand men 
Have made good speed across Bavaria 
To wait the Fiench and give them check at Ulm, 
That fortress-frontier-town, entrenched and walled, 
A place long chosen as a vantage-point 
Whereon to encounter them as they outwind 
From the blind shades and baffling green defiles 
Of the Black Forest, worn with wayfaring. 

Here Mack will intercept his agile foe 
Hasting to meet the Russians in Bohemia, 

And cripple him, if not xmnihilate. 

Thus now, sir, opens out this Great Alliance 
Of Russia, Austria, England, whereto I 
Have lent my earnest efforts through long months, 
And the realm gives her money, ships, and men. — 
It claps a muffler round this Cock’s steel spurs. 

And leaves me sanguine on his overthrow. 

But then, — this coalition of resources 
Demands a strong and active Cabinet 
To aid your Majesty’s directi\i hand ; 

And thus I urge again the i .id additions — 

These brilliant intellects o-' me other side 

Who stand by Fox. With us conjoined, they 

King 

What, what, agam — in face of my sound reasons ! 
Believe me. Pit , you underrate yourself ; 

You do not need such aid. The splendid feat 

Of .banding Europe in a righteous cause 

That you have achieved, so soon to put to shame 

This wicked bombardier of dynasties 

That rule by right Divine, goes straight to prove 

We had best continue as we have begun. 

And call no partners to our management. 

To fear dilemmas horning up ahead 

Is not your wont. Nay, nay, now, Mr. Pitt, 

I must be firm. And if you love your King 
You’ll goad him not so rashly to embrace 
This Fox-and-GrcjjvJIlc faction and its friends. 
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Rather than Fox, why, give me civil war! 

Hey, what ? But what besides ? 

Pitt 

I say besides, sir, . . . nothing ! 

A silence. 

King (cheerfully) 

The Chancellor’s here, and many friends of mine : Lady 
Winchelsea, Lord and Lady Chestei field, Lady Bulkeley, General 
Gaith, and Mr. Phipps the oculist — not the least important to me. 
He is a worthy and a skilful man. My eyes, he says, are as 
marvellously impioved in durability as I know them to be in 
power. I have arranged to go to-morrow with the Princesses, 
and the Dukes of Cunibeiland, Sussex, and Cambridge (who are 
also here) for a ride on the Ridgeway, and through the Camp on 
the downs. You’ll accompany us there? 

•» Pirr 

I am honoured by your Majesty’s commands. 

Put looks lesignedly out of the window. 

What curious structure do I see outside, sir ? 

King 

It’s but a stage, a type of all the world. The burgesses have 
arranged it in my honour. At six o’clock this evening there are 
to be combats at single stick to amuse the folk ; four guineas the 
prize for the man who bieaks most heads. Aftenvards there is 
to be a grinning match through horse-collars — a very humorous 
sport which I must stay here and witne; s ; for I am interested in 
whatever entertains my subjects. 

Pitt 

Not one in all the land but knows it, sir. 

King 

Now, Mr. Pitt, you must require repose k 

Consult your own convenience then, I beg; 

On when you leave. ' 

Pitt 

I thank your Majesty. 

He depaits as one whose purpose has failed, and the scene shuts. 
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SCENE II 

BEFORE THE CITY OF ULM 

A prospect of the city fiom the east, slpwing m the foreground a low- 
lying marshy counti} bounded m mid distance by the banks of the Danube, 
\\hiLh, boiducd b> popKis and wiUows dows ncioss the pvctuie fiom tlie left 
to the Elchingcn lliidge near the right of the scene, and is backed by iiiegul u 
heights and icnacLS of espaheied vines Between these and the river stands 
the city, crowded with old gabled houses and siiiroundcd b) walls, bastions, 
and a ditch, all the cdihccs being doniinited by the nave and towei of the 
huge Gothic Munster 

On tlic most piomineut of the heights at the back — the Michaelsberg — to 
the iip]ici>iight of the view is encamped the ni iss of the Au&tiitii army, amid 
liilf hiiibhed enlicnchniLntb Vdvanced posts of the same arc seen south etst 
of the cit\ not far from the advanced coips of the Trench Graiul Vrmj undei 
SoULT, MvKVtoNr, Mlkat, Lwnis, Niv, and Dupom, which occupy in 
a semicircle the whole bu \<Uh of the flu landscape m fiont and evtend across 
the river to higher giound on the right hand of the panorama 

Heavy mixed drifts of lam and snow aie dcscunding imparliall> on the 
French and on the Ausunns, the downftll m aiU blotting out the Utter on the 
hills A chill October wind wails acioss the coimti) and the poplars >ield 
slantingl) to the gusts 


DUMB SHOW 

Drenched peasants are busilvat woik foitifvmg the heights of the Austrian 
position m the face of the enem) \ ague comi inics of Austinns* above, and 
of the French below, ha^y and indistinct in the Ihicli atmospheie, come and 
go without appiicnt purpose near ihcir respective lines 

Closer at htnd N vpoli on, in his familiar blue grey overcoat, rides 
hither and thither with his marshals, haranguing familiarly the bodies of 
soldiery as he passes them and obscivmg and pointing out the disposition of 
the Austrians to his companions 

Thicker sheets of ram fl) acioss os the murk of evening increases, which 
at length entiiel) obscures the prospeet, and cloaks its bleared lights and fires 


SCENE III 

ULM, WITHIN THE CITY 

The interior of the Austrian headquarters on the following morning A 
tempest raging without 

GENrRVL M\ck, haggard and anxious, the Archduke Ferdinand, 
PHIXCE SciIU \I /CMJEHG, GENERAL JeLLACHICH, GeNFRALS RiESC, 
Biulrach and o her field officers discovered, seated at a table with a map 
spicad out bcfoic them A wood fire bla/cs between tall andirons in a 
}awning fiicplace At every more than usually boisterous gust of wind the 
smoke flaps into the room. 
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Mack 

The accursed cunning of our adversary 
Confounds all codes of honourable war, 

AVliich ever have held as granted that the track 
Of armies bearing hither from the Rhine — 

Whether in peace or strenuous invasion — 

Should pierce the Schwarzwald, and through Memmingen, 
And meet us in our front. But he must wind 
And corkscrew meanly round, where foot of man 
Can scarce find pathway, stealing up to us 
Thiefwise, by our back door ! Nevertheless, 

If English war-fleets be abreast Boulogne, 

As these deserters tell, and ripe to land there. 

It destines Bonaparte to pack him back 
Across the Rhine again. We’ve but to wait. 

And see him go. 

Archduke 

But who shall iay if these bright tales be true ? 

Mack 

Even then, small matter, your Imperial Highness ; 

The Russians near us daily, and must soon — 

Ay, far within the eight days I have named — 

Be operating to untie this knot. 

If we hold on. 

Archduke 

Conjectures these — no more ; 

I stomach not such waiting. Neither hope 
Has kernel in it. I and my cavalry 
With caution, when the shadows fall to-night. 

Can bore some hole in this engirdlement ; 

Outpass the gate north-east ; join General Wemeck, 

And somehow cut our way Bohemia-wards : 

Weir worth the hazard, in our straitened case I 

Mack (firmly) 

The body of our force stays here with me. 

And I am much surprised, your Highness, much, 

You mark not how destructive ’tis to part 1 
If we wait on, for certain we should wait 
In our full strength, compacted, undispersed 
By such partition as your Highness plans. 
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Schwarzenberg 

There’s truth in urging we should not divide, 

But weld more closely. — Yet why stay at all ? 

Methinks there’s but one sure salvation left, 

To wit, that we conjunctly march herefrom. 

And with much circumspection, towards the TyroL 
The subtle often rack their wits in vain — 

Assay whole magazines of strategy — 

To shun ill loomings deemed insuperable. 

When simple souls by stumbling up to them 
Find the grim shapes but air. But let us grant 
That the investing French so ring us in 
As to leave not a span for such exploit ; 

Then go we — throw’ ourselves upon their steel, 

And batter through, or die 1 — 

What say you. Generals ? Speak your minds, I pray. 
JELLACHICH 

1 favour marching out — ^the Tyrol way. 

Riesc 

Bohemia best ! The route thereto is open. 

Archduke 

My course is chosen. O this black campaign. 

Which Pitt’s alarmed dispatches pricked us to. 

All unforeseeing ! Any risk for me 
Rather than court humiliation here ! 

Mack has risen during the latter remarks, walked to the window, and 
looked out at the rain. He returns with an air of embarrassment. 

M.vck (to Archduke) 

It is my privilege firmly to submit 
That your Imperial Highness undertake 
No venturous vaulting into risks unknown. — 

Assume that you. Sire, as you have proposed, 

With your light regiments and the cavalry. 

Detach yourself from us, to scoop, a way 
By circuits northwatds through the Rauhe Alps 
And Herdcnheim, into Bohemia ; 

Reports all point that you will be attacked, 

Enveloped, home on to capitulate. 
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What worse can happen heie ? — 

Remember, Sire, the Emperor deputes me. 

Should such a clash arise as has arisen, 

To exercise supreme aulhorilv. 

The honour of our arms, our race, demands 
That none of your Impeiial Highness’ line 
Be pounded prisoner by this vulgar foe. 

Who is not France, but an adrenlurer 
Imposing on that country for his gain. 

Archduke 

I amply recognize the drear disgrace 
Involving Austria if this upslait chief 
Should of his cunning seize and hold in pawn 
A TO)’al-lineagcd son, whose ancestors 
Root on the primal rocks of history. 

Spirit Ironic 

Note that. Fi-Je years, and legal brethren they — 

This feudal treasure and the upstart man / 

Archduke 

But it seems clear to me that loitering here 
Is full as like to comjjass our surrender 
As moving hence. And ill it therefore suits 
The mood of one of my high temperature 
To pause inactive while await me means 
Of desperate cure for these so desperate ills 1 

[Thu Arciiouke Ferdin.\nd goes out, 
A troubled silence follows, during which the gusts call into the chimney, 
and raindrops spit on the fire. 

SCHW.tRZENBERO 

The Archduke be.ars him shrewdly in this course. 

We may as well look matters in the face, 

And that we are cooped and cornered is most clear ; 

Clear is it, too, that but a miracle 
Can work to loose us 1 I have stoutly held 
That this man’s three years’ ostentatious scheme 
To fling his army on the tempting shores 
Of our allies the English was a— -well— • 

Scarce other than a trick of thimble-rig 
To still us into false security. 
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JELLACHICH 

Well, I know nothing. None needs list to me, 

But, on the whole, to southward seems the course 
For plunging, all in force, immediately. 

Another pause. 

Spirit Sinister 

The Will ihrows Mock agnin in agiiation ; 

Ho-ho — what MU do now ! 

Spirit of the Pities 

Nay^ hard one, nayy 

The clouds weep for hint ! 

Spirit Sinister 

If he must he musty 
And its good antic at a vacant time / 

Mack goes restlessly to the door, and is heard Racing about the vestibule, 
and questioning the aides and other officers giithen.d there. 

A General 

He wavers like this smoke-wreath that inclines 

Or north, or south, as the storm-currents rule J 
« 

MaCk (returning) 

Bring that deserter hither once again. 

A French soldier is brought in, blindfolded and guarded. The bandage is 
removed. 

Well, tell us what he says. 

An Officer (after speaking to the prisoner in French) 

He still repeats 
That the whole body of the British strength 
Is even now descending on Boulogne, 

And that self-preservation must, of need. 

Clear us from Bonaparte ere many days. 

Who momently is moving. 

Mack 

Still retain him. 

He walks to the fire, and stands looking into it. The soldier is taken out 
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Jellachich (bending over the map in argument with RiESC) 

I much prefer our self-won information ; 

And if we have Marshal Soult at Landsberg here, 
(Which seems to be the truth, despite this man,) 

And Dupont hard upon us at Albeck, 

With Ney not far from Gunzbuig ; somewhere here. 

Or further down the river, lurking Lannes, 

Our game’s to draw off southward — if we can ! 

Mack (turning) 

I have it. This we’ll do. You, Jellachich, 

Unite with Spangen's troops at Memmingen, 

To fend off mischief there. And you, Riesc, 

Will make your utmost haste to occupy 
The bridge and upper ground at Elchingen, 

And all along the left bank of the stream, 

Till you observe jwhereon to concentrate 
And sever their connections. I couch here. 

And hold the city till the Russians come. 

A Gener.vl (in a low voice) 

Disjunction seems of all expedients worst : 

If any slay, then stay should every man. 

Gather, inlace, and close up hip to hip. 

And perk and bristle hedgehog-like with spines ! 

Mack 

The conference is ended, friends, I say. 

And orders will be issued here forthwith. 

Guns heard. 

An Officer 

Surely that’s from the Michaelsberg above us ? 

Mack 

Never care. Here we stay. In five more days 
The Russians hail, and we regain our bays. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE IV 

BErORE ULM. IHE SAME DAY 

A high wind pre\'iils, and run falls lo torrents An elevated terrace near 
Elchmgen forms the foieground 

DUMB SHOW 

From the teirice BoN\P\un suncvs and dictates opctalions against the 
entrenched heights of the Michiclsbug that use in the middle distance on the 
right above the citj Thiough the gaua^ ot descending watcisthc licnch 
soldieiy can be discerned climbing to the ittack undei Nn 

lhc> slowly ad\ance, leccdc, re ad\ incc halt V time of suspense follows 
Then they are seen m a state of irr^ulai movement even confusion , but m 
the end they carrv the heights with the bajonct 

Below the ««pot whereon N \POn os an I his stiff au gathered, glistening 
wet ind plastcicd with mid Maudes on the left the village of I lehmgen, 
now in the I in ’ f i le I tenth lu \/hite walled monaster}, its bridge over 
Uu uanube, rcecntl} hioken bv the irreststible \j \ wear a desolated look, 
and the stieun which is swollen b} the rainfall andiasped b) the storm, seems 
wml\ to S}nipathi/e 

Anon sheila aie diopped b> the Trench from the summits thev have gained 
into the cit) below A bomb from an Austrian h Utci> falls ntar N VPOLf ON, 
and in bursting raises a fount nn of mud Ihc Empeior relieats with his 
ofllcei s to a less conspicuous station 

Meanwhile advances from a position near N^poi/on till his 

columns reach the top of the I rauenberg h n cl b> 1 he united corps of 
Lannls and Ni \ descend on the inner slope of the heights tow aids the city 
walls, in the rear of the ictieatin^ Austrians One of the Ireneh columns 
scales a bastion but \pon on oideis the assault to be discontinued, and 
with the wane of day the spectacle disappcais 


SCENE V 

niL S\ME IHL MICHVErSBTRG 

A chilly but rainless noon three days later At the back of the scene, 
northward, rise the Michaelsberg heights , below stretches the panorama of 
the city and the Danube On a secondary eminence forming a spur of the 
uppci hill, 1 fire of logs is burning, the foremost group beside it being 
N vpoi foN and his staff the latter in gorgeous uniform, the former in his 
shal)b> gieatcoat and plain turned up hat, walking to and fro with his hinds 
Ixhind him and occisionallv stopping to warm himself The Trench infantry 
au diavvn up in a dense anav at the back of the^c 

I he whoU Aiistiian garnson of Ulm ranches out of the city gate opposite 
NvioifoN Gtmum "M \f k is at the head followed b\ Oiui , Corn s- 
iijjM kri wu, Lkiui NSiiiN,ni)d man} othti oHieeis, who advance to 
BONAPAKn and deliver their swoids 
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Mack 

Behold me, Sire. Alack the unfortunate I 
Napoleon 

War, General, ever has its ups and downs. 

And you must take the better and the u orse 
As impish chance or destiny ordains. 

Come near and warm you heie. A glowing fire 
Is life on these depressing, mired, moist days 
Of smitten leaves down-dropping clammily, 

And toadstools like the putrid lungs of men. 

(To his lieutenants) 

Cause them to stand to right and left of me. 

The Austrian otTiccrs air.inge themselves as diicelcd, and the body of the 
Austrians now file p.ist ihcir Conqueiur. laying down their arms as they 
approach ; some with tmgry gestures and words, otiic.s in moody silence. 

Listen, I pray you. Generals gathered here. 

I tell you frankly that I know not why 
Your master wages this wild war with me. 

I know not what he seeks by such injustice. 

Unless to give me practice in my tr.ide — 

That of a soldier — whereto I was bred : 

Deemed he my craft might slip from me, unplied ? 

Let him now own me still a dab therein 1 

Mack 

Permit me, your Imperial Alajcsty, 

To speak one word in answer; which is this, 

No war was wished for by my Emperor : 

Russia constrained him to it ! 

N.\POI,1vON 

If that be. 

You are no more a European power. — 

I would point out to him that my resources 
Are not confined to these my musters here ; 

My prisoners of war, in route for France, 

Will see some marks of my resources there ! 

Two hundred thousand volunteers, right fit. 

Will join my standards at a single nod. 

And in si.v weeks prove soldiers to the bone, 
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Whilst your recruits, compulsion's scavengings, 

Scarce weld to warriois after toilsome years. 

But I want nothing on this Continent ; 

The English only are my enemies. 

Ships, colonies, and commerce I desire, 

Yea, theiewith to advantage you as me. 

Let me then charge your Emperor, my brother. 

To turn his feet the shortest way to peace. — 

All states must ha\ e an end, the weak, the strong ; 

Ay ; even may fail the dynasty of Lorraine ! 

The filing past and Uying down of arms by die Austi i.in .arm}' continues 
with monotonous reguUnty, as if it would ncier end. 

N-VPOI.tON (in a murmur, after a while) 

Well, what cares England ! She has won her game ; 

I have unlearnt to threaten her from Boulogne. . . . 

Her gold it is that forms the weft of this 
Fair tapestry of armies marshal’ed here ! 

Likewise of Russia’s, drawing steadily nigh. 

But they may see what these see, by and by. 

Spirit of the Ye.\rs 

Sa let him speak, the while we clearly sight him 
Moved like a figure on a lantern-slide. 

Which, much amazing uninitiate eyes. 

The all-compelling crystal pane hit drags 
Whither the showman wills. 

Spirit Ironic’ 

And yet, my friend. 

The Will Itself might smile at this collapse 
Of Austrids men-at-arms, so drolly done; 

Even as, in your phantasmagoric show. 

The deft manipulator of the slide 
Might smile at his own art. 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

Ah, no : ah, no ! 

It is impassible as glacial snow. — > 

Within the Great Unshaken 
. These fainted shapes awaken 
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A lessor thrill than doth tl e gentle lave 
Of yonder bank by Danubi’s wandenng loeeve 
Within the Sthwatzwnld heights that give it flow ! 

SPlRll Ol IHE PlTlLS 

But O, the intolerable antilogy 
Of making figments feel ' 

Spirit Ironic 

Logtds in that. 

It does not, 1 must own, quite play the game. 

Chorus of Ironic Spiriis (aeual music) 

And this day wins fot Ulm a dingy fame. 

Which untunes shall not bleadi from hei old name! 
The procession of Austrians continues till the scene is hidden bj haze 


SCENE VI 

LONDON. SPRING GARDENS 

Before Lord hi \LMCsnURt s house, on a Sunday morning m the same 
autumn Idlers pause and gathci in the baekgiound 
Pi IT enters, and meets I OKD Mulgkavc, 

Mulgrave 

Good day, Pitt Ay, these Iea\es that skim the ground 
With witheied toices, hint that sunshine time 
Is well-nigh past. — And so the game’s begun 
Between him and the Austio Russian foice, 

As second movement in the faceabout 

From Boulogne shoie, with which he has hocussed us ? — 

What has been heard on’t ? Hate the) clashed as yet ? 

Pitt 

The Emperor Francis, jjartly at my instance, 

Has thrown the chief command on General Mack, 

A man most capable and far of sight. 

He centres by the Danube-bank at Ulm, 

A town well-walled, and fiim foi leaning on 
To intercept the Fiench m their advance 
From the Black Foicst tovvaids the Russian troops 
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Approaching from the cast. If Bonaparte 
Sustain his marches at the break-neck speed 
That all report, they must have met ere now. 

— There is a lumour . . . quite impossible ! . . . 

Mulgrave 

You still have faith in Mack as strategist ? 

There have been doubts of his far-sightedness. 

Pitt (hastily) 

I know, 1 know. — I am calling here at Malmesbuiy’s 

At somewhat an unceremonious time 

To ask his help to translate this Dutch piint 

The post has brought. Malmesbury is great at Dutch, 

Learning it long at Leyden, years ago. 

He draws a newspaper from his pocket, unfolds it, and glances it down. 
There’s news here unintelligible lo me 
Upon the very matter 1 You’ll come in ? 

They call at Lohd Mai.\(ESB17RY’S. He meets them m the Imll, and 
welcomes them with an appiehensive look of foieknow ledge. 

Pitt 

Pardon this early call. The packet’s in. 

And wings me this unreadable Dutch paper, 

So, as the offices are closed to-day, 

I have brought it round lo you. 

(Handing the paper. ) 

What does it say ? 

For God’s sake, read it out. You know the tongue. 

M.tLMESBURY (with hesitation) 

I have glanced it through already — more than once — 

A copy having reached me, too, by now . . . 

We are in the presence of a great disaster 1 
See here. • It says that Mack, enjailed in Ulm 
By Bonaparte — ^from four sides shutting round — 
Capitulated, and with all his force 
Laid down his arms before his conqueror ! 

Pitt’s face changes. A silence. 
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Mulgrave 

Outrageous ! Ignominy unpaiallcled ! 

Pitt 

By God, my lord, these statements must be false ! 

These foreign piints are trustless as Cheap Jack 
Dumfoundmg jokels at a countiy fair. 

I heed no woid of it. — Impossible. 

What ! Eighty thousand Austiians, nigh in touch 
With Russia’s levies that Kutuzof leads, 

To lay down aims befoic the war’s begun ? 

’Tis too much ! 

Malmfsrury 

But I feai it is too true ! 

Note the asseveicd souice of the icpoit — 

One beyond thought of minteis of mock tales. 

The witter adds tlvit military wits 
Cry that the Little Coipoial now makes war 
In a new’ wa), using his soldieis’ legs 
And not then aims, to biing him victory. 

Ha-ha ! The quip must sling the Coiporal’s foes. 

Pll 1 (aftei a pause) 

O vacillating Piussia ! Had she moved, 

Had she but planted one foot firmly down, 

All this had been avcited — I must go. 

’Tis sure, ’tis sine, I labour but in vain ! 

Malmlsbusy a<.i,onipnnii.s him to the dooi , mid Pitt walks away 
disquietedly towaids Whitehill, ihi olhci two legaiding him as he goes. 

Mulgrave 

Too swiftly ho declines to feebleness. 

And these things well might shake a stouter frame I 

Malmesbury 

Of late the burden of all Europe’s cares, 

Of hiring and maintaining half her troops. 

His single pair of shouldeis has upborne. 

Thanks to the obstinacy of the King. — 

His thin, stiaincd face, his leady irritation, 

Aie ominous signs. He may not he for long. 
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Mulgrave 

He alters fast, indeed, — as do events. 

Malmesisury 

His labour’s lost ; and all our money gone ! 

It looks as if this doughty coalition 

On which we have lavished so much pay and pains 

Would end in wreck. 

Mulgrave 

All is not over yet ; 

The gathering Russian forces are unbroke. 
Malmesbury 

Well ; we shall see. Should Boney vanquish these. 
And silence all resistance on that side. 

His move will then be backward to Boulogne, 

And so upon us. 

Mulgrave 
Nelson to our defence ! 

Malmesbury 

Ay ; where is Nelson ? Faith, by this late time 
He may be sodden ; churned in Biscay swirls ; 

Or blown to polar bears by boreal gales ; 

Or sleeping amorously in some calm cave 
On the Canaries’ or Atlantis’ shore 
Upon the bosom of his DiJo dear. 

For all that we know ! Never a sound of him 
Since passing Portland one September day — 

To make for Cadiz ; so ’fwas then believed. 

Mulgrave 

He’s staunch. He’s watching, or 1 am much deceived. 
Mulch A\ i: departs. Malmlsbukv goes ithin. The scene shuts. 
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ACT FIFTH 

SCENE 1 

Orr CAPE TRAPVLGAR 

A bird's-eye view of the sea discloses itself It is da) break, and the broad 
face of the ocean is fringed on its eastern edge by the Lape and the Spanish 
shore On the lolling suiface imniediately beneath the eye, langed moie or 
less in two paiallel lines tunning north and south, one gioup from the twain 
standing off somewhat, arc the scssels of the combined 1 rench and Spanish 
navies, whose canvases, as ihe sun edges upw.ard, shine in its rays like satin. 
On the weslein horuon two columns of ships appear in full sail, small as 
moths to the aerial iision They aie beaimg down towards the combmed 
squadrons 


Recording Angel I (intoning fiom his book) 

yi/ last ViUeneuve accepts the sea ami /ate, 

Despite ihe Cadis' ccumtl called of late, 

Whereat hts stoutest captains — men the first 
To do all mot tats diet \t — 

Willing to sail, and Mud, and bear the worst. 
Short of cold suicide, did yet opine 
That plunging tnul thou teeth of lieMe line 
In jaws of oaken wood 
Held open by the English naval Jiy 
With suastve breadth and ai if id modesty. 

Would smack of purposeless foolhaidihood. 

Recording Angel II 
But word came, writ in mandatoi y mood. 

To put from Cadis, gam Toulon, and straight 
At a said sign on Italy opuate. 

Moreover that Vtllenem/e, arrived as planned, 
Would find Rosily in supreme command . — 

Gloomy ViUeneuve grows rash, and, darkly brave. 
Leaps to meet war, storm. Nelson — even the grave. 

Semichorus I of the Years (aenal music) 

Ere the concussion hurtle, draw abreast 
Of the sea, 

G 
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Semichorus II 

Where Nehoif% hulls are rising from the •west, 

Silently. 

Semichorus I 

Rack linen suing oiitspi-ead, each man and lad 
Ssuorit to be 

Semichorus II 

Amid the sianmost, or for Death, or glad 
Victory / 

The point of sight descends till it is near the deck of the “ Bucentaure,” 
the flag-ship of Villexeuvi:. Present thereon are the Admik.vl, his Flag- 
Captain Magendie, Lieutenant Daudignon, othei naial officers and 
seamen. 

Magendie 

All night MO have read their signals in the air, 

Whereby the peering frigates of tjieir van 
Have told them of our trend. 

ViLLENEUVE 

The enemy 

Makes threat as though to threw him on our stern : 

Signal the fleet to w'ear ; bid Gravina 
To come in from manoeuvring with his twelve, 

And range himself in line. 

Officers murmur. 

I say again 

Bid Gravina draw hither with his twelve, 

And signal all to M'ear ! — and come upon 
The larboard tack ivith every bow anorth ! — 

So we make Cadiz in the worst event, 

And patch our rags up there. As we head now 
Our only practicable thoroughfare 
Is through Gibraltar Strait — & fatal door 1 
Signal to close the line and leave no gaps. 

Remember, too, what 1 have already, told : 

Remind them of it now. They must not pause 

For signallings from me amid a strife 

Whose chaos may prevent my clear discernment. 

Or may forbid my signalling at all. 
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The voice of honour then becomes the chiefs ; 

Listen they thereto, and set every stitch 
To heave them on into the fiercest fight. 

Now I will sum up all : heed well the charge; 

Each captain, pkttv officer, and man 

Is ONLY AT HIS POST WHEN UNDER FIRE. 

The ships of the whole fleet turn their bows from south to north as 
directed, and close up in two parallel curved columns, the concave side of 
each column being towards the enemy, and the intersp.aces of the first column 
being, in generai, opposite the hulls of the second. 

An Officer (straining his eyes towards the English fleet) 

How they skip on ! Their overcrowded sails 
Bulge like blown bladders in a tripeman’s shop 
The market-morning after slaughterday ! 

Petty Officer (aside) 

It's morning before slaughterday with us, 

I make so bold tp bode ! 

The English Admiral is seen to be signalling to his fleet. The signal is : 
"England expects every m.vn will do ms duty," A loud cheering 
ITom all the English ships comes undulating on the wind when the sigii^ 
is read. 

VlLLENEUVE 

They are sign.alling too. — ^Well, business soon begins 1 
You will reserve your fire. And be it known 
That we display no admirals’ flags at all 
Until the action’s past. ’Twill puzzle them. 

And work to our advantage when we close. — 

Yes, they are double-ranked, I think, like us ; 

But we shall see anon. 

Magekdie 

The foremost one 

Makes for the “ Santa Ana.” In such case 
The “Fougueux” might assist her. 

VlLLENEUVE ' 

Be it so — 

There’s time enough. — Our ships will be in place, 

And ready to speak back in iron words 
When theirs cry Hail ! in the same sort of voice. 

They prepare to receive the noithernmost column of the enemy’s ships 
headed by the " Victory," trying the distance by an occasional single shot. 
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During their suspense n dischnrge is heard southward, and turning they behold 
CoLLiNGWOOD at tile head of his column in the “ Royal Sovereign," just 
engaging with the Spanish “Santa Ana." Meanwhile the “Victory" draws 
still nearer, preserving silence with brazen sang-froid. At a concerted 
moment full broad.^ides are discharged into her simultaneously from the 
“ Bucentaure," the “ Santisnna Trinidad," and the “ Redoutable." 

When the smoke clears the “Yictor3''s" mizzen-tnpmast, with spars and 
a quantity of tigging, is seen to have fallen, her wheel to be shot away, and 
her deck encumbered \t ith dead and wounded men. 

ViLLENEUVE 

’Tis well ! But see ; their course is undelayed, 

■And still they near in clenched audacity 1 

Daudignon 

This north/nost column bears upon our beam. 

Their prows will' pierce us tliwartwise. That’s the aim. 


Magendie .. 

Which aim deft Lucas o’ the “ Redoutable ” 

Most gallantly bestirs him to outscheme. — 

See, how he strains, that on his timbers fall 
Blows that were destined for his Admiral ! 

During this the French ship "Kedoutable" is moving forward to interpose 
Itself between the approaching “Victory" and the " Bucentaure." 

ViLLENEUVE 

Now comes it ! The “Santfsima Trinidad,” 

The old “ Redoutable’s ” hard sides, and ours. 

Will take the touse of this bombastic blow. 

Your grapnels and your boarding-hatchets — ready ! 

We’ll dash our eagle on the English deck. 

And swear to fetch it ! 


Crew 

Aye 1 We swear. Huzza 1 
Long live the Emperor ! 

But the "Victory" suddenly swerves to the rear of the “Bucentaure," 
and crossing her stern-waters, discharges a broadside into her and the 
“ Redoutable " endwise, wrapping the scene in folds of smoke. 

The point of view changes. 
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SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE QUARTER-DECK OF THE “VICTORY" 

The van of each division of the English fleet has drawn to the windward 
side of the combined fleets of the cneni}, and biokcn their order, ^the 
“Victory' being now paiallcl to and alongside the “ Redoutahle," tho 
"T^ni^raiie ' taking up a station on the olhei side of that ship The 
“ Bucentaiiie ' and the “ bantisima Trinidad' become jammed together a 
little way ahead A smoke and dm of cannonading pretail, amid which the 
studding sail booms are shot away 

NfLSON, H VkDY, Bl tCKWOOD, St Clt! f tR\ ScOTT, LIEUTENANT 
Pasco, Burke the Purser Captmv adair of the Marines, and other 
oflicers aie on or neii the quaiter-deck 

Nl LSON 

See, theie, that noble fellow Collmgtvood, 

How stiaight he helms his ship into the fiie ! — 

Now you’ll haste back to jours (to Blackwood). 

— We must hcnccfoith 
Trust to the Gicat Disposei of etents, 

And justice of out cause ' . . . 

[Blackwood leaves. 

The battle grows hottci \ double headed shot cuts down seven or eight 
marines on the “ \ lotoi) s ' poop 

Captain Adan, pait those maiines of jours, 

And hasten to chspeise them lound the ship. — 

Your place is down below, Buike, not up heie; 

Ah, yes ; like David you avould sec the battle ! 

A heavy discharge of musket-shot comes fiom the lops of the "Santlsima 
'Trinidad'' Adair and Pasco fall Anothci swathe of niannes is mowed 
down by chain-shot 

Scott 

My loid, I use to jou the utmost piajeis 
That I have piivilege to shape in words : 

Remove your stais and oideis, I would beg; 

That shot was aimed at you. 

Nelson 

They weie aw aided to me as an honour. 

And shall I do despite to those who prize me, 

And slight then gifts 1 No, I w ill die w’ith them, 

If die I must. 

He walks up and down with Hardy. 
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Hardy 

At least lei’s put you on 

Your old greatcoat, my lord — (the air is keen). — 

’Twill cover all. So while you still retain 
Your dignities, you baulk these deadly aims. 

Nelson 

Thank ’ee, good friend. But no, — I haven’t time, 

I do assure you — not a trice to spare. 

As you well see. 

A few minutes Liter Scott falls dead, a bullet having pierced his skull. 
Immediately after a shot passes between tho Admiral and the Captain, 
tearing the instep of H.vrdy’s shoe, and striking away the buckle. They 
shake off the dust and splinters it has scatteicd over them. Nei.son glances 
round, and perceives what has happened to his secretary. 

Nelson 

Poor Scott, too, carried off! Warm work this. Hardy ; 
Too warm to go on long. 

Hardy 

I think so, too ; 

Their lower ports are blocked against our hull. 

And our charge now is less. Each knock so near 
Sets their old wood on fire. 

Nelson 

Ay, rotten as peat. 

What’s that ? I think she has struck, or pretty nigh ! 

A cracking of musketry. 

Hardy 

Not yet. — Those small-arm men there, in her tops. 

Thin our crew fearfully. Now, too, our guns 
Have to be dipped full down, or they would rake 
The “ Temeraire ” there on the other side. 

Nelson 

True. — While you deal good measure out to these. 

Keep slapping at those giants over here — 

The “Trinidad,” I mean, and the “ Bucentaure,” 

To win'ard — swelling up so pompously. 



SCENE It 


PART FIRST 


8 ? 


Hardy 

I’ll see no slrickness shall be shown that way. 

They part and go in their icspectite diieclioni. Gunners, naked to the 
waist and reeking with sweat, are now in swift action on the several decks, 
and firemen cany buckets of water hither and thither. The killed and 
wounded thicken around, and aie being lifted and e,\ainincd by the surgeons. 
Nelson and II.VRDY meet ag.ain. 

Nei-son 

Bid still the fii cmen bring more bucketfuls, 

And dash the water into each new hole 
Otir guns have gouged in the “ Rcdoutablc,” 

Or we shall all be set ablaze together. 

Hardy 

Let me once mote advise, entreat, my lord. 

That you do not expose yourself so clearly.. 

Those fellows in the mizzen-top up there 
Are peppering rtjund you quite perceptibly. 

Nelson 

Now, Hardy, don’t offend me. They can’t aim ; 

They only set their own rent sails on fire. — 

But if they could, I would not hide a button 
To save ten lives like mine. I have no cause 
To prize it, I assure ’cc. — Ah, look there. 

One of the women hit, — and badly, too. 

Poor wench ! Let some one shift her quickly down. 

H.ardy 

My lord, each humblest sojourner on the seas. 
Dock-labourer, lame longshore-man, bow'ed bargee, 

Sees it as policy to shield his life 

For those dependent on him. Much more, then. 

Should one upon whose priceless presence here 
Such issues hang, so many strivers lean. 

Use average circumspection at an hour 
So critical for us all. 

Nelson 

Ay, ay. • Yes, yes ; 

I know your meaning. Hardy ; and I know 
That you disguise as frigid policy 
What really is your honest love of me. 
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But, faith, I have had my day. My work’s nigh done ; 

I serve all interests best by chancing it 

Here with the commonest. — Ah, their heavy guns 

Are silenced every one ! Thank God for that. 

H.\ri)Y 

’Tis so. They only use their small arms now. 

He goes to larboard to see uhat is progressing on that side between his 
ship and the ■ ‘ tiantisima Trinidad." 

Officer (to a seaman) 

Swab down these stairs. The mess of blood about 
Makes ’em so slippery that one’s like to fall 
In carrying the wounded men below. 

While Captain H.midy is still a little way off, Lord Ni;i.son turns to 
walk aft. when a ball from one of the muskets in the mizzen-top of the 
‘ ' Redoutable " enters his left shoulder. He falls upon his face on the deck. 
Hardy looks round, and sees what has happened. 

Hardy (hastily)' 

Ah — what I feared, and strove to hide I feared ! . . . 

He goes towards Nelson, who in the meantime has been lifted by 
Sergeant-Major Seckek and two seamen. 

Nelson 

Hardy, I think they’ve done for me at last I 
Hardy 

I hope not ! 

Nelson 

Yes. My backbone is shot through. 

I have not long to live. 

The men proceed to carry him below. 

Those tiller ropes 

They’ve tom away, get instantly repaired ! 

At sight of him borne along wounded there is great agitation among th^ 
crew. 

Cover my face. There will no good be done 
By drawing their attention off to me. 

Bear me along, good fellows ; I am but one 
Among the many darkened here to day 1 
He is carried on to the cockpit over the crowd of dead and wounded. 

(To the Chaplain) 

Doctor, I’m gone. I am waste o’ time to you. 
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Hardy (remaining behind) 

Hills, go to Collingwood and let him know 
That we’ve no Admiral here. 

He passes on. 

A Lieutenant 

Now quick and pick him off who did the deed — 

That white-bloused man there in the mizzen-top. 

Pollard, a midshipman (shooting) 

No sooner said than done. A pretty aim 1 

The Frenchman falls dead upon the poop. 

The spectacle seems now to become enveloped in smoke, and the point of 
view changes. 


SCENE III 

THE S.tME. O^T BOARD THE “BUCENTAURE” 

The bowsprit of the French .Wniir.il's sliip is stuck fast in the stern- 
gallery of the “ Santisima Trinidad." the starboard side of the " Bucentaure’ 
being shatteted 1)y shots from two English threc-deckers which axe pounding 
her on that hand. The poop is also reduced to luin by two other English 
ships that are attacking her fioni behind. 

On the quarter-deck are Admiral ViLLF.NEUtE, the Flag-Captain 
Magendie, Lieutenants Daudigvon, Fournier, and others, anxiously 
occupied. The whole crew is in desperate action of battle and stumbling 
among the dead and d) ing, wlio have fallen too rapidly to be carried below. 

ViLLENEUVE 

We shall be crushed if matters go on thus. — 

Direct the “Trinidad” to let her drive. 

That this foul tangle may be loosened clear ! 

D.wdignon 

It has been tried, sir ; but she cannot move. 

ViLLENEUVE 

Then signal to the “ Hero ” that she strive 

Once more to drop this way. 

Magendie 

We may make signs. 

But in the thickened air what signal’s marked ? — 

Tis done, however. 
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ViLLENEUVE 

The “ Redoutable ” 

And “Victory” there, — they grip in dying throes ! 
Something’s amiss on board the English ship. 

Surely the Admiral’s fallen ? 

A Petty Officer 

Sir, they say 

That he was shot some hour, or half, ago. — 

With dandyism raised to godlike pitch 
He stalked the deck in all his jewellery. 

And so was hit. 

M.'VGENDIE 

Then Fortune shows her face ! 

We have scotched England in dispatching him. 

( He watches. ) 

Yes ! He commands no more ; .and Lucas, joying. 

Has taken steps to board. Look, spars are laid. 

And his best men are mounting at his heels. 

A crash is heard; 

ViLLENEUVE 

Ah, God — he is too late 1 Whence came that hurl 
Of heavy grape ? The smoke prevents my seeing 
But at brief whiles. — The boarding band has fallen. 
Fallen almost to a man. — ^’Twas well assayed ! 


Magendie 

That’s from their “ Tto^raire,” whose vicious broadside 
Has cleared poor Lucas’ decks. 

ViLLENEUVE 

And Lucas, too. 

1 see him no more there. His red planks show 
Three hundred dead if one. Now for ourselves ! 

Four of the English three-deckers have gradually closed round the 
" Bucentaiire.'' whose bowsprit still sticks fast in the gallery of the “Sant/sima 
Trinidad." A broadside comes front one of the English, re.suUing in worse 
havoc on the “ Bucentaure.” The main anrl miazen mnsts of tlie latter fall, 
and the boats are beaten to pieces. A raking fire of minskctry follows from 
the attacking ships, to which the ‘‘Bucentaure” heroically continues still to 
keep up a reply. 

Captain Magendie falls wounded. His place is taken by Liecte.\ant 
Daudignon. 
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ViLI.ENEUVE 

Now that the fume has lessened, code my biddance 
Upon our only mast, and tell the r an 
At once to wear, and come into the fire. 

(Aside) If it be true that, as he sneers, success 
Demands of me but cool audacity. 

To-day shall leave him nothing to desire ! 

Musketry continues. D-Vudignon falls. He is removed, his post being 
taken by I.,if.utkn.\nt I’ochnier. Anothei- crash conics, and the deck is 
suddenly encumbered with rigging. 

Fournier 

There goes our foremast ! How for signalling now ? 


Villeneuve 

To tiy that longer, Fournier, is in vain 
Upon this haygaijd, scorched, and ravaged hulk, 
Her decks all reeking with such gory shows. 

Her starboard side in rents, her stern nigh gone 1 
How does she keep afloat ? — 

“ Bucentaure,” O unlucky good old ship 1 
My part in you is played. Ay — I must go ; 

I must tempt Fate elsewhere. — if but a boat 
Can bear me through this wreckage to the van. 


Fournier 

Our boats are stove in, or as full of holes 
As the cook’s skimmer, from their curstd balls 1 

Musketry. Vii.i.enf.uve's Hend-of-StalT, dr Pkigny, falls wounded, 
and many additional men. Virleneuve glances troublously from ship to 
ship of his fleet. 

Villeneuve 


How hideous are the waves, so pure this dawn 1 — 
Red-frothed ; and friends and foes alt mixed therein.-^— 
Can we in some way hail the “Trinidad” 

And get a boat from her ? 


They attempt to attract the attention of the "Santlsima Trinidad” by 
shouting. 


Impossible ; 

Amid the loud combustion of this strife 
As well try holloing to the antipodes I . . . 
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So here I am. The bliss of Nelson’s end 
Will not be mine ; his full refulgent eve 
Becomes my midnight ! Well : the fleets shall see 
That I can yield my cause with dignity. 

The * * Bucentaure " strikes her flag. 

A boat then puts off from the English ship " Conc|ueior,” and Vii.i.f.neuve, 
having surrendered his sword, is taken out from the " Buceutaurc. " But 
being unable to regain her own ship, the boat is picked up by the “Mars." 
and the French Admiral is received aboard her. 

The point of view changes. 


SCENE IV 

THE SAME. THE COCKPIT OF THE “VICTORY” 

A din of trampling and dragging overhead, which is accompanied by a 
continuous ground-bass roar from the guns of the warring fleets, culminating 
at times in loud concussions. The wounded are lying around in rows for 
treatment, some groaning, some silently dying, some dead. The gloomy 
atmosphere of the low-beamed deck is pervaded by a thick haze of smoke, 
powdered wood, and other dust, and is heavy with the fumes of gunpowder 
and candle-grease, the odour of drugs and cordials, and the smell from 
abdominal wounds. 

Nelson, his face now pinched and wan with suffering, is lying undressed 
in a midshipman's berth, dimly lit bj' a lantern. Dr. Beatty, Dr. M.\gsath, 
the Rev. Dr. Scott the Chaplain, Bukke the Purser, the Steward, and a 
few others stand around. 

Magr.ATH (in a low voice) 

Poor Ram, and poor Tom Whipple, have just gone. 

BE-ATTY 

There was no hope for them. 

Nelson (brokenly) 

Who have just died ? 

Beatty 

Two who were badly bit by now, my lord; 

Lieutenant Ram and Mr. Whipple. 

Nelson 

Ah 1— 

So many lives — in such a glorious c.tuso. . . . 

I join them soon, soon, soon I — O where is Hardy r 
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Will nobody bring Hardy to me — none ? 

He must be killed, too. Surely Hardy’s dead? 

A Midshipm-'VN 

He’s coming soon, my lord. The constant call 
On his full heed of this most mortal fight 
Keeps him from hastening hither as he would. 

Nelson 

I’ll wait. I’ll wait. I should have thought of it. 
Presently HAUnv conies down. Nelson and he grasp hands. 

Hardy, how goes the day with us and England ? 
H.vrdy 

Well ; very well, thank God for’t, my dear lord. 
Villeneuve their Admiral has this moment struck, 
And put himself aboard the “ Conqueror.” 

Some fourteen of’their first-rates, or about, 

Thus far we’ve got. The said “ Bucentaure ” chief ; 
The “ Santa Ana,” the “ Redoutable,” 

The “Fougueu.x,” the “Santi'sima Trinidad,” 

“San Augustino,” “San Francisco,” “Aigle”; 

And our old “ Swiftsure,” too, we’ve grappled back, 
To every seaman’s joy. But now their van 
Has tacked to bear round on the “ Victory ” 

And crush her by sheer weight of wood and brass : 
Three of our best I am therefore calling up. 

And make no doubt of worsting theirs, and France. 

Nelson 

That’s well. I swore for twenty. — But it’s well 
Hardy 

We’ll have ’em yet ! But without you, my lord. 

We have to make slow plodding do the deeds 
That sprung by inspiration ere you fell ; 

And on this ship the more particularly. 

Nelson 

No, Hardy. — Ever ’twas your settled fault 
So modestly to whittle down your worth. 
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But I saw stuff in you which admirals need 
When, taking thought, I chose the “ Victory’s ” keel 
To do my business with these braggarts in. 

A business finished now, for me ! — Good friend. 

Slow shades are creeping on me. ... 1 scarce see you. 

Hardy 

The smoke from ships upon our win’ard side, 

And the dust raised by their «orm-eaten hulks, 

When our balls touch ’em, blind the eyes, in truth. 

Nelson 

No ; it is not that dust ; ’tis dust of death 
That darkens me. 

A shock overhead. Hardy goes up. One or two other officers go up, 
and by and by return. 

What was that extra noise ? 

O 

Officer 

The “ Formidable ” passed us by, my lord. 

And thumped a stunning broadside into us. — 

But, on their side, the “ Hero’s ” captain’s fallen ; 

The “ Algeciras ” htis been boarded, too. 

By Captain Tyler, and the captain shot : 

Admiral Gravina desperately hslds out; 

They say he’s lost an arm. 

Nelson 

And we ourselves — 

Who have we lost on board here ? May, but tell me 1 
Beatty 

Besides poor Scott, my lord, and Charles Adair, 
Lieutenant Ram, and Whipple, captain’s clerk. 

There’s Smith, and Palmer, midshipmen, just killed, 

And fifty odd of seamen and marines. 

Nelson 

Poor youngsters 1 Scarred old Nelson joins you soon. 
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And wounded : Bligh, lieutenant ; Pasco, too, 

And Reeves, and Peake, lieutenants of marines, 

And Rivers, Westphall, Bulkeley, midshipmen. 

With, of the crew, a hundred odd just now. 

Unreckoning those late fallen not brought below. 


That fellow in the mizzen-top, my lord, 

Who made it his affair to wing you thus, 

We took good care to settle ; and he fell 

Like an old rook, smack from his perch, stone dead. 

Nelson 

’Twas not worth while! — He was, no doubt, a man 
Who in simplicity and sheer good faith 
Strove but to serve his country. Rest be to him 1 
And may his wife.;, his friends, his little ones. 

If such he had, bo tided through their loss, 

And soothed amid the sorrow brought by me. 

Hardy re-enters. 

Who’s that ? Ah — here you come ! How, Hardy, now ? 
Hardy 

The Spanish .Admiral’s rumoured to be wounded. 

We know not \yith what truth. But, be as ’twill. 

He sheers away with all he could call round. 

And some few frigates, straight to Cadiz port. 

A violent explosion is heard above the confused noises on deck. A mid- 
shipman goes .above and returns. 

Midshipman (in the background) 

It is the enemy’s first-rate, the “ Achille,” 

Blown to a thousand atoms ! — While on fire, 

Before she burst, the captain’s woman there. 

Desperate for life, climbed from the gunroom port 
Upon the rudder-chains ; stripped herself stark, 

And swam for the Pickle’s boat. Our men in charge, 
Seeing her great breasts bulging on the brine. 

Sang out, “A mermaid ’tis, by God ! ” — then rowed 
And hauled her in. — 
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Burke 

Such unhid sights obtrude 

On death’s dyed stage ! 

Midshipman 

Meantime the “ Achille ” fought on, 

Even while the ship was blazing, knowing well 
The fire must reach their powder ; which it did. 

The spot is covered now with floating men. 

Some whole, the main in parts ; arms, legs, trunks, heads, 
Bobbing with tons of timber on the waves, 

And splinters looped with entrails of the crew. 

Nelson (arousing) 

Our course will be to anchor. Let them know. 

Hardy 

But let me ask, my lord, as needs I must, 

Seeing your state, and that our work’s not done, 

Shall I, from you, bid Admiral Collingwood 
Take full on him the conduct of affairs ? 

Nelson (trying to raise himself) 

Not while I live, I hope ! No, Hardy ; no. 

Give Collingwood my order. Anchor all I 

Hardy (hesitating) 

You mean the signal’s to be made forthwith ? 

Nelson 

1 do ! — By God, if but our carpenter 
Could rig me up a jury-backbone now. 

To last one hour — until the battle’s done, 

I’d see to it ! But here I am — stove in — 

Broken — all logged and done for ! Done, ay done 1 

Be \tty (returning from the other wounded) 

My lord, I must implore you to lie calm ! 

You shorten what at best may not be long. 
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NkI-SON (exhausted) 

I know, I know, t;ood Iicatty ! Thank you well 
Hardy, I was impatient. Now 1 am still. 

Sit here a moment, if you have time to spare ? 

Be.ttty and the others retire, and the two aliide in silence, except for the 
trampling overhead and the moans from adjoining berths. Nelson is 
apparently in less pain, seeming to doze. 

Nelson (suddenly) 

What are you thinking-, that you speak no word ? 

H.tRnv (n.aking from a short reverie) 

Thoughts all confused, my lord : — their needs on deck. 
Your own sad state, and your unrivalled past ; 

Mixed up with flashes of old things afar — 

Old childish things at home, down Wessex way. 

In the snug village under Blackdon Hill 

Where I was born. The tumbling stream, the garden, 

The placid look of the grey dial there. 

Marking unconsciously this bloody hour, 

And the red apples on my father’s trees, 

Just now full ripe. 

Nelson 

Ay, thus do little things 
Steal into my mind, too. But ah, my heart 
Knows not your calm philosophy ! — There’s one — 

Come nearer to me. Hardy. — One of all. 

As you well guess, pervades my memory now ; 

She, and my daughter — I speak freely to you. 

’Twas good I made that codicil this morning 
That you and Blackwood witnessed. Now she rests 
Safe on the nation’s honour. . . . Let her have 
My hair, and the small treasured things I owned. 

And take care of her, as you care for me 1 
Hardy promises. 

Nelson (resuming in a mui-mur) 

Does love die with our frame’s decease, I wonder. 

Or does it live on ever ? . . . 

A silence. Beatty reapproaehes. 

H 
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Hardy 

Now I’ll leave, 

See if your order’s gone, and then return. 

Nelson (symptoms of death beginning to change his face) 

Yes, Hardy ; yes ; I know it. You must go. — 

Here we shall meet no moie ; since Heaven forfend 
That care for me should keep you idle now. 

When all the ship demands you. Beatty, too. 

Go to the others who lie bleeding there : 

Them you can aid. Me you can lender none i 

My time hero is the briefest — If I live 

But long enough I’ll anchor. . . . But — too late — 

My anchoring’s elsewhere oidered ! . . . Kiss me, Hardy : 
H\rdy bends o\er him 

I’m satisfied. Thank God, I ha\ e done my duty ! 

H.midy brushes Ins eyes with his hand, and withdiaws to go above 
pausing to look back before he finally disappears. 

BEtTTY (watching Nelson) 

Ah ! — Hush around ! . . . 

He’s sinking. It is but a tiiflc now 
Of minutes with him. Stand you, please, aside. 

And give him air. 

Beatty, the Chaplain, Magrath, the Steward, and attendants continue 
to regard Nelson. Beats v looks at his watch. 

Beatty 

Two hours and fifty minutes since he fell, 

And now he’s going. 

They wait. NlL' y dies. 

ChAPL' N 

Yes. . . . He has homed to where 

There’s no more sea. 

Beatty 

We’ll let the Captain know. 

Who will confer with Collingwood at once. 

I must now tuin to these 

lie goes to another part of tlie cockpit, a midshipman ascends to the deck, 
and the scene overclouds. 
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Chorus ok the Pities (aerial music) 

His iftread •was cut too slowly / When he fell. 

And bade his fame farewell. 

He might have passed, ami shunned his long-drawn pain, 
Endured in vain, in vain 

Spirit of the Years 
Young Spirits, be not critical of That 
Which was befoje, and shall be after you ! 

Spirit of the Pities 
Btit out of tunc the Mode and meriiiess 
That quickens sense in shapes whom, thou hast said, 
Neccssitaiion sways / A life there was 
Among these selfsame frail ones — Sophocles — 

Who visioned it too clearly, even the while 
He dubbed the Will “ the gods.” Truly said he, 

“ Such ^ross injustice to their 07vn creation 
But dens the time with mournfulness for us , . 

And for themselves svith shame.” ^ — Things tneclumized 
By coils and pivots set to foreframed codes 
Would, in a thorough-sphered melodic ride. 

And governance of sweet consistency. 

Be cessed no pain, whose burnings would abide 
With That Which holds responsibility. 

Or inexist. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Yea, yea, yea 1 

Thus would the Mover pay 

The score each puppet owes. 

The Reaper reap what his contrivance sows / 

Why nutke Life debtor when it did not buy t 
Why wound so keenly Bight that it would die ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Hay, blame not 1 For what judgment can ye blame ? — 
Jn that immense unweeting Mind is shown 
One far above forethinking; prdeessive. 

Yet superconscious ; a Clairvoyancy 

That knows not what It kfto^os, yet works therewith.^ 

1 Soph. Tracks 1266-72. 
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Tlie cognisance ye mourn. Life's doom to feel. 

If I repoi-t it meetly, came unmeant. 

Emerging toiili blind gropes from impercipicnce 
By listless sequence — luckless, tragic Chance, 

In your more human tongue. 

Spirit of the Pities 

And hence unneeded 

In the economy of Vitality, 

Which might heme ever kept a sealed cognition 
As doth i)te Will Itself. 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

Nay, nay, nay; 

Your luisty judgments stay. 

Until the topmost cyme 
Have crowned the last entablature of Time. 

O heap not blame on that in-brooding Wills 
Ofause, till all things all their days fulfil 1 


SCENE V 

LONDON. THE GUILDHALL 

A crowd of citizens has g.athered outski • to watch the carriages as they 
drive up and deposit guests invited to the ' .ord Mayor’s banquet, for which 
event the Hail is brilliantly lit within. .. cheer rises when the equipage of 
any popular personage arrives at the do.v. 

First ‘.•izen 

Well, well 1 Nelson is the man who ought to have been 
banqueted to-night. But he is coming to Town in a coach 
different from these I 

Second Citizen 

Will they bring his poor splintered body home ? 

First Citizen 

Yes. They say he’s to be tombed in marble, at St. Paul’s or 
Westminster. We shall see him if he lays in state. It will 
make a patriotic spectacle for a fine day. 
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Boy 

How can you see a dead man, fatber, after so long ? 

First Citizen 

They’ll embalm him, my boy, as they did all the great 
Egyptian admiials. 

Boy 

His lady will be handy for that, won’t she ? 

First Citizen 

Don’t ye ask awkward questions. 

Second Citizen 

Here’s another coming ! 

First Citizen 

That’s my Lord Chancellor Eldon. Wot he’ll say, and wot 
he’ll look 1 — Mr. Pitt will be here soon. 

Boy 

I don’t like Billy. He killed Uncle John’s parrot. 

Second Citizen 

How may ye make that ou^ youngster ? 

Boy 

Mr. Pitt made the war, and the war made us want sailors ; 
and Uncle John went for a walk down Wapping High Street to 
talk to the pretty ladies one evening; and there was a press 
all along the river that night — a. regular hot one — and Uncle 
John was cairied on board a man-of-war to fight under Nelson; 
and nobody minded Uncle John’s pariot, and it talked itself to 
death. So Mr. Pitt killed Uncle John’s parrot ; see it, sir ? 

Second Citizen 

You had better have a care of this boy, friend. His brain is 
too precious for the common risks of Cheapside. Not but what 
he might as well have said Boney killed the parrot when he was 
about it. And as foi Nelson — who’s now sailing shinier seas 
than ouis, if they’ve rubbed Her oflf his slate where he’s gone to, 
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— the French papers say that our loss in him is greater than our 
gain in ships ; so that logically the victory is theirs. Gad, sir, 
it’s almost true ! 

A hurrahing is heard from Cheapside, and the crowd in that direction 
begins to hustle and show excitement. 

First Citizen 

He’s coming, he’s coming ! Here, let me lift you up, my boy.. 
— Why, they have taken out the horses, as I am man alive ! 

Second Citizen 

Pitt for ever ! — ^Why, here’s a blade opening and shutting his 
mouth like the rest, but never a sound does he raise ! 

Third Citizen 

I’ve not too much breath to carry me through my day’s work, 
so I can’t afford to waste it in such luxuries as crj'ing Hurrah to 
aristocrats. If ye was ten yards off y’d think I was shouting as 
loud as any. 

Second Citizen 

It’s a very mean practice of ye to husband yourself at such a 
time, and gape in dumbshow like a frog in Plaistow Marshes. 

Third Citizen 

No, sir; it’s economy; a very necessary instinct in these days 
of ghastly taxations to pay half the annics in Europe ! In short, 
in the words of the Ancients, it -’s scarcely compass-mentas to do 
otherwise I Somebody must s; s something, or the country will 
be as bankrupt as Mr. Pitt himr-cif is, by all account ; though he 
don’t look it just now. 

Pitt's coach passes, drawn by a troop of running men .and boys. The 
Prime Minister is seen within, a thin, erect, up-nosed figure, with a flush of 
excitement on his usually pale face. The vehicle reaches the doorway to the 
Guildhall and halts with a jolt. Pitt gets out shakily, and amid cheeis 
enters the building. 

Fourth Citizen 

Quite a triumphal entry. Such is power ; 

Now worshipped, now accursed 1 The overthrow 
Of all Pitt’s European policy 
When his hired army and his chosen general 
Surrendered them at Ulm a month ago, 

Is now forgotten ! Ay ; this Trafalgar 
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Will botch up many a rag^ged old repute, 

Make Nelson figure as domestic saint 
No less than country’s saviour, Pill exalt 
As zenith-star of England’s firmament, 

And uncursc all the bogglers of her weal 
At this adventurous time. 

Third Citizen 

Talk of Pitt being ill. He looks hearty as a buck. 

First Citizen 

It’s the news — no more. His spirits are up like a rocket for 
the moment. 

Boy 

Is it because Trafalgar is near Portingal that he loves Port 
wine ? 

Second Citizen 

Ah, as I said, friend ; this boy must go home and be care- 
fully put to bed ! 

First Citizen 

Well, whatever William’s faults, it is a triumph for his virtues 
to-night 1 

Pitt having disappeared, the Guildhall doors are closed, and the crowd 
slowly disperses, till in the course of an hour the street shows itself empty 
and dark, only a few oil lamps burning. 

The Scene Opens, revealing the interior of the Guildhall, and the 
brilliant assembly of City m.agnates, Lords, and Ministers seated there, Mr. 
Pitt occupying a chair of honour by the Lord Mayor. His health has been 
proposed as that of the Saviour of England, and dimnk with acclamations. 

Pitt (standing up after repeated calls) 

My lords and gentlemen : — ^You have toasted me 
As one who has saved England and her cause. 

I thank you, gentlemen, unfeignedly. 

But — no man has saved England, let me say : 

England has saved herself, by her exertions : 

She will, I trust, save Europe by her example 1 

Loud applause, during which he sits down, rises, and sits down again. 
The scene then shuts, and the night without has place. 
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Spirit or thr Years 

Those ivords of this man Piit — his last large 'words 
As I may prophesy — Ihat ring to-night 
In their first mintage to the feasters here. 

Will spread sei/h ageing, lodge, and crystallise. 

And stand embedded in the English tongue 
Till it grow thin, outworn, and ceaie to be . — 

So idt ordained by That Which all ordains; 

For words were neater winged laith a pier grace 
Or blent with happier choice of time and place. 

To hold the imagination of this strenuous race. 

SCENE VI 1 
AN INN AT RENNES 

Night. A sleeping-chamber. Two candles are burning near a bed in an 
alcove, and writing-materials are on die table. ^ 

The French admiral, Villeneuve, partly undressed, is pacing up and 
down the room. 

ViLLENEUVE 

These hauntings have at last nigh proved to me 

That this thing must be done. Illustrious foe 

And teacher, Nelson : blest and o\cr blest 

In thy outgoing at the noon of strife 

When glory clasped thee round ; while wayward Death 

Refused my coaxings for the like-timed cal! i 

Yet I did press where thickest missiles fell, 

And both by precept and e.xample showed 
Where lay the line of duty, patriotism, 

And honour, in that combat of despair. 

He sees himself in the glass as lie passes. 

Unfortunate Villeneuve! — ^whom fate has marked 
To suffer for too firm a faithfulness. — 

An Emperor’s chide is a command to die. — 

By him accursed, forsaken by my friend. 

Awhile stem England’s prisoner, then unloosed 
Like some poor dolt unworth captivity, 

Time serves me now for ceasing. Why not cease? . . . 
When, as Shades whisper in the chasmal night, 

1 Tins ^cene is n little antedated) to include If in the Act to which it essentially 
belongs 
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“ Better, far better, no percipience here.” — 

O happy lack, that I should have no child 
To come into iny hideous hciitage. 

And gioan beneath the burden of my name P 

Spirit of the Years 

ril speak. His mood is ripe for such a parle, 

(Sencl'ng a voice into Yillcni.u\e’s ear.) 

Thou dost divine the hour! 

VlLLENEUVE 

But those stern Nays, 
That heretofore were audible to me 
At each unhappy time I strove to pass ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Have been annulkd. The Will grants exit freely; 
Yea, It says “ No-uj.” Therefore make now thy time. 

Spirit of the Pities 

May his sad sunken soul merge into nought 
Meekly and gently as a breeze at er'e! 


VlLLENEUVE 

From skies above me and the air around 
Those callings which so long have circled me 
At last do whisper " Now.” Now it shall be ! 

He seals a letter, and addresses it to his wife ; then takes a dagger from 
his accoutrements that are hanging alongside, and, lying down upon his back 
on the bed, stabs himself determinedly in many places, leaving the weapon 
in the last wound. 

Ungrateful master ; generous foes ; Farewell 1 
ViLLCNi.uvi; dies ; and the scene dtirkens. 


3 “^Qiiel bnnheiir qiie je n’.iic .aucun tiifnit imiir ivciieiilir ninn horrible bdriiagc _et 
qui soil charqd chi poids de mon noni I”— (Eatiact fioni the pot'irnant letter to his wife 
written on this night, — See Lanfrey ui. 374.) 




io6 THE DYNASTS actv 

SCENE VII 

KING GEORGE’S WATERING-PLACE, SOUTH WESSEX 

The interior of the "Old Rooms " Inn. Boatmen and burghers are 
sitting on settles round the tire, smoking and drinking. 

First Burgher 

So they’ve brought him home at last, hey .? And he’s to he 
solemnized with a roaring funeral? 

First Boatman 

Yes, thank God. . . . ’Tis better to lie dry thah wet, if canst 
do it without stinking on the road gravewards. And they took 
care that he shouldn’t. 

Second Boatman 

’Tis to be at Paul’s ; so they say that know And the crew 
of the “ Victory ” have to walk in front, 'and Captain Hardy is to 
carry his stars and garters on a great velvet pincushion. 

First Burgher 

Where’s the Captain now ? 

Second Boatman (nodding in the direction of 
Captfin Hardy’s house) 

Down at home here biding with his own folk a bit. I zid 
en walking with them on the Esplanade yesterday. He looks 
ten years older than he did when he went. Ay — he brought the 
galliant hero home ! 

Second Burgher 

Now how did they bring him home so that he could lie in 
state afterwards to the naked eye 1 

First Boatman 

Well, as they always do, — in a cask of sperrits. 

Second Burgher 

Really, now ! 

First Boatman (lowering his voice) 

But what happened was this. They were a long time coming, 
owing to contrary winds, and the “Victory” being little more 
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than a wreck. And grog ran short, because they’d used near 
all they had to pecklc his body in. So — they broached the 
Adin’l ! 

Second Burghlr 

How ? 

First Boatman 

Well; the plain calendar of it is, that when he came to be 
unhooped, it was found that the crew' had drunk him dry. 
What was the men to do? Broke down by the battle, and 
hardly able to keep afloat, ’twas a most defcnjable thing, and it 
fairly saved their lives. So he was their salvation after death as 
he had been in the fight. If he could have knowed it, ’twould 
have pleased him dow n to the ground ! How ’a w ould have laughed 
through the spigot-hole ; “ Draw on, my hearties ! Better I 
shrivel than you famish.” Ha-ha 1 

Second Burgher 

It may be defendable afloat ; but it seems queer ashore. 

First Boatman 

Well, that’s as 1 had it from one that knows — Bob Loveday 
of Overcombe — one of the “ Victory ” men that’s going to walk 
in the funeral. However, let’s touch a livelier string. Peter 
Green, strike up that new ballet that they’ve lately had prented 
here, and were hawking about town last market-day. 

Second Bo.vtman 

With all my heart. Though my wyndpipe’s a bit clogged 
since the wars have made beer so moital small 1 


SONG 

THE NIGHT OF TRAFALGAR 
I 

In the wild October night-time, when the wind raved round the 
land. 

And the Back-sea t met the Front-sea, and our doors were 
blocked with sand, 

those il.i^s tin 1nii(l*|ieit of the IioiIkiui uljoiniuit this st cne^tvas so li.eined^^ .end 
tit high tideb the ivnscs washed across the isthmus at a point called The Narrows. * 
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And we heard the drub of Dead-man’s Bay, where bones of 
thousands are, 

We knew not wliat the day had done for us at Trafalgar. 

( ^") Had done, 

Had done. 

For us at Trafalgdr ! 


“Pull hard, and make the Nothe, or down we go!” one says, 
says he. 

We pulled ; and bedtime brought the storm ; but snug at home 
slept wc. 

Yet all the while our gallants after fighting through the day, 

Were beating up and down the dark, sou’-west of Cadiz Bay. 

The dark. 

The daik, 

Sou’-west of Cadiz Bay I 

I 

III 

The victors and the vanquished then the storm it tossed and 
tore. 

As hard they strove, those worn-out men, upon that surly shore ; 
Dead Nelson and his half-dead crew', his foes from near and far. 
Were rolled together on the deep that night at Trafalgdr ! 

The deep 
The deep, 

That night at Trafalgdr ! 

The Cloud-curtain draws. 

Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

Meanwhile the month moves on to countcr-deeds 
Vast as the vainest needs ^ 

And JUrcely the predestined plot proceeds. 
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ACT SIXTH 
SCENE I 

THE FIELD OF AUSTERLITZ, THE TRENCH POSITION 

• 'The night is t?ie ist of December following, anti the ca c of the battle. Tlie 
view is from the elevated position of the Emperor's bivouac. The air cuts 
keen and the sky glistens with stars-, but the Iowit levels are covered with a 
white fog stretching like a sea, from which the heights protrude as dusky rocks. 

To the left aie discernible liigh and wootlcd hills. In the front mid- 
distance the plateau of Pratren outstnnds, declining suddenly on the right to 
a low flat country covered with marshes and pools now mostly obscured. 
On the plateau itself are seen innumerable and \ai\ing lights, marking the 
bivouac of the centre divisions of the Austro-Rusti.ui aimy. Close to the 
foreground the flics of the Kiench me burning, suiKaindcd by soldiery. The 
invisible presence of the countless Ihouvands of massed humanity that 
compose the two annics malves itself felt iiidefin.ibly. 

The lent of Napoli'.on liscs nearest at hand, with sentinel and other 
military figures looming around, and saddled hoises held by attendants. 'I'hc 
accents of the Emperor are audible, through the canvas from inside, dictating 
a proclamation. 


Voice of Napoleon 

“ Soldiers, the hordes of Muscovy now face you, 
To mend the Austrian orerthrow at Ulm ! 

But how so ? Are not these the self-same bands 
You met and swept aside at Hollabriinn, 

And whose retreating foims, dismayed to flight, 
Your feet pursued along the trackways here ? 

“Our o^\n position, massed and menacing, 

Is rich in chance for opportune attack ; 

For, say they march to cross and turn our right — 
A course almost their need — their stretching flank 
Will offer us, from points now prearranged ” 

Voice of a Marshal 

Shows it, your Majcslv, the wariness 
That marks your usual far-eyed policy, 

To openly annoance your tactics thus 

Some twelve hours ere their form can actualize ? 
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Voice of Napoleon 

The zest such knowledge will impart to all 
Is worth the risk of leakages. (To Secretary) 

Write on. 

(Dictation resumed) 

“ Soldiers, your sections I myself shall lead : 

But ease j'our minds ivho would expostulate 
Against my undue rashness. If your zeal 
Sow hot confusion in the hostile files 
As your old nuinncr is, and in our rush 
We mingle with our foes, I’ll use fit care. 
Nevertheless, should issues stand at pause 
But for a wink-while, that time you w'ill eye 
Your Emperor the foremost in the shock. 

Taking his risk with etcry ranksman here. 

For victory, men, must be no thing surmised, 

As that which may or may not beam on us, 

Like noontide sunshine on a dubious morn ; 

It must be sure ! — The honour and the fame 
Of Franco’s gay and gallant infantry — 

So dear, so cherished all the Empire through — 
Binds us to compass it ! 

Maintain the ranks ; 

Let none be thinned by impulse or excuse 
Of bearing back the wounded; and, in fine. 

Be every one in this conviction firm : — 

That ’tis our .sacred bond to overthrow 
These hirelings of a country not their own : 

Yea, England’s hirelings, they ! — a realm stiff-steeled 
In deathless hatred of our land and lives. 

“ The campaign closes with this victory ; 

And we return to find our standards joined 
By vast young armies forming now in France. 
Forthwith resistless. Peace establish we, 

Worthy of you, the nation, and of me ! 

“ N.\POl£on.= 

(To his Marshals) 

So shall w'c prostrate these paid slaves of hers— - 
England’s, I mean — the root of all the war. 


ACl- VI 
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Voice of Murat 
The further details sent of Trafalgdr 
Are not assuring 

Voice of Lannes 

What may the details be ? 

Voice of Napolmn (moodily) 

We learn that six-and-twcnty' ships of war, 

During the fight and after, struck their flags. 

And that the tigerish gale throughout the night 
Gave fearful finish to the English rage. 

By luck their Xclson's gone, but gone withal 
Are twenty thousand ptisoners, taken oft 
To gnaw their finger-nails in British hulks. 

Of our vast squadrons of the summer-time 
But rags and splintered remn.ants now remain. — 
Thuswise Villeneuve, poor craven, quitted him ! 

Thus are my projects for the navy damned. 

And England puffed to yet more bonibastry. . 

— Well, well ; I can’t be crery where. No matter ; 
A victory’s brewing here as counterpoise ! 

These water-rats may p.addle in their salt slush. 

And welcome. ’Tis not long they'll have the lead. 
Ships can be wrecked by land ! 

Another Voice 

And how by land, 

Ifour Majesty, if one may query such ? 

Voici: OF NAPOLltON (sardonically) 

I’ll bid all states of Europe shut their ports 
To England’s arrogant bottoms, slowly starve 
Her bloated revenues and monstrous trade. 

Till all her hulls lie sodden in their docks, 

And her grey island eyes in vain shall seek 
One jack of hers upon the ocean plains ! 

Voice of Soult 

A few more master-strokes, your Majesty, 

Must be dealt hereabout to compass .such ! 
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Voice of Napoleon 

God, yes ! — Even here Pitt’s guineas are the foes : 

'Tis all a duel ’twixt this Pitt and me ; 

And, more than Russia’s host, and Austria’s flower, 

I evorj'ivhcre to-night around me feel 
As from an unseen monster haunting nigh 
His counti^’s hostile breath ! — Rut come : to choke it 
By our to-morrow’s feats, which now, in brief, 

I recapitulate. — First Soult will move 
To forward the grand project of the day : 

Namely : ascend in echelon, right to front. 

With Vandamme’s men, and those of Saint Hilaire •. 
Legrand’s division somewhere fuither back — 

Nearly nhereat I place my finger here — 

To be there reinforced by tirailleuis : 

Lannes to the left here, on the Olmiitz road. 

Supported by iilurat’s whole cavalry. 

While in reserve, here, are the grenadiers 
Of Oudinot, the corps of Rernadotte, 

Rivaud, Drouet, and the imperial Guard. 

Marshals’ Voices 

Even as we understood. Sire, and have ordered 
Nought lags but day, to light our victory ! 

Voice of NAPOi.iioN 
Now let us up and ride the bivouacs round. 

And note positions ere the soldiers sleep. 

— Omit not from to-morrow’s home dispatch 
Direction that this blow of Trafalgar 
Be hushed in all the news-sheets sold in France, 

Or, if reported, let it be portrayed 

As a rash fight whereout we came not worst. 

But were so broken by the boisterous eve 
That England claims to be the conqueror. 

There emerge from the tent N.VPOLiCon and the M.rrshals, who all mount 
the horses that are led up, and proceed thiongh the frost and lime towards 
the bivouacs. At the Emperor's approach to the ne.rrest soldiery they 
spi ing up. 

SOLBIER.S 

The Emperor 1 He’s here ! The Emperor’s here J 
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An old Grlnadier (approaching Napoldon familiarly) 

We'll bring thee Russian guns and flags galore 
To celebrate thy coronation-day ! 

They gather into tvitps t!ie i-trnw. hay, ami other litter on which they have 
been lying, and kind. mg the*-!* at the dying fires, \\,tve them as torches. 
This is repeated as eath fire is reached, till the whole French position is one 
wide illuniinatioii. The most enthusiastic of the soldiers follow the Emperor 
in a throng as he progresses, and bis whereabouts in the vast field is denoted 
by their cries. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Strange si/asive pull of personality ! 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits 

His projects they uuknovti, Ms grin tinsee 1 

Chorus of the Pities 

TJuir loyal luckless hearts say blindly — He / 

The night-shades close over. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE RUSSIAN POSITION 

Midnight at the quarters of Fti:t.D-M.\RSil \L Prince KUTifzoF at 
Kresnowitz. .-\u inner ap.titiiient is discovered, roughly adapted as a 
council-room. On a table with c.indtes is unfolded a large map of Austerlitz 
and its environs. 

The Generals are asscnthled in convult.ition round the table, Weirother 
pointing to the map, Ro.v, HtiXHtivni'N, and MilorXdovich standing 

by, DoKiiTORiiK bending over the map, PiisniiouiszEWSKvi indifferently 
walking up and down. KUTtvoF, old and we.vry, with a scarred face and 
only one eye, is seated in a ch.iir at the he.id of the tabic, nodding, waking, 
and nodding again, Some otlicers of lower gr.rde arc in the background, and 
horses in waiting are heard hoofing and champing outside. 

Weirother speaks, referring to memomiida, smifliiig the nearest candle, 
and moving it from place to place on the map as he proceeds 
importantly. 


Weirother 

Now here, our right, along the Olmiitz Road 
Will march and oust our counterfacers there, 

Dislodge them from the Sainton Hill, and thence 
Advance direct to Briinn. — You heed me, sirs ? — 

I This GtmeraVs name slioulil, it is said, be pronounLed in three syllable'., nearly 

Presh-ev'-skv, 


I 
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The ca\-aliy will occupy the plain : 

Our centre and main strength, — you follow me ? — 
Count Langcron, Dokhtorof, with Prschebiszewsky 
And Kollowraih — now on the Pratzen heights — 

Will down and cross the (loldbach rivulet, 

Seize Tilnitz, Kobclnitz, and hamlets nigh. 

Turn the French right, move onward in their rear, 
Cross Schwarsa, hold the great Vienna road : — 

So, with the nightfall, centre, right, and left, 

Will rendezvous beneath the walls of Briinn. 

Langeron (taking a pinch of snuff) 

Good, General ; very good ! — ^if Bonaparte 
Will kindly stand and let you have your way. 

But what if he do not 1 — ^if he forestall 

These sound slow movements, mount the Pratzen hills 

When we descend, fall on our rear forthwith, 

While we go crj'ing for his rear in vain ? 

KUTtizOF (waking up) 

Ay, ay, Weirother j that’s the question — eh f 

Weirother (impatiently) 

If Bonaparte had meant to climb up there. 

Being one so spry and so determinate. 

He would have set about it ere this eve ! 

He has not troops to do so, sirs, I say : 

His utmost strength is forty thousand men. 

Langeron 

Then if so wrak, how can so wise a brain 
Court ruin by abiding calmly here 
The impact of a force so large as ours ? 

He may be mounting up this very hour 1 
What think you. General Milorddovich ? 

MilorAdovich 

I ? What’s the use of thinking, when to-morrow 
Will tell us, with no need to think at all 1 
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Weirotiier 

Pah ! At this moment he retires apace. 

His fires are dark ; all sounds have ceased that way 
Save voice of owl or mongrel wintering there. 

But, weie he nigh, these movements I detail 
Would knock the bottom from his enterprize. 

KutijzOF (rising) 

Well, well. Now this being ordered, set it going. 

One here shall make fair copies of the notes, 

And send them round. Colonel von Toll I ask 
To translate part. — Generals, it grows full late. 

And half-a-dozen hours of needed sleep 

Will aid us more than maps. We now disperse. 

And luck attend us all. Good-night. Good-night. 

The Generals and other officers go out seterally. 

Such plans are — paptr 1 Only to-morrow’s light 
. Reveals the true manccuvre to my sight 1 

He flaps out with his hand all the candles but one or two, slowly walks 
outside the house, and listens. On the high ground in the direction of the 
French lines aie hoard shouts, and n wide illumination grows and strengthens ; 
but the holtous are still mantled in fog. 

Are these the signs of regiments out of heart. 

And beating backward from an enemy ! 

[He remains pondering. 

On the Pratzen heights innnediatcly in fiont there begins a movement 
among the Russians, signifying that the pl.tn which involves desertion of that 
vantage-ground is about to bo put in foicc. Noises of drunken singing arise 
from the Russian lines at various points clscw here. 

Kutuzov re-enters his quarters with a fare of misgiving. 

The night shades involve the whole.* 


SCENE III 

THE SAME. THE FRENCH POSITION 

Shortly before dawn on the morning of the end of December. A white 
frost and fog still picvail in the low-lying are.as ; but overhead the sky is 
clear. A dead silence reigns. 

NAPOLf.o.v, on a grey horse, closely attended by BcRTiiiER, and 
surrounded by M.tnsii.ti.s Soult, Lannes, Murai', and their .aidcs-dc- 

* 111 depicting this scene, tliv iviitei, like others, hns followed witliotit tpiestion the 
MS. of Cniint htingeroii quoted b\ AI. Thiels. Ihit tile singiikir soundness of the 
Count’s own opinion in the eoiisuU.itiuii, as lecouled, suggests that it may have been 
somewhat strengthened on papei at the espense of tli.it of his companions. 
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cnmp, all cloakod, is discernible in the gloom riding do^vn fiom the high 
ground before Bcllouitz, on uhich they ha\e bivouacked, to the \illage of 
Punlowitz on the Gohlbach stream, quite near the fiont of the Russian 
position of the diy btfoie on the Prat/cn ciest The Emperor and his 
companions come to a pause, look, mound and ui^w.ird to the hills, and 
listen. 

NapoltLon 

Their bivouac fires, that lit the top List night, 

Are all extinct 

Lannes 

And hark you. Sire ; I catch 
A sound which, if I cir not, means the thing 
We hate hoped, and hoping, feaiCd fate would not yield ! 

Napoli' ON 

My God, it surely is the tramp of horse 
And jolt of cannon downwaid from the hill 
Towards our right here, by the. swampy Likes 
That face Davout ? Thus, as I sketched, they work 1 

Murat 

Yes 1 They already move upon Tilnitz. 

Napol£on 

Leave them alone 1 Nor stick nor stone we’ll stir 
To interrupt them. Nought that we can scheme 
Will help us like their own staik sightlessness 1 — 

Let them get down to those white lowlands ihete. 

And so far plunge in the level that no skill. 

When sudden vision flashes on their fault. 

Can help them, though despaii -stung, to regain 
The key to mastery held at ycstcrei e 1 

Meantime move onward these divisions heic 
Under the fog’s kind shroud ; descend the slope. 

And cross the stream below the Russian lines : 

There halt concealed, till I send down the w'oid. 

Napoh'on and his staff retire to the hill soiuh-e.ist of Bellow itz as the day 
dawns pallidly. 

'Tib good to get above that limy rlo.ik 
And into cleaner air. It chilled me thiough 

When they re.icli the biininiit they ate o\ci the fng and suddenly the 
sun breaks foith ncliantly to the lift of the Prat/en upland, illiiiiiiiiating tlw 
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ash-hued face of Napoli5on and the faces of those around him. All eyes are 
turned first to the sun, and thence to look for the dense masses of men that 
had occupied the upland the night Ixifore. 

Murat 

I see them not. The plateau seems deserted ! 

Napolicon (exultantly) 

Gone ; verily 1 — Ah, how much will you bid, 

An hour hence, for the coign abandoned now 1 
The battle’s ours. — It was, then, their insh march 
Downwards to Tilnitz and the Goldbach swamps 
Before dawn, that we heard. — No hurry, Lannes ! 

Enjoy this sun, that rests its chubby jowl 
Upon the plain, and thrusts its bristling beard 
Across the lowlands’ fleecy counterpane, 

Peering beneath our broadest hat-brims’ shade. , , . 

Soult, how long hence to win the Pratzen top ? 

* 

SOtILT 

Some twenty minutes or less, your Majesty : 

Our troops clown there, still mantled by the mist, 

Are half upon the way. 

Napoleon 

Good ! Set forthwith 

Vandamme and Saint Hilaire to mount the slopes 

Firing begins in the marsh to the right by Tilnitz .and the pools, though 
the thick air yet hides the operations. 

O, there you are, blind boozy Buxhiivden ! 

Achieve your worst. Davout will hold you firm. 

The head of an aide-dc-camp rises through the fog on that side, and he 
hastens up to NAPOLitoN and his conii>anions, to uhoni the officer announces 
what has happened. D.wout rides off, disappearing legs first into the 
white- stratum that covers the attack. 

Lannes and Murat, you have concern enough 
Here on the left, with Prince Bagration 
And all the Austro-Russian cavalry. 

Haste off. The victory promising to-day 
Will, like a thundcr-clap, conclude the war ! 

The hfarsh.nls with tlicir aides g.dlop away towards their respective 
divisions. Soon tlic two divisions under Soi’I.T are sc('n ascending in close 
column the inclines of the Pratzen height. Thereupon the heads of the 
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Riissi.in centre columns disclose themselves, brcuhing the sky-line of the 
summit from the other side, m a desperate attempt to regain the position 
vaeated by the Russian left. A fieice struggle detelops there taween 
Soult's diiisions and these, uho, despite their taidy attempt to rccoier the 
lost post of dominance, aie piesscd by the I'rench oft the slopes into the 
lowland. 

Semichorus I of the Pities (aerial music) 

O Great Necessi tutor, heed us noiu ! 

If it indeed must be 

That this day Austria smohe with slaughtery. 

Quicken the issue as TJwu knowest hows 
And dull to suffering those whom it befalls 
To quit their lodgment in a flesh that galls ! 

Semichorus II 

If it be in the future human story 
•To lift this man to yet intenser glory. 

Let the exploit be done 
With the least sting, or none, 

To those, his kind, at whose expense such pitch is wont 

Spirit of the Years 
Again ye deprecate the World-SouPs way 
That I so long have told t Then note anew 

{Since ye forget) the ordered potencies. 

Nerves, sinezvs, trajects, eddies, ducts of It 
The Eternal Urger, pressmg change on change. 

At once, as earlier, a preternatural clearness possesses the atmosphere of 
the battle-field, in which the scene becomes anatomi/cd and the living 
masses of humanity transpai nt. The controlling Immanent Will appears 
therein, as .a brain-like netw ik of currents and ejections, twitching, inter- 
penetrating, entangling, an<i .Inustiiig hither and thither the hum.an forms. 

Semichorus i of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

O Inr'xnts, can ye forget 

That things to be were shaped and set 

Ere mortals and this planet met f 

Semichorus II 
Stand ye apostrophising That 
Which, working all, works but ihet'eal 
Like some sublime fermenting-vat 
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Semichorus I 

Heaving throughout its vast content 
With strenuously transmutivc bent 
Though of its aim unsentient ? — 

Semichorus II 

Could ye hacue seen Its early deeds 
Yc would not c>y, as one who pleads 
For quarter^ when a Europe bleeds I 

Semichorus I 

Ere ye, young Pities, had tipgrown 
From out the' deeps where mortals moatl 
Against a ruling not their own. 

Semichorus II 

He of the ‘Years beheld, and we. 
Creation's prentice artistry 
Express in forms that now unbe 

Semichorus I 

Tentative dreams from day to days 
Mangle its types, re-knead the clay 
In some more palpitating ways 

Semichorus II 

Beheld the rarest wrecked amain. 

Whole nigh-petfected species slain 
By those that scarce could boast a brains 

Semichorus I 

Saw ravage, growth, diminish, add. 
Here peoples sane, there peoples mad. 

In choiceless throws of good and bads 

Semichorus II 

Heard laughters at the ruthless dooms 
Which tortured to the eternal glooms 
Quick, quivering hearts in hecatombs. 
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Chorus 

Us Ancients, then, it ill befits 
To quake when Slaughtet^s spectre flits 
Athwart this field of Austerlitz ! 

Shade of the Earth 
Pcun not their yoitng compassions by stick lore, 
But hold you mute, and read the battle yonder : 
Tlu moment marks the dafs catastrophe. 


SCENE IV 

THE SAME. THE RUSS’AN POSITIOX 

It is about noon, and the vital spectacle is now near the village of Tilnitz. 
The fog has dispersed, and the sun shines clrarly, though without v/.irmth, 
the ice on the pools gle.aming under its radi.tncc. 

Gunekal IJuxHdVDKX and his aides-de-camp have reined up, and remain 
at pause on a hillock. The General watches through a glass his batmlions, 
which are still disputing the village. Suddenly ni)pro,tch down the track 
from the upland of Pratzen large companies of Russian inf.intry helter-skelter. 
Count Lwgeron is beheld to be retreating with them ; and soon, pale and 
agitated, he hastens up to General BuxhOvde.n', whose face is flushed. 

Langeron 

While they .are upon us you stay idle here ! 

Prschebiszewsky’s column is distraught and rent, 

And more than h<alf my own made c.aptive ! Ye.a, 

Kreznowitz carried, and Sokolnitz hemmed : 

The enemy's whole strength will stound you soon ! 

Buxiiovden 

You seem to see the enemy everywhere. 

Langeroh 

You cannot see them, be they here or no I 

Buxhovden 

.1 only wait Prschebiszewsky’s nearing corps 

To join Dokhtorof’s to them. Here they come. 

Soui.T, supported by Bebnadotte and OuDiNor, having cleared and 
secured the Pratzen height, his battalions are perceived dcscc nding from it on 
this side, behind DoKirrdnoP'S division, so placing the latter between them- 
selves and the pools. 
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Langeron 

You cannot tell the Frenchmen from ourselves 1 

These are the victors. — Ah — Dokhtdrof — lost ! 

Dokiitohok’s troops arc seen to be retre.itiiig towards the water. The 
watchers stand in painful tenseness. 

Buxhovden 

Dokhtdrof tell to save him as he may ! 

We, Count, must gather up our shaken flesh 

And hurry them by the road through Austerlitz. 

Bu.xiii'iVDEN's regiments and the remains of L.vsgeron’s are rallied and 
collected, and the)’ retreat by way of the hamlet of Aujezd. As they go over 
the summit of a hill nu.xuiivuEN looks back. L.wgcuon's columns, which 
were behind his own, have been cut oft bvV.wn.’vMME’.s division coming down 
from the Pratzen plate.iu. This and some detachments from Dokutorof’s 
column rush towards the Satschan lake and cndc.avour to cross it on the ice. 
It cracks heneath their weight. -At the same moment Napoleon anrl his 
brilliant staff appear on the top of the IVat/cn. 

The Emperor watches the scene with a vulpine smile; and directs a 
battery near at hand to fire down upon the ice on wliich the Russians are 
crossing. A ghastly crash and splashing follows the discharge, the shining 
surface breaking into pieces like a mirror, which fly in all directions. Two 
thousand fugitives arc engulfed, and their groans of despair reach the ears of 
the watchers like lronic,tl huzzas. 

A general flight of the Russian army from wing to wing is now disclosed, 
involving in its current the Emperor Ai.i..': vnder ami ilie Emperor Francis, 
with the reserve, who are seen towards .Xusterlitz ende,ivouring to rally their 
troops in vain. They are swept along by the disordered soldiery. 


SCENE V 

THE .SAME. NEAR THE WINOMILI, OF PAI.ENY 

« 

The mill is about seven miles to the southw.anl, between the French 
advanced posts and the Austrians. 

A bivouac fire is burning. Napol£on, in grey overcoat and beaver hat 
turned up front and back, rides to the spot with Bekthier, Savarv, and 
his aides, and alights. He walks to and fro complacently, meditating or 
talking to Berthier. Two groups of officers, one from each army, stand in 
the background on their respective sides. 

Napoleon 

What’s this of Alexander ? Weep, did he. 

Like his old namesake, but for meaner cause ? 

Ha, ha 1 
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Berthikr 

Word goes, your Majesty, that Colonel Toll, 

One of Field-Marshal Prince Kutiizof’s staff, 

In the retreating swirl ofo\eithrow, 

Found Alexander seated on a stone 
Beneath a leafless roadside apple-tree, 

Out here by Coding on the Holitsch way ; 

His coal-black uniform and snon y plume 
Unmarked, his face disconsolate, his grey eyes 
Mourning in tears the fate of his brave array — 

All flying southward, save the steadfast slain. 

Napoleon 

Poor devil ! — But he’ll soon get over it — 

Sooner than his employers oversea ! — 

Ha ! — this will make friend Pitt and England writhe, 

And cloud somewhat their lustrous Trafalgdr. 

An open carriage approaches from tlie direction of Holitsch, accompanied 
by a small escort of Hungarian guards. Napoi.iCox walks foiuard to 
meet it as it diaws up, and welcomes the Austrian Emperor, who alights, 
lie is wearing a gtey cloak over a white uniform, carries a light walkmg-cane, 
and is attended I',- Phince John of Lichtenstein, Swarzenheko, and 
others. His fri coloured face contrasts strangely w ith the bluish pallor of 
NapoliSon's : I it is now thin and anxious. 

They formal' mbrace. Berthif.r, Prince John, and the rest retire, 
and the two En.. ors are left by themselves before Ihe fire. 

Napoleon 

Here on the roofless ground do I receive you — 

My only mansion for these two months past ! 

Francis 

Your tenancy thereof has brought such fame 
That it must needs be one which charms you, Sire. 

NAPOLIiON 

Good ! Now this war. It has been forced on me 
Just at a crisis most inopportune, 

When all my energies and arms were bent 
On teaching England that her watery tvalls 
Are no defence against the wrath of France 
Aroused by breach of solemn covenants. 
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Francis 

I had no zeal for violating peace 

Till ominous events in Italy 

Revealed the gloomy truth that France aspires 

To conquest there, and undue sovereignty. 

Since when mine eyes have seen no sig'n outheld 
To signify a change of purposings. 

N.vpol£on 

Yet there were terms distinctly specified 
To General Gitilay in November past, 

Whereon I’d gladly fling the sword aside. 

To wit : that hot armigerent jealousy 
Stir us no further on transalpine rule, 

I’d take the Isonzo River as our bounds. 

Francis 

Roundly, that I cede all 1 — .\nd how may stand 
Your views as to the Russian forces here ? 

N.tPOLlfON 

You have all to lose by that alliance, Sire. 

Leave Russia. Let the Emperor Alexander 
Make his own terms ; whereof the first must be 
That he retire from Austrian territory. 

I’ll grant an armistice therefor. Anon 
I’ll treat with him to weld a lasting peace. 

Based on some simple understandings : chief. 
That Russian armies keep to Russian soil, 

And that, moreover, every English keel 
Be locked fiom out the ports of his domain. 
Meanwhile to you I’ll tender this good word : 
Keep Austria to herself. To Russia bound, 

You pay your own costs with your provinces. 

And Alexander’s likewise therewithal. 

Francis 

I see as much, and long h.ave seen it. Sire ; 

And standing here the vanquished, let me own 
What happier issues might have left unsaid : 



124 


HIE DYNASTS 


act VI 


Long, long I ha\c lost the wish to bind mjself 
To Russito puipoiin^s and Russia’s iisks , 

Little dj I count these alliances 

With Row CIS th it haie no substance seizablc ' 

As Ihcj LOinersc they walk away 

An A.US1RIAN OrtiCER 
O strangest scene of an eventful life, 

This junction th U I witness heie to dit I 

An Empeioi — in whose majestic veins 

Aeneas and the pioud Caesman line 

Claim yet to live , and those scaice less icnovvncd. 

The dauntless Hawks’ Hold Counts, of gallantry 

So great in fame one thousand ycais ago — 

To bend vvith defeience and manneis mild 
In talk with this adventunng campaignei, 

Raised but by pikes above the common herd * 

kNornFR Austrtvn OrnciR 
Ay' There be Satschan swamps and Pratzen heights 
In royal lines, as heie at Austeilitz 

The Cmpi-rors again diaw near 

Francis 

Then, to this armistice, which shall be called 
Immediately at all points, I agiee , 

And pledge my vvoid that my august ally 
Accept It likewise, and vvithdiaw his foice 
By daily measuied march to his own realm 

Napoi foN 

For him I take your word And pny believe 
That rank ambitions are youi own, not mine ; 

That though I have postured as your enemy. 

And likewise Alexander’s, we are one 
In mteiesls, have m all things common cause 

One country sows these mischiefs Euiope thiough 
By hei insidious chink of luting oie — 

False fcatuied England, who, to aggiandize 
Her name, hei influence, and hei levcnues, 

Schemes to inipiopiiate the whole woild’s tiade, 

And starves and bleeds the folk of other lands. 
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Her rock-rimmed situalion walls her off 

Like a slim selfish mollusk in its shell ■ 

From the wide views and fair fraternities 
Which on the mainland we reciprocate, 

And quicks her quest for profit in our woes ! 

Francis 

I am not competent, your Majesty, 

To estimate that country’s conscience now. 

Nor to engage on my allj-’s behalf 

That English ships be shut from Russian trade. 

But Joyful am I that in all things else 
My promise can be made ; and that this day 
Our conference ends in friendship and esteem. 

Napoleon 

I will send Savary at to-morrow’s blink 
And make all lucid to the Empeior. 

For us, I wholly can avow as mine 
The cordial spirit of your Majesty. 

They retire towards the carriage of Fr ANTIS. BerthieR, S.AVARY, 
Lichtenstein, and tliu suite of officers adiwuce from the background, and 
with mutual gestures of courtesy and amirabic leave-takings the two Empcrois 
part eompany. 

Chorus of the Pities (aerial music) 

Each for himself, his family, his heirs; 

For the nmn lucltcring natiosis who concerns, who cares f 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits 
A pertinent query, in truth I — 

But spoil not the sport by your ruth ; 

’ Tis enough to make half 
Yonder zodiac laugh 
When rulers begin to allude 
To their lack of ambition. 

And strong opposition 
To all but the general good I 

Spirit of the Years 

Iftidi levities. Events press : turn ye westward, 

A nebulous curtain draws slowly across. 
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SCENE VI 

SHOCKERWICK HOUSE, NEAR BATH 

The interior of the Picture Galleiy. Enter Wiltshire the owner, and 
Pitt, who looks emaciated and walks feebly. 

Wiltshire (pointing to a portrait) 

Now here you have the lady we discussed : 

A fine example of his manner, sir ? 

Pitt 

It is a fine example, sir, indeed, — 

With that transparency amid the shades, 

And those thin blue-green-greyish leafages 
Behind the pillar in the background there. 

Which seem the leaves themselves. — Ah, this is Quin. 
(Moving to another picture. ) 

Wiltshire 

Yes, Quin. A man of varied parts, though rough 
And choleric at times. Yet, at his best. 

As Falstaff, never matched, they say. But I 
Had not the fate to see him in the flesh. 

Pitt 

Churchill well carves him in his “ Characters " : — 

“ His eyes, in gloomy socket taught to roll. 

Proclaimed the sullen habit of his soul. 

In fancied scenes, as in Life’s real plan. 

He could not for a moment sink the man : 

Nature, in spite of ail his skill, crept in ; 

Horatio, Dorax, FalstaflT — still ’twas Quin.” 

— He was at Bath when Gainsborough settled there 
In that house in the Circus which we know. — 

I like the portrait much. — The brilliancy 
Of Gainsborough lies in this his double sway : 

Sovereign of landscape he ; of portraitme 
Joint monarch with Sir Joshua. . . . Ah? — that's — ^liarkl 
Is that the patter of a horse’s hoofs 
Along the road ? 
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Wiltshire 

I notice nothing, sir, 

Pitt 

It is a gallop, growing quite distinct. 

And — can it be a messenger for me ! 

Wiltshire 

I hope no ugly European news 
To stop the honour of this visit, sir! 

They listen. The gallop of the horse grows louder, and is checked at the 
door of the house. There is a hasty knocking, and a courier, splashed with 
mud from hard riding, is shown into the gallery. He presents a dispatch to 
Pitt, who sits down and hurriedly opens it. 

Pitt (to himself) 

0 heavy news indeed 1 . . , Disastrous ; dire 1 

He appears overcome as ho sits, and covers his forehead v/ith his band. 

Wiltshire 

1 trust you are not ill, sir ? 

Pitt (after some moments) 

Could I have 

A little brandy, sir, quick brought to me ? 

Wiltshire 
In one brief minute. 

Brandy is hi ought in, and PiTT takes it. 

Pitt 

Now leave me, please, alone. I’ll call anon. 

Is there a map of Europe handy here ? 

Wiltshire fetches a map from the library, and spreads it before the 
minister. Wiltshire, courier, and servant go out. 

O God that I should live to see this day I 

He remains awhile in a profound reverie ; then resumes the reading of the 
dispatch. 

“ Defeated — the Allies — quite overthrown 
At .^.uslerlitz — ^last week.” — Where’s Austerlitz ? 

— But what avails it where the place is now ; 

'What corpse is curious on the longitude 
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And situation of his cemetery ! . . . 

The Austrians and the Russians overcome, 

That \ ast adventuring army is set free ' 

To bend unhindered strength against our strand. . . . 

So do my plans through all these plodding years 
Announce them built in vain ! 

His heel on Europe, monarchies in chains 
To France, I am as though 1 had never been ! 

He gloomily ponders the dispatch and the map some minutes longer. At 
last he rises with difficulty, and rings the tell. 

A servant enters. 

Call up my carriage, please you, now at once ; 

And tell your master I return to Bath 
This moment — I may want a little help 
In getting to the door here. 

Servant 

Sir, I will. 

And summon you my master instantly. 

He goes out and re-enters with Wiltshike. Pitt is assisted from the 
room, 

Pitt 

Roll up that map. ’Twill not be needed now 
These ten years 1 Realms, laws, peoples, dynasties. 

Are churning to a pulp within the maw 
Of empire-making Lust and personal Cain ! 

[Exeunt Pitt, Wiltshire, and servant ; and in a few minutes 
the carriage is heard driving off, and the scene closes. 


SCENE VII 

PARIS. A STREET LE.ADING TO THE TUILERIES 

It is night, and the dim oil lamps reveal a vast concourse of citizens of 
both sexes around the Paiace gates and in the neighbouring thoroughfares. 

Spirit of the Years (to the Spirit of Rumour) 

Thou mayst descend and join this croud auhiie. 

And speak wiiat things shall come into thy mouth. 
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Spirit Sinistkr 

ril harken! I woii!dn't miss it for the groans of another 
Austerlits 

The Spiiit of Rumour enters on the scene in the disguise of a. young 
foreigner. 

Spirit (to a street-woman) 

Zady, a late hour this to be afoot ! 

Woman 

But such is meet in gallant dames like me, 

For now He neais ! — after a thiee months’ whirl 
Of victories won on fields whose homely names 
Had never swept the ear of mortal man 
Beyond the haunts of neighbour peasantry ; 

But, cymballed now by deathless deeds, become 
Familiar rhythms in remotest homes ! 

SPIRIT 

Rare J To it again. 1 could give heed all night. 

Woman 

Poor profit, then, to me from my true trade. 

Wherein hot competition is so rife 
Already, since these victories brought to town 
So many foreign jobbers in my line. 

That I’d best hold my tongue fiom praise of fame ! 
However, one is caught by popular zeal. 

And though five midnights have not brought a sou, 

I, too, chant fubilaie like the rest. — 

In courtesies have haughty monarchs vied 
Towards the Conqueror ! who, with men-at-arms 
One quarter theirs, has vanquished by his nerve 
Vast musterings four-hundred-thousand strong. 

And given new tactics to the art of war 
Unparalleled in Europe’s history I 

Spirit 

What man is this, whose might thou blazonest so — 

Who makes the earth to tremble, shakes old thrones. 

And turns the plains to wilderness ? 
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Woman 

Dost ask 

As ignorant, yet asking can define ? 

What mean you, traveller ? 

Spirit ’ 

/ am a stranger here, 

A wandeiing luight, whose life has not been spent 
This side the globe, though I can speak the tongue. 

Woman 

Your air has truth in’t ; but your state is strange ! 
Had I a husband he should tackle thee. 

Spirit 

Dozens thou hast had — batches more than she 
Samaria knew, if now thou hast not one ! 

Woman 

Wilt take the situation from this hour? 

Spirit 

Thou know'st not what thy frailty asks, good dame: 
Woman 

Well, learn in small the Emperor’s chronicle. 

As gleaned from what my soldier-husbands say : — 
Some five-and-forty standards of his foes 
Are brought to Paiis, borne triumphantly 
In proud procession through the surging streets. 
Ever as brands of fame to shine aloft 
In dim-lit senate-halls and city aisles. 

SPIRIT 

Fair Munich sparkled with festivity 
As there awhile he tarried, and was met 
By the gay fosiphine your Empress here . — 

There, too. Engine — 

Woman 

Napoleon’s stepson he 


ACT VI 
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Si'iKir 

Received for gift the Iwmi of fair Rrnuess 
Augusta {daug/itei of Ravar/a’s trowu, 

Forced from her plighted iiotli to Baden's heir), 

Ami, to complete his honounng, -uas hailed 
Successor to the thi-one of Italy. 

Woman 

How know you, eie this news has got abroad ? 

Spirit 

Channels have I the common people lack . — 

There, on the nonce, the foie named Baden prince 
JVas joined to Stephanie Beauharnais, her 
1 1 ho stands as daughter to the man we wait. 

Some say as more. 

Woman 

They do ? Then such not L 
Can revolution's dregs so soil thy soul 
That thou shouldst doubt the eldest son thereof? 

Tis dangerous to insinuate nowadays 1 

Spirit 

Right! Lady many-poused, more charily 
Upbrims in thee than in some loftier ones 
IVho would not name thee with their while-washed 
tongues . — 

Enough. lam one whom, didst thou know my name. 
Thou would' st not giudge a claim to s/eak his mind. 

Woman 

A thousand pardons, sir. 

Spirit 

Resume thy tale 

If so thou wishesi. 

Woman 

Nay, but j'ou know best 

Spirit 

How laurelled progress through afplauding crowds 
Have mark'd his journey home. Hoso Strashurg town, 
Stuttgart, Carlsruhe, acclaimed him like the rest ; 
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How pageantry would here have welcomed him. 

Had not his speed ouistript intelligence. 

— Now will a glimpse of him repay thee. Hark! 

Shouts arise and incicasc in the distance, announcing Bonaparte’s 
approach. 

Well, Buonapartd has revived by land. 

But not by sea. On that thwart element 
Never will he incorporate his dream. 

And float as master ! 

Woman 

What shall hinder him ? 

Spirit 

That which has hereto. England, so to say. 

Woman 

But she’s in straits. She’s lost her Nelson now, 

(A worthy man : he loved a woman well !) 

George drools and babbles in a darkened room ; 

Her heaven-born Minister declines apace ; 

All smooths the Emperor’s sway. 

Spirit 

Tales have two sides. 

Sweet lady. Vamped-iip versions reach thee here . — 

That Atisterlitz was lustrous none ignora. 

But would it shock thy garrulousncss to know 
TJuit the true measure of this TrafalgAr — 

Utter defeat, ay, Frances naval death — 

Your Emperor bade be hid? 

Woman 

The seer’s gift 

Has never plenteously endowed me, sir, 

As in appearance you. But to plain sense 
Things seem as stated. 

Spirit 

Wdll let seeinings be . — 

But know, these English take to liquid life 
Right paily — nursed therefor in infancy 
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By ritnes and rains nfhich creep into their blood. 

Till like seeks like. The sea is their dry land. 

And, as on cobbles you, they wayfare tlure. 

Woman 

Heaven prosper, then, their watery wa5faiings 
If they'll leave us the land ! — ("Ihc ImpciLd carriage appears.) 
The Emperor I — 

Long live the Empcior! — He’s the best by hind. 
Box.VP.IHTE’s carri.ige .ini\e.s. uithout an cscoit. The slieet lamps shine 
in, and reveal the Empress lO'-MMiiNr sc.iieil be-side him. The plaudits of 
the people grow boisterous .is they h.iil him Victor of Aiisterlitr. The more 
active run after the carriage, \Uiieh tuins in fioin the Rue St. Honors to the 
Carrousel, and thence vanishes into the Couit of the Tuileries. 

Wo.MAN 

May all success attend his next exploit I 

Spirit 

Namely ; to put the knife in England's trade. 

And teach her treaty-manners — if he cant 

WO.MAN 

I like not your queer knowledge, creepy man. 

There’s weirdness in your air. I’d call you ghost 
Had not the Goddess Reason laid all such 
Past iSIother Church’s cunning to restore. 

— Adieu. I’ll not be yours to-night. I’d starve first ! 

She uithdraws. The crowd wastes away, and the Spirit vanishes. 


SCENE VIII 

PUTNEY. BOWLING GREEN HOUSE 

Pitt's bedchamber, from the landing without. It is afternoon. At the 
back of the room as seen through the doonvay is a curtained bed, beside 
which a woman sits, the Lady Hester Stanhope. Bending over a table 
at the front of the room is Sir 'Walter Farquhar, the physician. 
Parslow the footman and another servant are near the door. 

Tomline, Bishop of Lincoln, enters. 

Farquhar (in a subdued voice) 

I grieve to call your lordship up again. 

Hut symptoms lately have disclosed themselves 
That mean the knell to the frail life in him. 
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And \\liatsoc\ei things of giavity 
It ma) be needful to communicate, 

Let them be spoken non Time may not sene 
If the\ be much delajed 

TottLiNL 

Ah, stands it thus ^ 

The name of his disease is — Austeihtz * 

His Idiom’s insciiption has been Austeiht/ 

From that dire moining in the month just past 
When tongues of rumoui tManged the Moid acioss 
From Its hid nook on the AIoi i\ian plains 

Farquh \1v 

And yet he might have boinc it, had the weight 
Of goteinmental shackle^ been unci ispcd. 

Even partly, fiom his limbs last Lammastide, 

When that despaiimg jouinej to the King 
At Gloucester Lodge by Wcssca shoie was made 
To beg such But lelief the King lefused 
“Why Mant )ou Foa? What — Giemille and his 
fi lends "> ” 

He harped “You aie sufficient without these — 

Rathei than Fox, why, give me cimI wat •” 

And fibie that would rathei snap than shiink 
Held out no longei Now the upshot ncais 
Lady Hrsxrk Stanhopi turns her head and comes forward 

Lady Hestj r 

I am grateful you are here again, good friend ' 

He’s sleeping some light seconds , but once moie 
Has asked for tidings of Lord Haiiowby, 

And murmured of his mission to Berlin 
As Euiope’s haggard hope, if, suie, it be 
That any hope remain ' 

Tomline 

Theie’s no news xet — 

These seveial days while I haie been sitting by him 
He has inquired the quartci of the wind. 

And wheie that moment beaked the stable rock 
When 1 s ud “ L ist,” he answcicd “ 1 h it is well ' 

Those aie the biee/es thit will speed him home 
So cling his heail stiings to his countiy s cause. 
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Farquiiar 

I fear that Wellesley’s visit here by now 

Strung him to tensest strain. He quite broke down, 

And has fast faded since. 

L,\dv IlKsriiR 

Ah ! now he wakes. 

Please come and speak to him as you would wish 

(to Tomline). 

L.tDV Hester, Tomi.ive, and FARQuii.tR retire behind the bed, where 
in a short time t oicos are heard in pra)'er. Afterwards the Bishop goes to a 
writing-table, and L\dy Hester comes to tlie doorway. Steps are heard 
on the stairs, and Pi r r's friend Rosfc, the President of the Board of Trade, 
appears on the landing and makes inquiries. 

L.\dy Hester (whispering) 

He wills the wardenry of his affairs 

To his old friend the Bishop. But his words 

Bespeak too much anxiety for me, 

And underrate his services so far 
That he has doubts if his high deeds deserve 
Such size of recognition by the State 
As would award slim pensions to his kin. 

He had been fain to write down bis intents, 

But the quill dropped from his unmuscled hand. — 

Now his friend Tomline pens what he dictates 
And gleans the lippings of his last desires. 

Rose an.] Ltny Hes'ilr turn. They see the Bishop bending over the 
bed with a sheet of paper on which he h.as previously been writing. A little 
later he dips a quill and holds it within the licd-curtain, spreading the paper 
beneath. A thm white hand emerges from behind the curtain and signs the 
paper. The Bishop beckons forwai^ the two servants, who also sign. 

Farquhar on one side of the bed, and Tomline on the other, are 
spoken to by the dying man. The Bishop afterwards withdraws from the 
and comes to the landing whore the others are. 

Tomline 

A list of his directions has been drawn, 

•And feeling somewhat more at mental case 
He asks .Sir W.-iltcr if be has long to live. 

Farquhar just answered, in a soothing tone. 
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That hope still frailly breathed recovery. 

At this my dear friend smiled and shook his head, 

As if to say : “ I can tianslate your words, 

But I reproach not friendship’s lullabies.” 

Rose 

Rest he required ; and rest was not for him. 

Farquhak comes fonvard as they wait. 

Farquhar 

His spell of concentration on these things. 

Determined now, that long have wasted him. 

Have left him in a numbing lethargy. 

From which I fear he may not rouse to strength 
For speech with earth again. 

Rose 

But hark. He does. 

They listen. 

Pitt 

My country 1 How I leave my country 1 . . . 

Toailine 

Ah,— 

Immense the matter those poor words contain 1 
Rose 

Still does his soul stay wrestling with that theme, 

And still it will, even semi-consciously, 

Until the drama's done. 

They continue to converse by the doorway in whispers. Pitt sinks 
slowly into a stupor, from which he never awakens. 

Spirit of the Pities (to the Spirit of the Years) 

Do you intend to speak to him ere the close ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay, I Jurve spoke too often I Time and time. 

When all Earth's light has lain on the nether side. 

And yapping midnight winds have Icapg on roofs. 

And raised for him an evil harlequinade 
Of sHitional disasters in long train, 
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That tortured him luith hatroxoing grimace. 
Have I communed •tinih that intelligence. 

N01V J loould leave him to pass out in peace. 
And seek the silence unperturbedly. 

Spirit Sinister 

Even Its official Spirit can show ruth 
At nuin's fag end, when his destruction's sure ! 

Spirit of the Years 

It suits us ill to cavil each with each. 

I might retort. I only say to thee 

Its slaves we are ; Its slaves must ever be 1 

Chorus (aerial music) 

Yea, from the Void we fetch, like these. 

And tarry till That please 
To null us by Whose stress we emanate . — 

Our incorporeal sense, 

Our overseeings, our supernal state. 

Our readings Why and Whence, 

Are but the flower of Man’s intelligence; 

And that but an unreckoned incident 
Of the all-urging Will, raptly magnipotent. 


A gauze of shadow overdraws. 
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I. Phantom Intelligences 


[The Ancient Spiuit of the 
■I Yeaks. 

(chohus of the Yeaks. 

( The Spirit of the Pities. 
Chorus of the Pities. 

[Spirits Sinister and Ironic. 

•I Choruses of Sinister and 
( Ironic Spirits. 


/The Spirit of Rumour. 

\ Chorus of Rumours. 

The Shade of the Earth. 

I Spirit-Messengers 

Recording Angels. 


II. Persons 

The neme*^ printed in italics are those of mute figures. 


MEN 
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The Prince or Wales, afteTwtinls 
Prince Regent. 

Tht Royal Dukes. 

Fox. 

Perceval. 

Castlereagh. 
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Sir Arthur Wellestey, aftermasrds 
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Spanish 

Deputies 
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Metternicii. 
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The Emperor Alexander. 
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WOMEN 


Caroline, Princess of Wales. 
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Ladies of the Austrian Court. 


The Empress-Mother of Russia. 
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SCENE I 

LONDON. lOXb LODGINGS, ARLINGION STREET 

Fox, the Foreign bccietary in the new hlmistiy of All-the-Talents, sits at 
a table writing. He is a stout, swat thy man, with shaggy eyebrows, and bis 
breathing is somewhat obstructed. His clothes look as though they bad been 
slept in. TKOTrLK, his pru.ate secretary,' is wilting at another table near. 

A servant enters 


Servant 

Another stranger pi esses to see you, sir. 

Fox (without laising his eyes) 

Oh; anothei. Whats he like? 

Servant 

A foreigner, sir ; though not so out-at elbows as might be 
thought fiom the denomination. He says he’s fiom Giavesend, 
having lately left Pans, and that you sent him a passpoit. He 
comes with a police-officer. 

Fox 

Ah, to be suie. I remember. Bring him- in, and tell the 
ofiicer to wait outside. (Servant goes out ) Trotter, will you leave 
us for a few minutes ? But be within hail. 

The seci ttan i ctii cs, and the sen'ant shows in a man who calls himself 
Goilli I DC Gi Mill I II M — .r mil. thin figiiie of thiity, with restless daik 
eyes. The dooi being shut behind him, he is left .done with the minister 
Fox points to a seat, leans back, and surveys his visitor. 
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GEVRlLLlfeRE 

Thanks to you, sir, for this high privilege 
Of hailing England, and of entering here. 
Without a fore-extended confidence 
Like this of yours, my plans would not have sped. 
(A pause. ) 

Europe, alas 1 sir, has her waiting foot 
Upon the sill of further slaughter-scenes I 


Fox 

I fear it is so ! — In your lines you wrote, 

I think, that you are a true Frenchman born ? 


Gevrilliere 


I 


did, sir. 


Fox 

How contrived you, then, to cross ? 


Gevrilliere 

It was from Embden that I shipped for Gravesend, 
In a small sailer called the “Toby,” sir, 

Masked under Prussian colours. Embden I reached 
On foot, on horseback, and by sundry shifts. 

From Paris over Holland, secretly. 


Fox 

And you are stored with tidings of much pith, 
Whose tenour would be priceless to the state ? 

Gevrilliere 

I am. It is, in brief, no more nor less 
Than means to mitigate and even end 
These welfare-wasting wars ; ay, usher in 
A painless spell of peace. 


Fox 

Prithee speak on. 

No statesman can desire it more than I. 


GeVRILLiErE (looking to see that the door is shut) 
No nation, sir, can live its natural life. 

Or think its thoughts in these days unassailed. 

No crown-capt head enjoy tranquillity. 
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The fount of such high spiing-tide of disorder, 
Fevered disquietude, and forceful deatli, 

Is One,— a single man. He — need I name / — 
The ruler is of France. 

Fox 

Well, in the past 

I fear that it has looked so. But we see 
Good reason still to hope that broadening views. 
Politer wisdom, now is helping him 
To saner guidance of his arrogant car. 

Gevrilliere 

The generous hope will never be fulfilled ! 

Ceasing to bluff, then ceases he to be. 

None sees that written largelier than himself. 

Fox 

Then what may be the valued revelation 
That you can unlock in such circumstance ? 

Sir, I incline to spell you as a spy. 

And not the honest help for honest men 
You gave you out to be 1 

Gevrilliere 

I beg you, sir. 

To spare me that suspicion. Never a thought 
Could be inoie g^roundless. Solemnly I vow 
That notwithstanding what his signals show 
The Emperor of France is as I say. — 

Yet bring I g'ood assurance, and declare 
A medicine for all bruised Europe’s sores 1 

Fox (impatiently) 

Well, parley to the point, for I confess 

No new negotiation do I note 

That you can open up to work such cure. 

Gevrilliere 

To speak then to the point permit me, sir : — 

The sovereign lemedy for an ill effect 
Is the extinction of its evil cause. 

.L 
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Safely and surely how to compass this 
I have the weighty honour to disclose, 

Certain immunities being guaranteed 

By those your power can influence, and yourself. 

Fox (astonished) 

Assassination ? 

GEVRILLItKK 

I care not for names ! 

A deed’s true name is as its purpose is. 

The lexicon of Liberty and Peace 
Defines not this deed as assassination ; 

Though maybe it is writ so in the tongue 
Of courts and universal tyranny. 

Fox 

Why brought you this proposal here to me ? 
GEVRIU.ltRE 

My knowledge of your love of things humane. 

Things free, things fair, of truth, of tolerance, 

Right, justice, national felicity. 

Prompted belief and hope in such a man ! — 

The matter is by now well forwarded, 

A house at Plassy hired as pivot-point 
From which the sanct intention can be worked, 

•And soon made certain. To our good allies 
No risk attaches ; merely to ourselves. 

Fox (touching a private bell) 

Sir, your unconscienced hardihood confounds me 
And your mind’s measure of my character 
Insults it sorely. By your late-sent lines 
Of specious import, by your bland address, 

■ I have been led to prattle hopefully 
With a cut-throat confessed ! 

The head constable and the secretary enter at the same moment. 

Ere vi'orse befall. 

Sir, up and get you gone most dexterously ! 

Conduct this man ; lose ne\ er sight of him (to the officer) 
Till haled aboard some anchor-weighing craft 
Bound to remotest co.asts from us and France. 
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GevrilliLre (unmoved) 

How you may handle me concerns me little. 

The project will as roundly ripe itself 
Without as with me. Trusty souls remain, 

. Thouyh my far bones bleach while on austral shores ! — 

I thank you for the audience. Lonfj ere this 
I might have reft your life ! Ay, notice here — 

(He produces a d-aggcr; which is snatched from him.) 

They need not have done that ! Even had you risen 
To wrestle with, insult, strike, pinion me. 

It would have lain unused. In hands like mine 
And my allies', the man of peace is safe, 

Treat as he may our corporal tenement 
In his misreading of a moral code. 

[Exeunt GEVKiLLikKE and the constable. 

Fox 

Trotter, indeed you well may stare at me 1 
I look warm, eh ? — and I am windless, too ; 

I have sufficient reason to be so. 

That dignified and pensive gentleman 
Was a bold bravo, waiting for his chance. 

He sketched a scheme for murdering Bonaparte, 

Either — as in my haste I understood — 

By shooting from a window as he passed, 

Or by some other wry and stealthy means 
That haunt sad brains which brood on despotism, 

But lack the tools to justly cope therewith 1 . . . 

On later thoughts I feel not fully sure 
If, in my ferment, 1 did right in this. 

No ; hail at once the man in charge of him, 

And give the word that he is to be detained. 

The secretary goes out. Fox walks to the window in deep reflection till 
the seerfetary returns. 

Secretary 

I was in time, sir. He has been detained. 

Fox 

Now w hat docs strict state-honour ask of me — 

No Ips-. than that I bare this poppling jdot 
To the French ruler and our fiercest foe 1 — 
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Maybe ’twas but a hoax to pocket pay ; 

And yet it can mean more . . . 

The man’s indifference to his own vague doom 
Beamed out as one exalted trait in him, 

And showed the altitude of his rash dream ! — 
Well, now I’ll get me on to Downing Street, 

There to draw up a note to Talleyrand 
Retailing him the facts. — What signature 
Subscribed this desperate fellow when he wrote ? 

Secretary 

“Guillet de la Gevrilliere.” Here it stands. 

Fox 

Doubtless it was a false one. Come along. 
(Looking out of the window.) 

Ah — ^here’s Sir Francis Vincent : he’ll go with us. 
Ugh, what a twinge ! Time signals that he draws 
Towards the twelfth stroke of my working-day ! 

I fear old England soon must voice her speech 
With Europe through another mouth than mine ! 

Secretary 

I trust not, sir. Though you should rest awhile. 
The very servants half are invalid 
From the unceasing labours of your post, 

And these cloaked visitors of every clime 
That market on your magnanimity 
To gain an audience morning, night, and noon, 
Leaving you no respite. 

Fox 

’Tis true ; 'tis true. — 
How I shall love my summer holiday 
At pleasant Saint-Ann’s Hill ! 

He leans on the secretary's arm, and they go out. 
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SCENE II 

THE ROUTE BETWEEN LONDON AND PARIS 

A \iew now nocturnal, now dmrn.iI, from on high over the Straits of 
Dover, and stretehing from eity to cit}'. By night Pans and London seem 
each as a little swarm of lights suirounded by a halo ; by day as a eonfused 
glitter of white and grey. The Channel between them is as a mirror 
reflecting the sky, bi ightly or f.iintly, as the hour may be. 

Spirit of the Pities 

What mean these comiers shooti/ig shuttlewise 
To Paris and to London, turn and turn f 

Ru.mours (chanting in antiphons) 

I 

The aforesaid tidings from the minister, spokesman in England's 
cause to states afar. 


II 

Traverse the toaters borne by one of suehj and thereto Bonaparte's 
responses are : 


I 

“ The principles of honour and of truth which ever actuate the 
sendeps mind 


II 

"Herein are written largely ! Take our thanks; we read that 
this conjuncture undesigned 

I 

“ Unfolds felicitous means of slurwing you that still our eyes art 
set, as yours, on peace, 

II 

“ To which great end the Treaty of Amiens must be the ground- 
work of our amities.” 

I 

From London then ; “ The path to amity the King of England 
studies to pursue ; 
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“ With litmia hand' in hand he is yours to close the long con- 
vulsions thrilling Europe through^ 

I 

Still fare the shadowy missioners ac7-oss, by Dover-road and 
Calais Channel-track, 

II 

From Thames-side towers to Paris palace-gates s from Paris 
leisurely to London back. 


Till thus speaks France; ‘'Much grief it gives ur that, being 
pledged to treat, otu Emperor with one King, 

II 

" You yet luive struck a jarring counternote and tone that keys 
not with such promising. ' 

I 

“ In these last words, then, of this pregnant park ; I trust I may 
persuade your Excellen<y 

II 

“ Tluit in no circumstance, on no pretence, a party to our pact can 
Russia be.” 


Spirit Sinister 

Fortunately for the sncmufacture of corpses by machinery 
NapoUon sticks to this veto, and so wards off the awkward 
catastrophe of a general peace descending upon Europe. Nm 
England. 

Rumours (continuing) 

I 

Thereon speeds down through Ke/it and Picardy, evetily as some 
southing sky-bird’s shade ; 

II 

“ We gather not from your Imperial lines a reason why our 
words should be reweighed. 
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I 

“ We hold to Russiit not as our ally that is to be : she stands full- 
pUghled so; 

II 

“ Thus trembles peace upon this balance-point : will you that 
Russia be let in or no ?” 

I 

Then France rolls out rough words across the strait: “ To treat 
with you confederate with the Tsar, 

II 

‘‘Presumes us sunk in sloughs of shamefulncss from which we 
yet stand gloriously afar ! 

I 

“ The English army must be Flandersfed, and entering Picardy 
with pompous prance, 

II 

“ To warrant such Enough. Our comfort is, the crime of 
further strife lies not with France." 

Spirit of the Pities 

Alas l what prayer will sieve the struggling lands. 

Whose lives are ninepins to these bowling hands f 

Chorus or Rumours 

France secretly with — Russia plights her troth / 

Britain, that lonely isle, is slurred by both. 

Spirit Sinister 

It is as neat as an uncovered check at chess I You may now 
mark FoPs blank countenance at finding himself thus rewarded 
for the good turn done to Bonaparte, and at the extraordinary 
conduct of his chilly friend the Muscovite. 

Spirit of the Pities 
His hand so trembles it can scane retain 
The quill wherewith he lets Ijsrd Vann on Ih know 
Reserve is no more needed I 
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Spirit Ironic 

Now enters another character of this remarkable little piece — 
Lord Lauderdale — and again the messengers fly / 

Spirit of the Pities 

But what strange figure, pale and noiseless, comes. 

By us perceived, unrecognized by those. 

Into the very closet and retreat 
Of England's Minister? 

Spirit of the Years 

The Tipstaff he 

Of the Will, the Many-masked, my good friend Death . — 
The statesman's feebh form you may perceive 
Now hustled into the Invisible, 

And the unfinished game of Dynasties 
Left to proceed without him ! 

Spirit of the Pities 

Here, then, ends 

My hope for Europe s reason-wrought repose t 
He was the friend of peace — did his great best 
To shed her balms upon humanity ; 

And ncnu he's gone ! No substitute remains. 

Spirit Ironic 

Ay j. the remainder of the episode is frankly farcical. Negotia- 
iiorts are again affected j but finally you discern Lauderdale 
applying for passports j and the English Parliament declares to 
the nation that peace with France cannot be made. 

Rumours (concluding) 

I 

The smouldering dudgeon of t/u Prussian king, meanwhile, upon 
the horizosis rim afar 

II 

Bursts into running flame, that all his signs of friendliness were 
met by moves for war. 

I 

Attend and hear, for hear ye faintly may, his manifesto made at 
Etfurt town. 
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II 

That to arms only dares he nosu confide the safety and the honour 
of his crown / 

Spirit of the Years 

Draw down the curtain, then, and overscreen 
This too-protracted verbal fencing-scene j 
And let us turn to clanging foot and horse, 

Ordnance, and all the enginry of Force I 
Clouds dose over the perspective. 


SCENE III 

THE STREETS OF BERLIN 

It is afternoon, and the thoroughfares are crowded with citizens in an 
excited and an.\ious mood. A central p.ath is left open for some expected 
arrival. 

There enters on horseback a fair woman, whose rich brown curls stream 
fluttcringly in the breeze, and whose long blue habit flaps against the flank of 
her curvetting white mare. She is the renowned Louisa, Queen op 
Prussia, riding at the head of a regiment of hu'-snrs and wearing their 
uniform. As she prances along tlic lhroni;mg citizen.? acclaim her enthusi- 
astically. 

Spirit ok the Pities 
Who is this fra!;ile Fear, in fighting trim ? 

Spirit of the Years 

She is the pride of Prussia, whose rcsoh’e 
Gives ballad to the purpose of her spouse. 

And holds him to what nun call gm'crnmg. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Queens luxve engaged in war; but war’s loud trade 
Rings with a roar unnatural, fitful, forced. 

Practised by woman's hands J 

Spirit of the Years 

Of her we view 

The enterp! /ir is that of scores of men. 

The strength but ha/f-a-one’s. 
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Spirit of the Pities 
Would fate had ruled 

The valour had been his, hers but the charm ! 

Spirit of Rumour 
But he has nothing on’t, and she has all. 

The shameless satires of the bulletins 
Dispatched to Paris, thence the wide world through. 
Disturb the dreams of her by those who love her. 

And thus her brave adve7iturcs for the realm 
Have blurred her picture, soiled her gentleness. 

And wrought her credit harm. 

First Citizen (vociferously) 

Yes, by God : send an ultimatum to Paris, by God ; that’s 
what we’ll do, by God. This Confederation of the Rhine was 
the evil thought of an evil man bent on ruining us ! 

Second Citizen 

This country double-faced and double-tongued. 

This France, or rather say, indeed, this Man — 

(Peoples are honest dealers in the mass) — 

This man, to sign a stealthy scroll with Russia 
That shuts us off from all indemnities, 

While swearing faithful friendship with our King, 

And, still professing our safe wardenry. 

To fatten other kingdoms at our cost, 

Insults us grossly, and makes Europe clang 
With echoes of our wrongs. 'J he little states 
Of this antique and homely German land 
Are severed from their blood-allies and kin — 

Hereto of one tradition, interest, hope — 

In calling lord this rank adventurer. 

Who’ll thrust them as a sword against ourselves. — 

Surely Great Frederick sweats within his tomb 1 

Third Citizen 

Well, we awake, though we have slumbered long, 

And She is sent by Heaven to kindle us. 

The QUEii.v approach ’s to p.nss back .ag.ain n ith her suite. The vocifenilia 
applause is repeated. They i egard her as she nears. 
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To cry her Amazon, a hluslerer, 

A brazen romr.ide of llic bold iliafjoons 
Whobc uniform she dons ! Her, wliose each act 
Shows but .'i mettled modest woman’s zeal, 

Without a hazard of hci dignity 
Or moment's sacrifice of sccniliness, 

To fend off ill from home I 

Fourth Citizen (enieringr) 

The tidings fly that Russian Alexander 

Declines with emphasis to ratify 

The pact of his ambassador with France, 

And that the offer made the English King 
To compensate the latter at our cost 
Has not been taken. 

Tihru CinzEN 

And it never will be ! 

Thus evil does not always flourish, faith. 

Throw down the gage while God is fair to us ; 

He may be foul anon ! (A pause.) 

Fifth Citizen (entering) 

Our ambassador Lucchesini is already leaving Paris. He 
could stand the Emperor no longer, so the Emperor said he 
could not stand Lucchesini. Knobclsdorf, who takes his place, 
has decided to order his snuff by the ounce and his candles by 
the pound, lest he should not be there long enough to use more. 
The Queen goes by, .rnd they ga/c at her and at the escoit of soliiicrs. 
Haven’t we soldiers ? Haven’t wc the Duke of Biunswick to 
eftmmand ’em? Haven’t we provisions, hey? Haven’t wc 
fortresses and an Elbe, to bar the bounce of an invader ? 

The cavalcade passes out of sight and the crowd draws off. 

First Citizen 

. By God, 1 must to beer and ’bacco, to soften my rage 1 

[Exeunt citizens. 

.Spirit of the Years 
So tlnlli the W'.'ll ol'jcitify If ’self 
In likeness of a sturdy peoples luratli, 
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Which fakes no count of the new trends of time. 

Trusting ebbed glory in a present need . — 

What if their strength should cijual not their fre. 

And their devotion dull their vigilance ? — 

Uncertainly, by fits, the Will doth work 
In Brunswick's blood, their chief, as in themselves ; 

It ramifies in streams that intermit 
And make their movement vague, oldfashioned, slow 
To foil the modern methods counterposed 1 
Evening descends on the city, and it grows dusk. The soldiers being 
dismissed from duty, some young officers in a fiolic of defiance halt, draw 
their sirords and whet them on the steps of the FucNrii Ajiu.vss.tDOii's 
residence as they pass. The noise of whetting is audible through the street. 

Chorus of the Pities (aeiial music) 

The soul of a nation distrest 
Is aflame. 

And heaving with eager unrest 
In its aim 

To assert its old prowess, and stouten its chronicled fame t 
Se&iichokus I 
It boils in a boisterous thrill 
Through the mart. 

Unconscious well-nigh as the Will 
Of its part : 

Would it wholly might be so, and feel not the forthcoming 
smart! 

Semichorus II 

In conclaves no voice of reflection 
Is heard. 

King, Councillors, grudge circumspection 
A word. 

And victory is visioned, and seemings as facts are averred. 
Chorus 

Yea, the soul of a nation distrest 

Is aflame, > 

And heaving with eager unrest 
In its aim 

At supreme desperations to blazon the national name! 
Midniglit strikes, lights are extinguished onu by one, and the scene 
disappears. 
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SCENE IV 

THE FIELD OF JENA 

Day has just dawned through a grey October haze. The French, with 
their backs to the nebulous light, loom out and show themselves to be 
already under arms i Lannes holding the centre, Ney the right, Soult the 
extreme right, and Augeiieau the left. The Imperial Guard and Murat’s 
cavalry are drawn up on the Landgrafenberg, behind the centre of the French 
position. In a valley stretching along to the rear of this height flows north- 
ward towards the Elbe the little river Saale, on which the town of Jena stands. 

On the in egiilar plateaux in front of the French lines, and almost close to 
the latter, are the Prussians under Tauenzien ; and away on their right 
rear towards Weimar the bulk of the army under Prince Hohenlohk. 
The Duke ok Brunswick (father of the Princess of Wales) is twelve miles 
off with his force at Aucrstaclt, in the valley of the Ilm. 

Enter Napoli^on, and men bearing torches who escort him. He moves 
along the front of liis troops, and is lost to view behind the mist and 
surrounding objects. But his voice is audible. 

Napoleon 

Keep you good guard against their cavalry, 

In past repute the forniidablest known, 

And such it may be now ; so asks our heed. 

Receive it, then, in square, unflinchingly. — 

Remember, men, last year you captured Ulm, 

So make no doubt that you will vanquish these I 

Soldiers 

Long live the Emperor ! Advance, advance ! 

Napoleon 

Nay, caution, men ! ’Tis mine to time your deeds 
I3y light of long experience : yours to do them. 

DUMB SHOW 

Almost immediately glimpses reveal that Lannes' corps is moving lorward, 
and amid an unbroken clatter of firelocks spre.nds out further and wider upon 
the stretch of country in front of the Landgrafenberg. The Prussians, sur- 
prised at discerning in tlie fog such ninsscs of the enemy close at hand, recede 
towards the Ilm. 

Prom Prince IIoiiknloiie, who is with the body of the Prussians on the 
Weimar road to the south, comes perspiring tile liulk of the infantry to rally 
the retreating regiments of Tauenzien, and he hastens up himself with the 
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cavalry and artillery. The action is lencttod between him and N'.y as the 
clocks of Iona stiike ten. 

But AbccRCtir IS SLcn coming to Xi v's assistance on one flank of the 
Prussians. Soli r hi aiing down on the othti, while Xapoi i'on on the Land- 
grafeiibcig oidei*. tile Impeiial Guild to adi.iiice The doomed Piussi.ans 
aie diivcn back, tins time nioiL clccisitclj, killing in gieat numbeisand losing 
niaiiv as piisoneis as they reel down the sloping land tow aids the banks of the 
lira behind them. Gemril Rlciiii, 111 a last despuiing ctloit to rally, 
faces the French o isel in peison and alone. He leceiMS a bullet through the 
chest .iiid falls dead. 

Ihe ciisis of the snuggle Is leachcd, though the battle is not over. 
Nm'ullon, dis..eining ftoin the Laiulgi.afinlieig that the decisive moment 
has come, directs Mlr at* to sweep foiw.iid with all his cavaliy It engages 
the shattered Prussians, surrounds them, and cuts them down by thousands. 

Fiom behind the hori/011, a dozen miles oft, between the dm of guns in the 
V isible battle, thei e can be heard an oimnoiis 1 o ai , as of a second invisible 
battle in progiess there. Geiiei.als and other ollieeis look it each other and 
luuaid eoiijectutcs between whiles, the Tieneh with evulkatioii, the Prussians 
gloomily. 

Hohenlohe 

That means the Duke of Brunsw ick, I conceive 
Impacting on the enemy’s fuither force 
Led by, they say, Davout and Beinadotte, . 

God grant his star less luiid lays th.in oms, 

Oi this too picgnant, hoarsely gio.ining day 
Shall, eie its loud delivery be done. 

Have twinned disasters to the fathciland 
That fifty years will fail to sepulchre 1 

Pntcr a straggler on hoiselxick. 


Straggler 

Prince, I have circuited by Auerstadt, 

And biing ye dazzling tidings of the fight, 

Which, if report by those who saw’t be true. 

Has raged thereat from clammy day-dawn on. 

And left us victors ! 

Hohenlohe 

Thithenvaid go I, 

And patch the mischief wrought upon us hcic ! 

Enter a second and then a thud sii.igglci 

Well, wet-faced men, whence come ye ? What d’ye biing ^ 
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Straggi.kr II 

Vour Highness, I rode straight from Ilassenhausen, 
Across the stream of battle as it boiled 
Betwixt that village and the banks of Saale, 

And such the turmoil that no man could speak 
On what the issue was ! 

liOHENLOHE (lo Straggler III) 

Can you add aught ? 

Straggler III 

Nothing that’s clear, your Highness. 

Hohenlohe 

Man, your mien 
Is that of one who knows, but will not say. 

Detain him heie. 

Straggler HI 

The blackness of my news. 

Your Highness, darks my sense ! . . . I saw this much : 
The Duke of Brunswick, spurring on to head 
His charging grenadiers, received in the face 
A grape-shot stroke that gouged out half of it. 

Proclaiming then and there his life fordone. 

Hohenlohe 

Fallen ? Brunswick ! Reed in council, rock in fire . . . 
Ah, this he looked for. Many a time of late 
Has he, by some strange gift of foreknowing. 

Declared his fate was hovering in such wise ! 

Straggler HI 

His aged form being borne beyond the strife, 

The gallant Moellendorf, in flushed despair. 

Swore he would not survive ; and, pressing on. 

He, too, was slaughtered. Patriotic rage 

Brimmed marshals’ breasts and men’s. The King himself 

Fought like the commonest. But nothing served. 

His horse is slain ; his own doom yet unknown. 

Prince William, too, is wounded. Brave Schmettau 
Is biokc : himself disabled. All give way, 

And regiments crash like trees at felling-time 1 
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HOHENI^OHE ■ 

No more. We match it here. The yielding lines 
Still sweep us backuaid. Cackwaid \\c must go 1 

[L\cunt IIoilENLOHr, Staff, stiaggleis, etc 

The Prussian retreat from Jena quickens to a loiit, nianj thousands being 
taken prisoneis byMuKAi, uho pitisucs them to Wciiiiai, tthcie the inhabitants 
fly shrieking thiough the stiects 

The October day closes in to evening By this time the tioops ictii iiig with 
the King of Pi ussia from the second battlefield of Viicislidt h.iie iiiteiscctcd 
ttLCiiLL's and lloiiLNi OIIL s flting battalions fiom Iciia Ilic ciossiiig 
streams of fugitiies strike p.tiiie into each other, anrl the tumult incicascs with 
the thickening d.ukncss till night tenders the scene miisiblc, and nothing 
remains but a confused diiiiiiiishing noise, and fitful lights licie and tlicie. 

'I he fog of the nioinmg ictiirns. and cuitiiiis all 


SCENE V 

BERLIN. A ROOM OVERLOOKING A PUBLIC PLACE 

-V fluttering group of ladies is gatheied at the window, ga/ing out and con- 
versing anxiously The time draws towaids noon, when the clatter of a 
galloping horse's hoofs is heaid echoing up the long Poistlanici -Strasse, and 
presently mining into the Loip/igcr-Strasse teaches the open space commanded 
by the ladies' outlook It ceases befote a Goaernmetu building opposite them, 
and the iider disappears into the couitjaid 

First Lady 

Yes : surely he is a cornier fiom the field ! 

Second L.ady 

Shall tve not hasten down, and take from him 

The doom his tongue may deal us ? 

Third Lady 

We shall catch 

As soon by watching here as hastening hence 

The tenour of his news, (They wtait ) Ah, yes : see — see 

The bulletin is straightway to be nailed 1 

He was, then, from the field. . . . 

They wait on while the bulletin is affixed 

Second Lady 

1 cannot scan the words the seioll pioclaims ; 

Peer as I will, these too quick-thionging dieads 
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B) ing \\ atei to the eyes. Grant us, good Heaven, 

That Mctory be wheie she is needed most 

To piove Thy goodness ! . . . What do you make of it? 

Third Lady (reading, thiough a glass) 

“The battle strains us soiely ; but resohe 

May save us even now. Oui last attack 

Has failed, with fearful loss. Once moie ive strive.” 

A long silence m the room .\nothcr i ider is heard approaching, above the 
muimur of the gatheiing citi/ens. The second lady looks out. 

Second Lady • 

A straggler merely he. . . . But they decide, 

At last, to post his news, wild-winged or no. 

Third L.ady (reading again through her glass) 

" The Duke of Brunswick, leading on a charge. 

Has met his death-doom. Schmettau, too, is slain ; 
Prince William wounded. But w'e stand as yet. 

Engaging with the last of our leserves.” 

The agitation in the stieet communicates itself to the lOom. Some of the 
ladies weep silently as they wait, much longer this time. Another horseman 
is at length heard clatteiing into the Plat/, and they lean out again with 
painful eageiness. 

Second Lady 

An adjutant of Marshal Moellendorf’s, 

If I define him rightly. Read — O read ! — 

Though reading draw them from their socket-holes 
Use your eyes now ! 

Third Lady (glass up) 

As soon as ’tis affixed. . . . 

Ah — ^this means much ! The people’s air and gaif 
Too well betray disaster. (Reading. ) “ Berliners, 

The King has lost the battle I Bear it well. 

The foremost duty of a citizen 
Is to maintain a brave tranquillity. 

This is what I, the Governor, demand 

Of men and women now. . . . The King lives still.” 

They turn fiom the window and sit in a silence bioken only liy nionosj ll.ihic 
words, hecaiing ahsti actcdl} the dismay without that has followed the pieiious 
Cxcitenieut and hope. 

M 
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The stagnation is ended by a cheering outside, of subdued emotional quality, 
mixed with sounds of grief. They again look forth. Queen Louisa is 
leaving the city with a veiy sni.rll escort, and the populace seem overcome. 
They strain their eyes after her as she disappears. 

Enter fourth lady. 

First Lady 

How does she bear it ? Whither does she go ? 

Fourth Lady 

She goes to join the King at Custrin, there 
To abide events — as we. Her heroism 
So schools her sense of her calamities 
As out of grief to carve new queenliness, 

And turn a mobile mien to statuesque, 

Save for a sliding tear. 

The ladies leave the window severally. 

Spirit Ironic 

So the Will ^lays at Jltix and rcfltix still. 

This monarchy, one-half whose fiedestal 
Is built of Polish bones, has bones home-made! 

Let the fair woman bear it. Poland did. 

Spirit of the Years 

Meanwhile the mighty Emperor nears apace. 

And soon will glitter at the city gates 
With palpitating drums, and breathing brass. 

And rampant joyful-jingling retinue. 

An evening mist cloaks the scene. 


SCENE VI 
THE SAME 

It is a brilliant morning,, with a fresh breeze, and not a cloud. The open 
Platz and the adjoining streets are filled with dense crowds of citizens, in 
whose upturned faces curiosity has mastered consternation and grief. 

Martial music is heard, at first faint, then louder, followed by a trampling 
of innumerable horses and a clanking of arms and accoutrements. Through 
a street on the right hand of the view from the windows come troops of 
French dragoons heralding the arrival of Bonaparte. 

Re-enter the room hurriedly and cross to the windows several ladies as 
before, some in tears. - - 
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First Ladv 

The kingdom late of Prussia, can it be 
That thus it disappears ? — a patriot-cry, 

A battle, bravery, ruin ; and no more ? 

Second Lady 

Thank God the Queen’s gone ! 

Third Lady 

To what sanctuary ? 

From earthquake shocks there is no sheltering cell! 
— Is this what men call conquest ? Must it close 
As historied conquests do, or be annulled 
By modern reason and the urbaiier sense ? — 

Such issue none would venture to predict. 

Vet folly’twere to nourish foreshaped fears 
And suffer in conjecture and in deed. — 

If verily our country be dislimbed. 

Then at the mercy of his domination 
The face of earth will lie, and vassal kings 
Stand waiting on himself the Overking, 

Who ruling them rules all ; till desperaleness 
Sting and e.xcite a bonded last resistance. 

And work its own release. 

Second Lady 

He comes even now 

From sacrilege. I learn that, since the fight, 

In marching here by Potsdam yesterday, 

Sans-Souci Palace drew his curious feet. 

Where even great Frederick’s tomb was bared to him. 

Fourth Lady 

All objects in the Palace — cared for, kept 
Even as they were when our arch-monarch died — 
The books, the chair, the inkhorn, and the pen 
He quizzed with flippant curiosity ; 

And entering where our hero’s bones are umed 
He seized the sword and standards treasured there. 
And with a mi.xed effrontery and regard 
Declared they should be all dispatched to Paris 
As gifts to the H6tel des Invalides. 
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Third Lvdv 

Such lodomontade is cheap what matteis it ! 

A gala\y of nuishals foiming Xaixileon s stirt, tioh entcis the Plat/ 
immediately befoiL tlie windows In the midst iides tin 1 sum hor himself 
The ladies are silent llie piocessioii pisses ilong the fiont until it leiehes 
the enhance to the Rojal Palicc \t the dooi XapoiI'iin descends fioni 
his horse and goes into the huitding amid the lesonant tiumpetings of his 
soldieis and the silence of the crowd. 

Second L\dy (impiessecl) 

O why does such a man debase himself 
By countenancing loud scunihty 
Against a queen who cannot make icpiise * 

A power so pondeious needs no littleness — 

The last lesoit of feeble despeiates ! 

Enter fifth lady. 

Fifth Lady (breathlessly) 

Humiliation grows acuter still. 

He placards ihetoiic to his soldiery 
On their distress of us and our allies, 

Declaring he’ll not stack away his aims 

Till he has choked the remaining foes of France 

In their own gainful glut. — Whom means he, think you ? 

First Lady 

Us? 

Third Lady 
Russia ? Austria ? 


Fifth Lady 

Neither: England. — Yea, 

Her he still holds the master mischief-mind, 

And marrer of the countries’ quietude, 

By exercising untold tyranny 
Over all ports and seas. 

Second Lady 

Then England’s doomed ! 

When he has overturned the Russian iiile, 

England comes next for wrack. They say that know ! . . . 
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Look — he has entered by the Royal doors 
And makes the Palace his. — Now let us go ! — 

Our course, alas! is — n hither? 

[Exeunt ladies. 

The GUI tain diops tempo) ai ily. 

Semichorus I of Ironic Spirits (aeiial music) 

Deeming himself omnipotent 

With the Kings of the Christian continent. 

To <!i)ardcn the 'uaves was his further be7it. 

Semichorus II 

But the weaning Will from eternity, 

{Hemming them in by a circling sea) 

Evolved the fleet of the Englishry. 

Semichorus I 

The wane of his armaments ill-advised. 

At Trafalgdr, to a force despised, 

Was a wound which never has cicatrised. 

Semichorus II 

This, O this is the cramp that grips 1 
And freezes the Emperods finger-tips 
From signing a peace with the Land of Ships. 

Chorus 

The Universal-empire plot 

Demands the rule of that wave-walled spot j 

And peace -with England cometh not/ 

THE SCENE REOPENS 

A lurid gloom now envelops the Plata and city ; and Bonaparte is heard as 
from the Pal.ice : 

Voice of Napoleon 
These monstrous violations being in train 
Of law and national integrities 
By English ariogance in things maiine, 

(Which darcb to capture simple merchant-craft, 

In honest quest of harmless merchandize. 

For crime of kinship to a hostile power) 
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Our vast, effectual, and majestic stiokes 
In this uumatchcd campaign, enable me 
To bar fiom commerce with the Continent 
All keels of English fiame Hence I deciee ; — 

Spirii or Rumour 

This outlines his renowned “ Berlin Decree ’ 

Maybe he mcdilatcs its scheme in sleep, 

Or hints it to his suite, or syllables it 
While shaping, to his soibes. 

Voice or Napoleon (continuing) 

. All England’s ports to suffer stiict blockade ; 

All traffic with that land to cease foithiiith ; 

All natives of hei isles, wherever met, 

To be detained as windfalls of the war. 

All chattels of her make, mateiial, mould, 

To be good piize wheievei pounced upon : 

And nevei a bottom hailing fiom hei shoics 
But shall be Ijarred from eveiy ha\en heie. 

This for her monstious baims to human rights, 

And shameless saucincss to neighboiii powcis! 

Spirit Sinister 

I spell herein that our excellently high-coloured diama is ml 
played out yeti 

Spirit of the Years 

Nor -will it be for many a month of moans, 

And summer shocks, and wintcr-rohitened bones. 

The night gets darker, and the Palace outlines ai e lost. 


SCENE VII 

TILSIT AND THE RIVER NIEMEN 

The scene is viewed fiom the windows of Bon AI' \RTI \ temporary quarters 
Some sub officers of his suite aie looking out upon it 

It IS the d.ty after midsummer, aijout one o’clock A multitude of 
soldiery and spectators lines each bank of ihc hioid iivei which, stealing 
slowly noith-wcst, beais almost csactlj m us midst a iiiooicd laft of bonded 
limber On this is a llooi stands a goigcous paiilioii of di iped woodwork, 
hating at each sidi, facing the rcspcctitc liai ks of tin sticiiii, a round-headed 
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dooniay richly festooned The cumbersome election acquires from the 
curient a ihythmical motement. .is if it were bieathiiig and the bree/e now 
and then piodiiccs a shnei on the faee of the sticam 

DUMB SHOW 

On the south west 01 Prussian side rides the Emperor Napol£on in 
uniform, attended by the Grand Duri 01 Blkg, the Princr or 
Nluichaiil, Marshal Blssii ri s. Dukoc Marshal of the Palace, and 
Caulaincourt Master of the Horse The EviPi ROR looks well, but is 
growing fat They embark on an ornamental barge in fiontof them, which 
immediately puts off It is now apparent to the watchers that a precisely 
similar enactment has simultaneously taken place on the opposite or Russian 
bank, the chief figure being the Empiror Alexindi r — a giaceful, fleviblc 
man of thiity, with a courteous manner and good natured face He has 
come out from an inn on that side, accompanied by the Grand-Duke 
Constantine, Gimr\l Benmgsfn General Ouwarofi, Prince 
Labanofi , and Adjut \nt General Coun r Lil\ i n 

The two barges diaw towards the raft, reaching the opposite sides of it 
about the same time, amidst discharges of cannon L<u h Emperor enters the 
door that faces him, and meeting in the centre of the pavilion thej formally 
embrace each other They retire together to the scicened interior the suite 
of each remaining in the outer half of the pm ihon. 

Moie than an hour passes while they aio thus imisible The French 
officers who hate obseried the scene from the lodging of N APOLtoN w.alk 
about idly, and ever and anon go curiously to the windows, ogam to watch 
the raft. 

Chorus or the Years (aenal music) 

The prelude to this smooth scene — mark well ' — wefe the shocks 
whet eof the times qave token 

Vaguely to us ere last yeaVs snows shut over Lithuanian pine 
and pool. 

Which we told at the fall of the faded leaf when the pride of 
Prussia was bi uised and broken. 

And the Man of Adventure sat in the seat of the Man of Method 
and rigid Rule. 

Semichorus 1 of the Pities 

Snows incarnadined were thine, O Eylau, field of the wide white 
spaces. 

And frozen lakes, and frozen limbs, and blood iced hard as it left 
the veins : 

Steel-cased squadrons swathed in cloud-drift, plunging to doom 
thiough pathless places. 

And fflity thousand dtad and near dead, strewing the early- 
nightcd plains. 
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SrMICHORUS II 

h>icdland to t/usL adds its tale of vtUtuis, its nudnight matches 
and hot collistons. 

Its plunge, at hts loord, on ihc enemy hooped by the bended tiver 
and famed Mill stteam. 

As he shatters the moves of the loose knit nations to curb hts 
exp^oitful souls ambitions. 

And iluir qieat Confederacy dissolves like the dtoiama of a 
di earn 

DL VIB SHOW (continues) 

N\POtr'oN iiid AliWNDEk emerge from then seclusion und etch is 
behdd f'llving to the suite of hts compunion appiicnth in IHttciing coiiipli 
nient \n effusive purling which signidcs itself to be Init Icnipoitij is 
followed h\ their return to the riMi shoies umid the chcris of the spectitois 
N tPOLi ON und hts inui shuts unite ut the dooi of his quiitcis and entei, 
and puss out of sight to othei rooms than thut of the fotcgioiind m which the 
observers are loitei ing Dumb sho v ends 

A murmured convcrsution glows uudihlc, cuiiictl on In two prisons in the 
crowd beneath the open windows Then diess being the iiitne one und 
their tongue unfamihur they seem to the ofheeis to be meielj inhubilunts 
gossiping , and their v oiccs continue unheeded 

Flusr English Sp\ ^ (below) 

Did you get much foi me to send on ’ 

Slcoku Engiish Spyi 

I have got hold of the substance of then paile> Sutely no 
truce in European annals evei led to so odd an inleiview They 
wete lik.e a belle and hci beau, by God' But, quccily enough, 
one of Ale\ander's staff said to him as he leachcd the laft 
“Sire, let me humbly ask you not to foiget 50m futliei’s fate'” 
Glim — Eh f 

First Spy 

Anything about the little island which shall be nameless?- 
Second Spy 

Much, and startling, too “Why aie we at wai?” says 
Napoleon w hen they met — “ Ah — why ' ’ said t’other — “ Well,” 
s lid Boney, “ I am fighting you onh as an allj of the English, 
und >ou are simply seiving them, and not youisclf, in fighting 
me ” — “ In that case, ’ suvs >\.le\.indci “ we sh ill soon be fiiends, 
for I owe hci as gient a ,,iud-,e as you ’ 

1 It h IS been conjc-rtnicd of 1 ttc ()i It tiusc h *inoiN spn Us \ le Sir Uibeit Wilson 
'inil possibly, T ord flutcbinson p escnl the e it imminent iisl s rf then b\e 
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First Spy 

Dammy, go that length, did they ! 

Second Spy 

Then they plunged into the old story about English selfishness, 
and greed, and duplicity. But the climax related to Spain, and 
it amounted to this ; they agreed that the Bourbons of the 
Spanish throne should be made to abdicate, and Bonaparte’s 
rehations set up as sovereigns instead of them. 

First Spy 

Somebody must ride like hell to let our Cabinet know ! 

Second Spy 

I have written it donn in cipher, not to trust to memory, and 
to guard against accidents. — They also agreed that France should 
have the Pope’s dominions, Malta, and Egypt ; that Napoleon’s 
brother Joseph should have Sicily as well as Naples, and that 
they would partition the Ottoman Empire between them. 

First Spy 

Cutting up Europe like a plum-pudding. Par nobile fratnim ! 

Second Spy 

Then the worthy pair came to poor Prussia, whom Alexander, 
they say, was anxious aljout, as he is under engagements to her. 
It seems that Napoleon agrees to restore to the King as many of 
his states .as will cover Alexandei’s promise, so that the Tsar 
may feel free to strike out in this new line with his new friend. 

First Spy 

Surely this is but surmise ? 

Second Spy 

Not at all. One of the suite overheard, and I got round him. 
There was much more, which I did not learn. But they are 
going to soothe and flatter the unfortunate King and Queen by 
asking them to a banquet here. 

First Spy 

Such a spirited woman will never come ! 
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Second Spy 

We shall see. Whom necessity compels needs must; and 
she has gone through an Iliad of woes ! 

First Spy 

It is this Spanish business that will stagger England, by God i 
And now to let her know it. 

French Subaltern (looking out above) 

What are those townspeople talking about so earnestly, I 
wonder ? The lingo of this place has an accent akin to English. 

Second Subaltern 

No doubt because the races aie both Teutonic. 

The spies observe that they are noticed, and disappear in the crowd. 

The curtain drops 


SCENE VIII 

THE SAME 

The midsummer sun is low, and a long table in the aforoshown apartment 
IS laid out for n dinnci, among the decorations being bunehes of the season s 
roses 

At the 1 acant end of the room (divided from the dining end by folding- 
doors, now open) there arc discovered the Emitkor N apoi f on , the Gr AND- 
Dukc Consiantine, Pkinci Hlnry oi Prussia, the Pkince Royal of 
Bavaria, the Grand Duke or Blkg and .ittendant officers 

Enter the Tsar Aicnander NAPOifoN welcomes him, and the twain 
move apart fiom the rest, Bonapartf placing a chan foi his \isitor and 
flinging himself don n on another. 

N \pol£on 

The comforts I can offer are not great, 

Nor is the accommodation mote than scant 
That falls to me for hospitality ; 

But, as It is, accept. 

Alexander 

It serves me well. 

And to unbiace the bandages of state 
Is as cleat air to incense stifled souls. 

What of the Queen ■’ 
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N VPOI tON 

She’s coming with the King. 

We have some quaiterhoui to spaie 01 moie 
Befoie their Majesties aie timed foi us 

ALEXA^DER 

Good I would speak of them That she should show 
heie 

After the late events, betokens much • 

Abasement in so proud a woman’s heait 

([Its voice grows tremulous ) 

Is not without a dash of painfulness 
And I beseech ) ou, sire, that you hold out 
Some soothing hope to her ^ 

Napoleon 
I have, aheady ' — 

Now, sue, to those aifaiis we enteied on 
Stiong fiiendship, gtown secuie, bids me lepeat 
That you hav e been much duped by youi allies 
AleWNDcr shows mortification 
Piussias i shuffler, England a self seekei, 

Nobilit) has shone in jou alone 

Youi eiioi giew of o\ei geneioiis dieams, 

And misbeliefs by dullaid ministers 
By tieating peisonally we speed affaiis 
Moie in an houi than they in blundeiing months 
Between us two, hencefoith, must stand no thud 
Theie’s peiil in it, while England’s mean ambition 
Still woiks to get us skeweied by the eais , 

And in this view ) oui chiefs of staff concui 

Alexander 

The judgment of my officers I shaie 
Napol^n 

To recapitulate Nothing can greaten you 
Like this alliance Piovidence has flung 
My good fiiend Sultan Selim fiom his tin one, 

Leavuio me fice in dealings with the Poite, 

And I discern the hour as one to end 
A lule that 'lime no longei lets coheie 



172 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT I 


If I abstain, its spoils will go to swell 
The powei of this same England, our annoy , 

That countn which onchiins the tiade of towns 
With such bold leach as to monopolue, 

Among the icst, the whole of Peteisbuig’s — 

Ay ' — through hci puise, fiiend, as the lendei theie ' — 
Shutting that purse, she may incite to — what ■’ 

Muscovy’s fall, its lulei’s muidenng 
Her fleet at any minute can encoop 
Yours in the Baltic ; in the Black Sea, too ; 

And keep jou snug as minnows in a glass i 
Hence we, fast-fellowed by oui mutual foes. 

Seaward the Biitish, Geimany by land. 

And having compassed, foi oui common good. 

The Tuikish Empiie’s due paititioning. 

As comtades can conjunctly lule the woild 
To its own gam and oui eteinal fame • 

Alexvndlr (stared and flushed) 

I see vast piospects opened ' — yet, in tiuth, 

Ere jou, sue, bioached these themes, then outlines loomed 
Not seldom in my own imaginings ; 

But with less deal a vision than endows 
So great a captain, statesman, philosoph. 

As centie in youiself ; whom had I known 
Soonei by some few yeais, months, even weeks, 

I had been spared full many a fault of lule 
— Now as to Austiia Should we call bet in ? 

Napoleon 

Two m a bed I have slept, but nevei thiee. 

Alexander 

Ha-ha 1 Delightful. And, then ne\tly, Spam? 
Napoleon 

I lighted on some letters at Beilin, 

Wheiein King Cnilos offeied to attack me 
A Bouibon, minded thus, so neai as Spam, 

Is dangeioiis stuff He must be seen to soon ’ 

A ill aft, then, of oui ticat> being penned, 

We will peiuse it later If King Geoige 
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Will not, upon the tcims there olTcied him, 
Conclude ;i icady peace, he can be forced. 
Trumpet youiself .is Fr.ince’s fiim ally, 

And Austria will be fain to do the same : 
England, left nude to such joint haiassment, 
l\Iust shiver — fall. 

Alex.\nder (with naive enthusiasm) 

It is a great alliance ! 

Napoleon 

Would it were one in blood as well as brain — 
Of family hopes, and sweet domestic bliss ! 

Alexander 

Ah — is it to my sister you refer ? 

N.tPOLiON 

The launching of a lineal progeny 

Has been much pressed upon me, much, of late, 

For reasons which I will not dwell on now. 

Staid counsellors, my brother Joseph, too. 

Urge that I loose the Empress by divorce. 

And re-wive promptly for tlie country’s good. 
Princesses even have been named for me ! — 
However this, to-day, is premature. 

And ’twi.Nt ourselves alone. . . . 

The Queen of Prussia must ere long be here : 
Berthier escoits her. And the King, too, comes. 
She’s one whom you admire ? 

Alexander (reddening ingenuously) 

Yes. . . . Formerly 

I had— did feel that some faint fascination 
Vaguely adorned her form. And, to be plain, 
Certain reports have been calumnious. 

And wronged an honest woman. 

Napoleon 

As I knew I 

But she is we.aring thready : why, her years 
Must be full one-and-thirty, if she’s one. 
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Alexander (quickly) 

No, sire. She’s twenty-nine. If traits teach more 

It means that cruel memory gnaws at her 

As fair inciter to that fatal war 

Which broke her to the dust! ... I do confess 

(Since now we speak on't) that this sacrifice 

Prussia is doomed to, still disquiets me. 

Unhappy King ! When I recall the oaths 
Sworn him upon great Frederick’s sepulchre, 

And — and my promises to his sad Queen, 

It pricks me that his realm and revenues 
Should be stript down to the mere half they were ! 

Napoleon (coolly) 

Believe me, ’tis but my regard for you 

Which lets me leave him that ! Far easier ’twere 

To leave him none at all. 

[He rises anti goes to the window. 
But here they are. 

No ; it’s the Queen alone, with Berthier 
As I directed. Then the King will follow. 

Alexander 

Let me, sire, urge your courtesy to bestow 
Some gentle words on her ? 

Napoleon 

Ay, ay ; I will. 

Enter Queen Louisa of Prussia on the arm of Berthier. She appeals 
in majestic garments and with a smile on her lips, so that her still great 
beauty is impressive. But her eyes bear traces of tears. She accepts 
Napoleon's attentions with the stormily sad air of a wounded beauty. 
Whilst she is being received the King .•urives. He is a plain, shy, honest- 
faced, awkward man, with a wrecked and solitary look. His niiinner to 
NapolEon is, nevertheless, dignided, and even stiff. 

The company move into the inner half of the room, where the tables are, 
and the folding-doors being shut, they seat themselves at dinner, the QueeN 
taking a place between NapolEon and Alexander. 

Napoleon 

Madame, I love magnificent attire ; 

But in the present instance can but note 
That each bright knot and jewel less adorns 
The brighter wearer than the wearer it 1 
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Quken (with a sigh) 

You praise one, sire, whom now the wanton world 
Has learnt to cease from praising ! But such words 
From such a quarter are of worth no less. 

Napoleon 

Of worth as candour, madame ; not as gauge. 

Your reach in rarity outsoars my scope. 

Yet, do you know, a troop of my hussars. 

That last October day, nigh captured you ? 

Queen 

Nay ! Never a single Frenchman did 1 see. 

Napoleon 

Not less it was that you exposed yourself, 

And should have been protected. But at Weimar, 

Had you but sought me, ’twould have bettered you. 

Queen 

1 had no zeal to meet you, sire, alas 1 

Napoleon (after a silence) 

And how at Memel do you sport with time ? 

Queen 

Sport ? 1 ! — 1 pore on musty chronicles, 

And muse on usurpations long forgot. 

And other historied dramas of high wrong I 

Napoleon 

Why con not annals of your own rich age ? 

They treasure acts well lit for pondering. 

Queen 

I am reminded too much of my age 
By having had to live in it. May Heaven 
Defend me now, and my wan ghost anon. 

From conning it again I 
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Napoli'.on 

Alas, alas ! 

Too grievous, this, for one who is yet a queen ! 
Queen 

No ; 1 ha\c cause for vials more of grief. — 

Prussia was blind in blazoning her power 
Against the Mage of Earth 1 . . . 

The embers of great Frederick’s deeds inflamed her : 
His glories swelled her to her ruining. 

Too well has she been punished ! (Emotion stops her.) 

Alexander (in a low voice, looking anxiously at her) 

Say not so. 

You speak as all were lost. Things are not thus ! 
Such desperation has unreason in it, 

And bleeds the hearts that crave to comfort you. 

Napoleon (to the King) 

I trust the treaty, further pondered, sire. 

Has consolatiocs ? 


King (curtly) 

I am a luckless man ; 

And muster strength to bear my lucklessness 
Without vain hope of consolations now. 

One thing, at least, I tiust I have shown you, sire. 
That I provoked not this calamity ! 

At Anspach first my feud with you began — 
Anspach, my Eden, violated and shamed 
By blushless traniplings of your legions there ! 

Napoleon 

It’s rather late, methinks, to talk thus now. 

King (with more choler) 

Never too late for truth and plainspeaking ! 

Napoleon (blandly) 

To your ally, the Tsar, I must refer you. 

He was it, and not I, who tempted you 
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O why did not the Gieatcst of the Age — 

Of future ages — of the ages past, 

This one time win a woman’s woiship — yea, 

For all her little life ! 

Napoli'ov (gravely) 

Know you, my Fair 
That I — ay, I — in this deseive your pity. — 

Some force within me, baffling mine in cnt, 1 
Hallies me onward, whether I will or no. 

My star, my star is what’s to blame — no'- I. 

It is unswcivablc! 

Queen 

Then now, alasil 

My duty’s done as mother, wife, and queen.- - 
I’ll say no more — but that iny heait is broken ! 

[Ii\eunt NtPOLfoN, Qulcn', and Lvov in-Waiting. 

Spirit of the Years 

He spoke thus at the Bridge of Lodi. Strange, 

He's of the few in Europe who discern 
The working of the Will. 

Spirit qf the Pities 

If that be so. 

Better for Europe lacked he such discerning ! 

NapoliIon icturns to the loom and joins ’I.illeykand. ^ 

N.apoleon (aside to his minister) ^ 

My God, it was touch-and-go that time, Talleyrandi She 
was within an ace of getting over me. As she stepped into the 
carriage she said in her pretty way, “01 have been cruelly 
deceived by you 1 ” And when shej sank down insile, not 
knowing I heard, she burst into sobs fit. to move a statue The 
Devil take me if I hadn’t a good mind to stop the horses jump 
in, give her a good kissing, and agree to all she wanted. Ea-ha, 
well ; a miss is as good as a mile. Had she come sooner with 
those sweet, beseeching blue eyes of hers, who knows what 
might not hat e happened ! But she didn’t come sooner, ind I 
have kept in my light mind. 
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ACT SECOND 

SCENE I 

IHE PYRENEES AND VALLEYS ADJOINING 

The MCw IS from uppci air, immediately o\ei the rejion tha -'S between 
Bayonne on tlie noith, Pampeluna on th«' south, and cjfin Seba** .an on the 
west, including a poition of the Cantabiiin mountains 'Ihe month is 
Febiuary, and snow eo\cis not only the peaks but the lower slopes The 
roads o\ei the passes nic we*ll beaten. 


DUMB SHOW 

At \aiioiis ele\ations mul|itudes of NtPoifoN’s soldiery, to the number 
of about Unity thousand, are discerned in a errepiiiK piogitss actoss the 
frontier fiom the Fiench ta the Spanish side Ihe ihm long uJiumns 
serpentine along the roads, ilut ate sometimes broken while at others they 
disappear altogether behind veitical locks and o\erhanging woods The 
hcaty guns and the white} -brown tilts of the baggage wagg >ns *m the 
largest objects in the piocession, which aie di tgged labonoii'^ly u ■> tl nclme 
to the wateishcd, then luinbeting being audible as high as the clcuds 

Simultaneously the luci Bidassoa, mat tllcy to the west, is being ssed 
by a tram of aitilleiy and another thiity thousand men, all forming p.ut of 
the same sjstematic achance 

Along the great highway through Biscay the wondering native carters 
draw their shecp*skinncd o\-teams aside, to let the regiments pass, and stray 
groups of peaceable field workers N iviirc look mqniimgl}’ at the marching 
and piancmg pi ogress \ 

Time passes, and the \aiious norlhcin s. ongholds aie tippiioached by 
these legions Ihcii governors cmcige at a summons, and whp,n seeming 
explanations hate been giten the unwelcome comeis aie doubtfully admitted 
The chmf places to winch entrance is thus obtainenl aio Pamptlu »a and 
San Sebastian at the fioiU of the scene, and far away towards ^ W shining 
hon/on of the Mediteiiinean, Figueias and Baicclont 
Dumb Show concludeb as the mountain mists close oter. 


SCENE II 

ARANJUEZ, NEAR MADRID. A ROOM IN THE PALACE 
OF GODOY, THE « PRINCE OF PEACE" ♦ 

A piivate chambei is disclosed ichly furnished with paintings, « tascs, 
min 015 , silk hangings, gilded lounges, and sctcial lutes of laic tvoikmanship 
The hour is midnight, the room being lit bv screened candelabia. In the 
centie at the back of the scene is a laige ttmdott heavily cm tamed 
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Godoy 

I judge so — when I have done what’s needful here, — 

The mob knows not the bye-door — slip acioss ; 

Thence aiound sideways. — All’s clear there as yet. 

[The Queen, her lady-in-waiting, and the set rant go out hurriedly. 

GonOY looks again from the window. The mob is some way oft', the 
immediate front being for the moment nearly fiee of loitcreis ; and the three 
muffled figures aic risible, crossing without hindrance towards the door in 
the wall of the Palace Gardens. The instant they icacli it a sentinel springs 
up, challenging them. 

Godoy 

Ah — now they are doomed ! My God, why did she come I 

A parley takes place. Something, apparently a bribe, is handed to the 
sentinel, and the three are allowed to slip in, the Quee.v having obviously 
been unrecognirod. He breathes his relief. 

Now for the others. Then — ah, then Heaver knows 1 
He sounds a bell and a servant enters. 

Where is the Countess of Castillofiel ? 

Servant 

She’s looking for you, Prince. 

' Godoy 

Find her at once. 

Ah— here she is — That’s well. — Go watch the Pldza 

(to servant). 

Godov's mistress, the Dona Josefa Tudo, enters. She is a young and 
beautiful woman, the vivac’ y of whose large dark eyes is now clouded. She 
is wrapped up for flight. The servant goes out. 

, JOSFFA (breathlessly) 

I should have joined you sooner, but I knew 
The Queen was' fondling with you. She must needs 
Come hampering you this night of all the rest, 

As if not gorged with you at other times ! 

Godoy 

Don’t, pretty one ! .needless it is in you. 

Being so well aware who holds my love. — 

I could not chei k her coming, since she would. 

You well know low the old thing is, and how 
I am compelled to let her have her mind ! 

I'e kisses he .epeatedly. 
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JOSEFA 

But look, the mob is swelling ! Pouring in 
By thousands from Madrid — and all afoot. 

Will they not come on hither from the King’s ? 

Godoy 

Not just yet, maybe. You should have sooner fled ! 

The coach is waiting and the baggage packed. 

(He again peers out.) 

Yes, there the coach is ; and the clamourers near. 

Led by Montijo, if I see aright. 

Yes, they cry “Uncle Peter!” — that means him. 

There will be time yet. Now I’ll take you down 
So far as 1 may venture. 

[They leave the room. 

In a few minutes Godoy, having taken her down, le-cnters and again 
looks out. JoSEP.v's coach is moving off with a small escort of Godoy’s 
guards of honour. sudden )clling begins, and the crowd rushes up and 
stops the vehicle. An altercation ensues. 

Crowd 

Uncle Peter, it is the Favourite carrying off Prince Fernando. 
Stop him ! 


JOSEFA (putting her head out of the coach) 

Silence their uproar, please, Seiior Count of Montijo ! It is 
a lady only, the Countess of Castillofiel. 

Montijo 

Let her pass, let her pass, friends ! It is only that pretty 
wench of his, Pepa Tudo, who calls herself a Countess. Our 
titles are put to comical uses in these days. We shall catch the 
cock-bird presently I 

Crowd (to each other) 

The King and Queen and Fernando are at their own Palace — 
not here ! 

The Dona Josefa’s cairlagc is allowed lo pass on, as a shout fiom some 
who have remained before ihe Royal I^lace attracts the attention of the 
multitude, which surges bade thither. 
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Crowd (neaiing the Palace) 

Call out the Kiiiy and the Prince. Long live the King ! He 
shall not go. Hola ! He is gone ! Let us see him ! He shall 
abandon Godoy ! 

The clamour before the Royal Palace still increasing, a figure emerges upon 
a balcony, whom Godoy lecognizes by the lamplight to be Fr.itxANUO, Prince 
of Asturias. He can be seen waving his hand. . The mob grows suddenly 
silent. 

Fernando (in a shaken voice) 

Citizens ! the King my father is in the palace with the Queen. 
He has been much tried to-day. 

Crowd 

Promise, Prince, that he shall not leave us. Promise ! 

Fernando 

I do. I promise in his name. He has mistaken you, thinking 
you wanted his head. He knows better now. 

Crowd 

The villain Godoy misrepresented us to him ! Throw out the 
Prince of Peace 1 

Fernando 

He is not here, my friends. 

Crowd 

Then the King shall announce to us that he has dismissed 
him 1 Let us see him. The King ; the King ! 

Ferwanoo goes in. King Carixis comes out reluctantly, and bows to 
their cheering. He produces a paper with a trembling hand. 

King (reading) 

“ As it is the wish of the people ” 

Crowd 

Speak up, your Majesty ! 

King (more loudly) 

“As it is the wish of the people, I release Don Manuel 
Godoy, Prince of Peace, from the posts of Generalissimo of the 
Army and Grand Admiral of the Fleet, and give him leave to 
withdraw whither he pleases.” 
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Crowd 

Huzza ! 

King 

Citizens, to-morrow the decree is to be posted in Madrid. 

Crowd 

Huzza ! Long life to the King, and death to Godov ! 

King. Carlos disappears from the balcony, and the populace, still in- 
creasing in nuinbeis, look towards Godov's mansion, as if deliberating how 
to att.ack it. Gonov retreats from the window into the room, and gazing 
round him starts. A pale, worn, but placid lady, in a sombre though elegant 
robe, stands here in the gloom. She is Therez.v of Bouhbom, the Princess 
of Peace. 

Princess 

It is only your unhappy wife, Manuel. She will not hurt you! 

Godoy (shrugging his shoulders) 

Nor will hurt ! Why did you not stay in the Royal 
Palace ? You would have been more comfortable there. 


Princess 

I don’t recognize why you should specially value my comfort. 
You have saved your real wives. How can it matter what 
happens to your titular one ? 

Godoy 

Much, dear. I always play fair. But it being your blest 
privilege not to need my saving I was left free to practise it on 
those who did. (Mob heard approaching.) Would that I were in 
no more danger than you ! 


Princess 

Puf! 

He again peers out. His guard of hussars stands firmly in front of the 
mansion ; but the life-guards from the adjoining barracks, who have joined 
the people, endeavour to break the hussars of Godoy. A shot is fired, 
Godov's guard yields, and the gate and door are battered in. 

Crowd (without) 

Murder him ! murder him ! Death to Manuel Godoy ! 

'they ate iieard rushing into the comt and liouse. 
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Princess 

Go, I beseech you ! You can do nothing for me, and I pray 
you to save yourself 1 The heap of mats in the lumber-room will 
hide you ! 

Godoy liastes to a jib-door concealed by sham liook-shelves, presses the 
spiing of it, leturiis, kisses licr, and llieii slips out. 

His wife sits down with her back against the jib-door, and fans herself. 
She hears the croud trampling up the stairs, but slie does not move, and in 
a moment people burst in. The Icadcis are armed with stakes, daggers, 
and various improvised weapons, and some guards in undress appear with 
halberds. 

First Citizen (peering into the dim light) 

Where is he? Murder him! (Noticing the Princess.) Come, 
where is lie ? 

Princess 

The Prince of Peace is gone. I know not whither. 

Second Citizen 

Who is this lady ? 

Life-guardsman 

Manuel Godoy’s Princess. 

Citizens (uncovering) 

Princess, a thousand pardons grant us I — you 
An injured rvife — an, injured people tve ! 

Common misfortune makes us more than kin. 

No single hair of yours shall suffer harm. 

The Pkincess bows. 

First Citizen 

But this, Senora, is no place for you. 

For we mean mischief here ! Yet first rvill grant 
Safe conduct for you to the Palace gates. 

Or elsewhere, as you wish. 

Princess 

My wish is nought. 

Do what you will with me. But he’s not here. 

f3everal of them form an escort, and accompany her from tlie room and 
out of the house. Tliosc remaining, now a great tiirong, begin seiirching the 
room, and in hands invade other parts of the mansion. 
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Some Citizens (returning) 

It is no use searching. She said he was not here, and she’s a 
woman of honour. 

First Citizen (drily) 

She’s his wife. 

They leave the room for another search, but return still baffled. 

Several Citizens 

He must have slipped out somehow ! Smash his nicknacks, 
since we can’t smash him. 

They begin knocking the furniture to pieces, tearing down the hangings, 
trampling on the musical instruments, and kicking holes through the paintings 
they have unhung from the walls. These, with clocks, vases, carvings, and 
other movables, they throw out of the window, till the chamber is a scene of 
utter wreck and desolation. In the rout a musical bo.v is swept off a table, 
and starts playing a seren.ade as it falls on the floor. 

Enter the Count of Montijo. 

Montijo 

Stop, friends ; stop this ! There is no sense in it — 

It shows but useless spite 1 I have much to say : 

The French Ambassador, de Beauharnais, 

Has come, and sought the King. And ne-vt Murat, 

With thirty thousand men, half cavalry. 

Is closing in upon our doomed Madrid 1 
I know not what he means, this Bonaparte ; 

He makes pretence to gain us Portugal, 

But what want we with her ? ’Tis like as not 
His aim’s to noose us vassals all to him ! 

The King will abdicate, and shortly too, 

As those will live to see who live not long. — 

We have saved our nation from the Favourite, 

But who is going to save us from our Friend ? 

The mob desists dubiously and goes out ; the musical box upon the floor 
plays on, the taper burns to its socket, and the room becomes UTapt in the 
shades of night. 


SCENE III 

LONDON: THE MARCHIONESS OF SALISBURY’S 


A large rcceplion-rooni is disclosed, arranged for a conversazione. It is 
an evening in the summer following, and at present the chamber is empty and 
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in gloom. At one end is an elaborate device, representing Britannia offer- 
ing her assistance to Spain, and at the other a figure of Time crowning the 
Spanish Patriots' flag with laurel. 

Spirit of the Years 

O clanonists of human ivelteriugs. 

Relate how Europets madding vwi'ement brings 
This easeful haunt into the path of palpitating things ! 

Rumours (chanting) 

I 

The Spanish King has bowed unto the Fate 
Which bade hint abdicate : 

The sensual Queen, wlwse passionate caprice 
Has held her chambering ‘with “ the Prince of Peace f 
And 'wrought the Bourbons' fall, 

Holds to her Love in allj 
And Bonaparte has ruled that his and he 
Henceforth displace the Bourboii dynasty, 

II 

The Spanish people, handled in such sort, 

As chattels of a Court, 

Dream dreams of England. Messengers are sent 
In secret to the assembled Parliament, 

In faith that England s hand 
Will stouten them to stand. 

And crown a cause 'which, hold they, bond and free 
Must advocate enthusiastically. 

Spirit of the Years 

So the Will heaves through Space, and moulds the times. 
With mortals for Its fingers 1 We shall see 
Again metis passions, virtues, visions, crimes, 

Obey resistlessly 

The pmrposive, unmotived, dominant Thing 
Which sways in brooding dark their wayfaring I 

The reception-room is lighted up. and the hostess comes in. There arrive 
Ambassadors and their wives, the Dukes and Duchesses' of RUTLAND and 
Somerset, the Marquis and Marchioness of Stafford, the Earls of Stair, 
Westmoreland, Gower, Essex, Viscounts and Viscountesses Cranlet 
and Morpeth, Viscount Melbourne, Lord and Lady Kinnaird, Baron de 
Roli.e, Lady Ciiari.fs Grevii.le, the T.adics Cavendish, Mr. and Mrs. 
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Thomas Hoi*e, Afr. Gunn’ing, Mrs. Fitzhi:kbei!T, .nml man)- otlu-r notable 
personages. I..astly, she goes to the door to welcome sevci all j the Prince 
OF Wales, the Princes of Franxf, and the Princess Castei.cic.sl.a, 

L.ADY S.M.ISBURY (to the Prince of Wales) 

I am sorry to say, sir, that the Spanish Patriots are not yet 
arrived. I doubt not but that they hate been delayed by theit 
ignorance of the town, and will soon be here. 

Prince of Wales 

No hurry whatever, iny dear hostess. Gad, we’ve enough to 
talk about!, I understand that the arrangement between our 
ministers and these noblemen will include the liberation of 
Spanish prisoners in this country, and the providing ’em with 
arms, to go back and fight for their independence. 

Lady S-vlisisury 

It will be a blessed event if they do check the career of this 
infamous Corsican. I have just heard that that poor foreigner 
Guillet de la Gevrilli^re, who proposed to Mr. Fox to assassinate | 
him, died a miserable death a few days ago in the BicStre — 
probably by torture, though nobody knows. Really one almost 
wishes Mr. Fox had . O here they are ! 

Enter the .Spanish Viscount de M.vteros.s and Don Diego de la Vega. 
They are introduced by Captain llii-i. and Mr. B\nor, who escort ihem. 
Lady Salisbury presents them to the Prince and others. 

Prince of Wales 

By Gad, Viscount, we were just talking of ’ce. You have had 
some adventures in getting to this country ? 

Materos.A (assisted by Bagot as interpreter) 

Sir, it has indeed been a trying experience for us But here 
we are, impressed by a deep sense of gratitude for the signal 
marks of attachment your country shows us. 

Prince of Wales 

You represent, practically, the Spanish people ? 

• Materosa 

We are immediately deputed, sir. 

By the Assembly of Asturias, 

More sailing soon from other provinces. 
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We bring official writings, charging us 
To clinch and solder Ticatics with this realm 
That may promote our cause against the foe. 

Nextly a letter to your gracious King ; 

Also a Proclamation, soon to sound 
And swell the pulse of the Peninsula, 

Declaring that the act by which King Carlos 
And his son Prince Fernando cede the throne 
To whomsoever Napoldon may appoint, 

Ileing an act of cheatcry, not of choice, 

Unfetters us fiom our allegiant oath. 

Mrs. Fitzherbert 

The usurpation began, I suppose, with the divisions in the 
Royal Family ? 

Materosa 

Yes, madam, and the protection they foolishly requested from 
the Emperor ; and their timid intent of flying secretly helped it 
on. It was an opportunity he had been awaiting for years. 

Mrs. Fitzherbert 

All brought about by this man Godoy, Prince of Peace 1 

Prince of Wales 

Dash my wig, mighty much you know about it, Maria ! Why, 
sure. Honey thought to himself, “ This Spain is a pretty place ; 
’twill just suit me as an extra acre or two ; so here goes.” 

Don Diego (aside to Bagot) 

This lady is the Princess of Wales ? 

Bagot 

Hsh ! no, Senor. The Princess lives at large at Kensington 
and other places, and has parties of her own, and doesn’t keep 
house with her husband. This lady is — well, really his wife, you 
know, in the opinion of many ; but 

Don Diego 

Ah 1 Ladies a little mixed, as they were at our Court 1 She’s 
the Pcpa Tudo to this Prince of Peace? 


O 
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Bagot 

O no — not exactly that, Senor. 

Don Diego 

Ya, ya. Good. I’ll be careful, my friend. You are not 
saints in England more than we are in Spain 1 

Bagot 

We are not. Only you sip with naked faces, and we with 
masks on. 

Don Diego 

Virtuous country ! 

Duchess of Rutl.\nd 

It was understood that Ferdinand, Prince of Asturias, was to 
marry a French princess, and so unite the countries peacefully ? 

Materosa 

It was. And our credulous prince was tempted to meet 
Napolfon at Bayonne. Also the poor simple King, and the 
infatuated Queen, and Manuel Godoy. 

Duchess of Rutland 

Then Godoy escaped from Aranjuez ? 

Materosa 

Yes, by hiding in the garret. Then they all threw themselves 
upon Napoleon’s protection. In his presence the Queen swore 
that the King was not Fernando’s father ! Altogether they form 
a queer little menagerie. What will happen to them nobody 
knows. 

Prince of Wales 

And do you wish us to send an army at once ? 

Materosa 

What we most want, sir, are arms and ammunition. But we 
leave the English Ministry to co-operate in its own wise way, 
anyhow', so as to sustain us in resenting these insults from the 
Tyrant of the Earth. 

Duchess of Rutland (to the Prince of Wales) 

What sort of aid shall we send, sir ? 
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Prince of Wales 

We are going to'vole fifty millions, 1 hear. We’ll whack him, 
and preserve your nolile countiy for ’ce, Seiior Viscount. The 
debate thereon is to come off to-moirow. It will be the finest 
thing the Commons have had since Pitt’s time. Sheridan, who 
is to open it, says he and Canning are to be absolutely unanimous ; 
and, by God, like the parties in his “ Critic,” when Government 
and Opposition do agree, their unanimity is w onderful 1 Viscount 
Materosa, you and your friends must be in the Gallery. O 
dammy, you must 1 

Materosa 

Sir, we are already pledged to be thei'e. 

Prince of Wales 

And hark ye, Senor Viscount. You will then learn what a 
mighty fine thing a debate in the English Parliament is ! No 
Continental humbug there. Not but that the Court has a trouble 
to keep ’em in their places sometimes ; and I would it had been 
one in the Lords instead. However, Sheridan says he has been 
learning his speech these two days, and has hunted his father’s 
dictionary through for some stunning long words. — Now, Maria 
(to Mrs. Pitshorbei t), I am going home. 

Lady Salisdury 

At last, then, England will take her place in the forefront of 
this mortal struggle, and in pure disinterestedness fight with all 
her strength for the European deliverance. God defend the right! 

The Prince of Wales lea\ os, and the other guests begin to depart. 

Semichorus I of the Years (aerial music) 

Leave this glib throng to its conjecturing. 

And let four burdened weeks uiuover what they bring! 

Semichorus II 

The said Debate, to wit; its close in deeds; 

Till England stands enlisted for the Patriots needs. 

Semichorus I 

'And transports in the docks gulp down their freight 
Of buckled fghting-jlcsh, and, gale-bound, watch and wait. 
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Semichorus II 

Till g}‘acioiis zephyrs shoulder on their sails 
To where the brine of Biscay moans its tragic talcs. 

Chorus 

Bear we, too, south, as we were swallow-vanned. 

And mark the game now played there by the Master-hand\ 

The reception<chamber ts shut over by the night without, and the point 
of view rapidly recedes south, London and its streets and lights diminishing 
till they are lost in the distance, and its noises being succeeded by the babble 
of the Channel and Biscay waves. 


SCENE IV 

MADRID AND ITS ENVIRONS 

The view is from the housetops of the city on a dusty evening in this July, 
following a day of suffocating heat The sunburnt roofs, warm ochrcous 
walls, and blue shadows of the capital, wear their usual aspect except for a 
few feeble attempts at decoration. 


DUMB SHOW 

Gazers gather in the central streets, and particularly in tljc Puerta del Sol 
They show curiosity, but no enthusiasm. Patrols of French soldiery move 
up and down in front of the people, and seem to aue tliem into quietude. 

There is a discharge of artillery in the outskirts, and the church bells 
begin ringing ; but the peals dwindle away to a melancholy jangle, and then 
to silence. Simultaneously, on the northern horizon of the arid, unenclosed, 
and treeless plain swept by the eye around the city, a cloud of dust arises, 
and a Royal procession is seen nearing. It means the new king, Joseph 
Bonaparte, 

He comes on, escorted by a clanking guard of four thousand Italian 
troops, and the brilliant royal carriage is followed by a hundred coaches, 
bearing his suite. As the procession enters the city many houses reveal' 
themselves to be closed, many citizens leave the route and walk elsewhere,’, 
while many of those who remain turn their backs upon the spectacle. 

King Joseph proceeds thus through the Plaza Oriente to the granite- 
walled Royal Palace, where he alights and is received by some of the nobility,' 
the French generals who are in occupation there, and some clergy. Heralds 
emerge from the Palace, and hasten to divers po}i7ts in the city, where 
irumpeis are blown and the Proclamation of JobKi’ii as King of Spain'IS 
I 0 .ul in a loud voice. It is received in silence. 

The sun sets, and the curtain falls. , 



SCENE V 


PART SECOND 


197 


SCENE V 

THE OPEN SEA BETWEEN THE ENGLISH COASTS 
AND THE SPANISH PENINSULA 

From high aloft, in the same July weather, and facing east, the vision 
swoops over the ocean and its coast-lines, from Cork Harbour on the extreme 
left, to Mondego ll.iy, Poriug.al, on the extreme right. Land’s End and the 
Scilly Isles, Ushant ,and Cape Fiuisterre, are projecting features along the 
middle distance of the picture, and the English Channel recedes endwise as a 
tapering avenue near the centre. 


DUMB SHOW 

Four groups of nioth-like transport ships are discovered silently skimming 
this wide licjuid plain. The first group, to the right, is just vanishing 
behind Cajic Mondego to enter Mondego Bay ; the second, in the midst, has 
come out from I’lj mouth Sound, and is preparing to stand down Channel; 
the third is clearing St. Helen's point for the same course ; and the fourth, 
much further up Channel, is obviously to follow on considerably in the rear of 
the two preceding. A south-east wind is blowing strong, and, according to 
the part of their course reached, they either sail direct with the wind on their 
larboard quarter, or labour forward by tacking in zigxngs. 

Spirit of the Pities 
U7iaf arc these fleets that cross the sea 
From British ports and bays 
To coasts that glister southwardly 
Behind the dog-day haze t 

Rumours (chanting) 

Semichorus I 

They are the shipped battalions sent 
To bar the bold Belligerent 

Who stalks the Dancer d Land. 

Within these hulls, like sheep a-pen, 

Arc packed in thousands flghting-men 
And colonels in command. 

Semichorus II 
The fleet that leans each aery fin 
Far south, where Mondego mouths in. 

Bears M'ctlesley and his aides therein. 

And Hill, and Crauford too; 
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JVi//i Tmrciis, Ferguson, and Fane, 

And majors, captains, clerks, in train. 

And those grim needs that appertain — 

The surgeons — not a few ! 

To tlum add near twelve thousand souls 
In linesmen that the list enrolls. 

Borne onward by those sheeted poles 
As wat^s red retinue / 

Semichorus I 

The fleet that clears St. Helen's shore 
Holds Burrard, Hope, ill-omened Moore, 
Clinton and Paget; while 
The transports that pei tain to those 
Count six-score sail, whose planks enclose 
Ten thousand rank and file. 

Semichorus II 

The third-sent ships, from Plymouth Sound, 
With Acland, Anstruther, impound 
Souls to six thousand strong. 

While those, the fourth fleet, that we see 
Far back, are lined with cavalry. 

And guns of girth, wheeled heavily 
To roll the routes along. 

Spirit of the Years 

Enough, and more, of inventories and names I 
Many will fail; many earn doubtful fames. 
Await the fruitage of their acts and aims. 


DUMB SHOW (continuing) 

In the spacious scene visible the far-separated groups of transports, con- 
voyed by battleships, float on before the wind almost impel ceptibly, like 
preened duck -feathers across a pond. The southernmost expedition, under 
Sir Arthuk Wi-llpslev, soon comes to anchor uithin the B.ay of Mondego 
afoicsaid and the soldiery are indefinitely discernible landing upon the beach 
fioni boats Simultaneously the division comnnndcd by MooKi', as yet in 
the Chops of the ( hanncl, is seen to be beaten back by contrary w aids It 
gallantly puls to sea again, and being joined by the dmsioii under 
Anstruther that has set out from Plymouth, labouis lound Ushant, and 
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stands to the south in the track of Wellesley. The rearward transports 
do the same. 

A moving stratum of summer cloud beneath the point of view covers up 
the spectacle like an awning. 


SCENE VI 

ST. CLOUD. THE BOUDOIR OF JOSEPHINE 

It is the dusk of an evening in the latter summer of this year, and from the 
windows at the back of the stage, uhich are still uncurtained, can be seen the 
Empress with N.vpoliIon and some ladies and officers of the Court playing 
Catch-me-if-you-can by torchlight on the lawn. The moving torches throw 
bizarre lights and shadows into the apartment, where only a remote candle or 
two are burning. 

Enter JosiSpiiike and N.vpoliIon together, somewhat out of breath. 
With careless suppleness she slides down on a couch and fans herself. Now 
that the candle-rays reach her they show her mellow comple.vion, her velvety 
eyes with long lashes, mouth with pointed corners and excessive mobility 
beneath its duvet, and curls of dark hair pressed down upon the temples by a 
gold band. 

The Emperor drops into a scat near her, and they remain in silence till 
he jumps up, knocks over some nickoacks with his elbow, and begins walking 
about the boudoif. 

Napoleon (with sudden gloom) 

These mindless games are very well, my friend ; 

But ours to-night marks, not improbably. 

The last we play together, 

Josephine (starting) 

Can you say it 1 

Why raise that ghastly nightmare on me now, 

When, for a moment, my poor brain had dreams 
Denied it all the earlier anxious day.? 

Napoleon 

Things that verge nigh, my simple Josdphine, 

Are not shoved off by wilful winking at. 

Better quiz evils with too strained an eye 
Than have them leap from disregarded lairs. 

Josephine 

Maybe ’tis true, and you shall have it so ! — 

Yet there’s no joy save soitow waived awhile. 
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Napoleon 

Ha, ha ! TJiat’s like you. Well, each day by day 
I get sour news. Each hour since we returned 
From this queer Spanish business at Bayonne, 

1 have had nothing else ; and hence my brooding. 

Josephine 

But all went well throughout our touring-time ? 
Napoleon 

Not so — behind the scenes. Our arms at Uaylen 
Have been smirched badly. Twenty thousand shamed 
All through Dupont’s ill-luck 1 The selfsame day 
My brother Joseph’s progress to Madrid 
Was glorious as a sodden rocket’s fizz ! 

Since when his letters creak with querulousness, 
“Napoleon el chico” ’tis they call him — 

“NapoMon the Little,” so he says. 

Then notice Austria. Much looks louring there. 

And her sly new regard for England grows. 

The English, next, have shipped an army down 
To Mondego, under one Wellesley, 

A man from India, and his march is south 
To Lisbon, by Vimiero. On he’ll go 
And do the devil’s mischief ere he is met 
By unaware Junot, and chevyed back 
To English fogs and fumes 1 

Josephine 

My dearest one. 

You have mused on worse reports with better grace 
Full many and many a time. Ah — there is more I . . 
I know ; I know 1 

NAFOLtON (kicking away a stool) 

There is, of course ; that worm 
Time ever keeps in hand for gnawing me ! — 

The question of my dynasty — which bites 
Closer and closer as the years wheel oa 
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JOSLPinNE 

Of course it’s that ! For nothing else could hang 
My lord on tenterhooks through nights and days ; — 

Or rather, not the question, but the tongues 
That keep the question Stirling. Nought recked you 
Of throne-succession or dynastic lines 
When gloiiously engaged in Italy! 

I was your fairy then : they labelled me 
Your Lady of \’ictories ; and much I joyed. 

Till dangerous ones drew near and daily sowed 
These choking tares within your fecund brain, — 

Making me tremble if a panel crack, 

Or mouse but cheep, or silent leaf sail down. 

And murdering my melodious hours with dreads 
That my late happiness, and my late hope, 

Will oversoon be knelled ! 

N-tPOiJiON (genially nearing her) 

But years have passed since first we talked of it , 

And now, with loss of dear Hortense’s son 
Who won me as my own, it looms forth more. 

And selfish ’tis in my good Josephine 
To blind her vision to the weal of France, 

And this great Empire’s solidarity. 

The grandeur of your sacrifice would gild 
Your life’s whole shape. 

Josephine 

Were I as coarse a wife 
As I am limned in English caricature — 

(Those cruel effigies they draw of me !) — 

You could not speak more aridly. 

Napol£.on 

Nay, nay I 

You know, my comrade, how I love you still 
Were there a long-notorious dislike 
Betv.'ixt us, reason might be in your dreads. 

But all earth knows our conjugality. 

There’s not a bourgeois couple in the land 
Who, should dire duty rule their severance. 

Could part with scanter scandal than could we 



202 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT 11 


JOSV'PHINE (pouting) 

Nevertheless there’s one. 

Napoleon 

A scandal ? What ? 

Josephine 

Madame Walewska ! How could you pretend 
When, after Jena, I’d have come to you, 

“ The weather was so wild, the roads so rough. 

That no one of my sex and delicate nerve 
Could hope to face the dangers and fatigues.” 

Yes — so you wrote me, dear. They hurt not her ! 

Napoleon (blandly) 

She was a week’s adventure — not worth words ! 

I say ’tis France. — I have held out for years 
Against the constant pressure brought on me 
To null this sterile marriage. 

Josephine (bursting into sobs) 

Me you blame ! 

But how know you that you are not the culprit ? 
Napoleon 

I have reason so to know — if I must say. 

The Polish lady you have chosen to name 
Has proved the fault not mine. 

(JosfPHiNE sobs more violently. ) 
Don’t cry, my cherished ; 

It is not really amiable of you. 

Or prudent, my good little Josephine, 

With so much in the balance. 

JOSltPHINE 

How — know you — 

What may not happen I Wait a — little longer 1 

NapoliIion (playfully pinching her arm) 

O come, now, my adored ! Haven’t I already ! 
Nature’s a dial whose shade no hand puts back, 
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Trick as we may ! My friend, you are forty-three 
This very year in the world — 

(JosLi’HiM' bic.iLs out sobbing again.) 
And vain it is 

To think of waiting longer ; pitiful 

To dream of coaxing shy fecundity 

To an unlikely freak by physicking 

With superstitious drags and quackeries 

That work you harm, not good. The fact being so, 

I have looked it squat ely down — against my heart 1 

Solicitations voiced repeatedly 

At length have shown the soundness of their shape, 

And left me no denial. You. at times. 

My dear one, hate been used to handle it. 

My brother Joseph, years back, frankly gave 
His honest view that something should be done ; 

And he, you well may know, shows no ill tinct 
In his regard of you. 

JOS^PHIXE 

And what princess ? 

Napoleon 

For wiving with ? No thought was given to that, 

She shapes as vaguely as the Veiled — 

Josephine 

No, no ; 

It’s Alexander’s sister, I’m full sure ! — 

But why this craze for home-made manikins 
And lineage mere of flesh ? You have said yourself 
It mattered not. Great Caesar, you declared, 

Sank sonless to his rest ; was gg’eater deemed 

Even for the isolation. Frederick 

Saw, too, no heir. It is the fate of such. 

Often, to be denied the common hope 

As fine for fulness in the rarer gifts 

That Nature yields them. O my husband long, 

Will you not purge your soul to value best 
That high heredity flora brain to brain 
Which supersedes mere sequences of blood, 
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That often vary more from sire to son 
Than between furthest strangers ! . . . 

Napoleon’s ofispring in his like must lie ; 

The second of his line be he who shows 
Napoleon’s soul in later bodiment, 

The household father happening as he may ! 

NapolIsON (smilingly wiping her eyes) 

Little guessed I my dear would prove her rammed 
With such a charge of apt philosophy 
MTien tutoring me gay arts in earlier times ! 

She who at home coquetted through the years 
In which I vainly penned her wishful words 
To come and comfort me in Italy, 

Might, faith, have urged it then effectually ! 

But never would you stir from Paris joys, 

(With some bitterness). 

And so, when arguments like this could move me, 

I heard them not ; and get them only now 
When their weight dully falls. But I have said 
’Tis not for me, but France — Good-bye an hour. 

(Kissing her.) 

I'must dictate some letters. This new move 
Of England on Madrid may mean some trouble. 

Come, dwell not gloomily on this cold need 
Of waiving private joy for policy. 

We are but thistle-globes on Heaven’s high gales, 

And whither blown, or when, or how, or why, 

Can choose us not at all ! . . . 

I’ll come to you anon, dear : staunch Roustan 
Will light me in. 

[Exit Napoleon. 

The scene shuts in shadow. 


SCENE VII 

VIMIERO 

A village among the hills of Portugal, about fifty miles north of Lisbon. 
Around it are disclosed, as ten on Sunday morning strikes, a blue army of 
fourteen thousand men in isolated columns, and a red army of eighteen 
thousand in line formation, drawn up in order of Ixittle. The blue army is 
a Erench one under JuNOT; the other an English one under Sir Arthur 
Wellusi-EY — portion of that recently lauded. 
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The \i 7 q-usl mjii o» the In\t i fw. *5 i\h tc tjulcrs md white <rosb- 
belts of iliL I null's!! who iie lo I i loi th 11 Inc'i while bwciUntr under i 
qumlei hundiedwti^lU in 1 iq lek id|ciK]u<; iiulwilh fnelotl s 'is 

putlot^ii Ihel o enp3 'i ^lonp of he but then position is one of gu it 
dinger theluid ibiuptli leimmitiig l\ o ni les behind then bids in loft\ 
elifts o\L.rhinginq tiie \tUnlic Jhe lienei cceupi the ^'lllc\s in the 
i ngJish hont ind th s di'»tinct tn lx.iwetn the two foiets stiikts the (3c — the 
red irni) is nccomp'inied b3 scute 'in3 ti\ ur\ while the blue is strong in 
lint arm 


DLMB SHOW 

The biiile is Ixgiin with lU imt moves tint nntch eieh other like those 
of i chc&s opening ]lnoi miles 11 oil cue iltick b> moving a division to 
his light W 1 1 n SI 1 \ moves 1 iig-ides lo his left to biKnee it 

\ column of si\ ihoiismd P mh then ciniibs the hill agmiist the Fnglish 
ccntie 'ind drives in tl osc who m pi ua there The English 'utilleiy 
ehccl s Its idveismes and tlu 1 if ntn letovn nd thugethc b'lfflcd French 
down the slopes Mttnwiiile il t lit 1 s canlrv aid aitillei> lie ittieking 
the vilhgt Itself ind lushing on f w s indiois of English dngoons 
stUioned theic cut tlum to p ice& Vii i si eul b\ this ido and moms 
of men ind slincl s of hoi'ts le h lul Clot l\ the cnnige the little 
Mieeii i Stic ini contmuts to ti cl 1 inicei tin dh to the sn 

On the I nglish left five then in 1 1 leiuh nfu tn having iscendcd to the 
ridge ind m untuned \ st ngn mu 1 t lie is si iph leiuincd irc driven 
down b) the b nonets of si\ J n 1 hu^itnts Ihcuiftei i bii^ide of the 
Frcnth the northcinniost In dm tl u the il trs luve pui sued to the bottom 
ind lie icsting iftei the cltoii smpii e llvm nd bivoiut ihcni hick to then 
oiiginil summit Ihc see sivv is eontimit I bv the leiover) of the Pnghsh 
who igiin drive thtir issiihnts down 

The Trench irm) pluses stultified till the columns uniting they fell 
biek towards the opposite hills IheLnghsli seeing tl it then chance his 
come lie ibout to pin sue and settle ihi fortunes of the dn Hut a 
missengcr dispatched fioni i distant gioup is nnilved tiding up to the large 
nosed nn.n with i telescope ind in liulnn svvoid who his stiff mound him, 
his been directing the I n^lisli movements lie semis istonished it the 
message appears to resent U ind piusts with 1 glooniv look But he 
sends coiinlei minds to his gem ills mil the pin suit ends aboi lively 

The Ticnch retreat witliout fmthei Tnolcsliiion by 1 eiicuitous march 
into the great loicl to loins Vedros by which the) came leaving nearly two 
thousand dead and wounded on the slopes the) hav e quitted. 


Dumb Show ends and the curtain draws 
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ACT THIRD 

SCENE I 

SPAIN. A ROAD NEAR ASTORGA 

The eye of the spectator rakes the road from the interior of a cellar which 
opens upon it, and forms the basement of a deserted house, the roof, doors, 
and shutters of which have been pulled down and burnt for bivouac fires. 
The season is the beginning of January, .and the country is covered with a 
sticky snow. The road itself is intermittently encumbered w ith heavy traffic, 
the surface being churned to a yellow mud that lies half knee-deep, and at 
the numerous holes in the track forming still deeper qiiagmiics. 

In the gloom of the cellar arc he.rps of d.uup sti.iw, in which ragged 
figures aie lying half-buried, many of the men in the uniform of English line- 
regiments, and the women and cliildren in clouts of all descriptions, some 
being nearly naked. At the back of the cell.ir is i ove,alcd, through a burst 
door, an inner v.ault, where are discernible some w ooilen-hooped wine-casks; 
in one sticks a gimlet, and the broaching-cork of another has been driven in. 
The wine runs into pitchers, washing-basins, sh.uds, chamber-vessels, and 
other e.\temporized receptacles. Most of the inmates are drank ; some to 
insensibility. 

So far as the characters arc doing anything they aie contemplating the 
almost incessant traffic outside, passing in one diiection. It includes a 
medley of stragglers from the filarquis of K(iM.VN.\'s Spanish forces and the 
retreating English army under Sir John Mooki: — to which the conceajed 
deserters belong. 


First Deserter 

Now he’s one of the Eighty-first, and I’d gladly let that poor 
blade know that we’ve all that man can wish for here — good 
wine and buxom women. But if I do, w^e shan’t have room for 
ourselves — hey ? 

He signifies a man limping past with neither fire-lock nor knapsack. 
Where the discarded knapsack has rubbed for weeks against bis shoulder- 
blades the jacket and shirt are fretted away, leaving his skin exposed. 

Second Deserter (drowsily) 

He may be the Eighty-firsht, or th’ Eighty-second ; but what 
I say is, without fear of contradiction, I wish to the Lord I was 
back in old Bristol again. I'd sooner have a nipperkin of out 
own real “ Bristol milk ” than a mash-tub full of this barbarian 
wine 1 
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Third Deserter 

’Tis like thee to be ungrateful, after putting away such a 
skinful on’t. I am as much Bristol as thee, but would as soon 
be here as there. There ain’t near such willing women, that are 
strict respectable too, there as hereabout, and no open cellars. — 
As there's many a slip in this country I’ll have the rest of my 
allowance now. 

He cmwls on his elbows to one of tlie barrels, and turning on his back 
lets the wine run down his throat. 

Fourth Deserter (to a fifth, who is snoring) 

Don’t treat us to such a snoaching there, mate. Here’s some 
more coming, and theyil sight us if we don’t mind ! 

Enter u ithout a straggling flock of military objects, some with fragments 
of shoes on. others bare-footed, many of the batter’s feet bleeding. The 
arms and waists of some arc clutched by women as tattered and bare-footed 
as themselves. They pass oti. 

The Retreat continues. More of Romana’S Spanish limp along in 
disorder ; then enters a miscellaneous group of Englisli cavalry soldiers, some 
on foot, sonic mounted, the rearmost of the latter bestriding a shoeless 
foundered creatuie whose neck is vertebras and ninnu only. While passing 
it falls from e.vhaustion ; the trooper e.\tric.ates himself and pistols the 
animal through the he.ad. He and the rest pass on. 

First Deserter (a new plashing of feet being heard) 

Here’s something more in order, or I am much mistaken. 
(He cranes out.) Yes, a sergeant of the Forty-third, and what’s 
left of their second battalion. And, by God, not far behind I see 
shining helmets. ’Tis a whole squadron of French dragoons ! 

Enter the sergeant. He has a racking cough, but endeavours, by stiffening 
himself up, to hide how it is wasting away his life. He halts, and looks 
hack, till the remains of the Forty-third are .abreast, to the number of some 
three hundred, about half of whom are crippled invalids, the other half 
being presentable and armed soldiery. 

Sergeant 

Now show yer nerve, and be men. If yon die to-day you 
won’t have to die to-morrow. Fall ini (The miscellany falls in.) 
All invalids and men without arms march ahead as well as they 
can. Quick — maw-vv-w-ch 1 (Exeunt invalids, etc. ) NowlTentionl 
Shoulder-r-r-r — fawlocks 1 (Order obeyed. ) 

The sergeant hastily forms these into platoons, who prime and load, and 
seem preternaturally changed from what they were into alert soldiers. 

Enter French dragoons at the left-back of the scene. The rear platoon of 
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Ihc Forty-third turns, fir«s, uiiJ proceed'^ The next plulouii covering them 
docs the same. Tliis is repeated scter.il times, stag"ering the pursueis. 
Exeunt French diagoons, .giving up the pursuit. The coughing sergeant and 
the remnant of the Forty-third march on- 

Fourth De.sErter (to a woman lying beside him) 

What d’ye think o’ that, my honey? It falily makes me a 
man again. Come, wake up.' We must be getting along 
somehow. (He rcgaids the uonian more clovcij'. ) Why — my little' 
chick ? Look here, friends. (They look, and the u oman is found to 
be dead.) If I didn't think that her poor knees felt cold! . . . 
And only an hour ago I swore I’d marry her ! 

They remain silent. The Retreat continues in the snoa uilhout, now in 
the form of a file of ox-carts, followed by a tiiiied nibble of ICnghsh and 
Spanish, and mules and muleteers hired b)- English officers to carry their 
baggage. The muletcxtrs, looking about .and seeing that the French dragoons 
have been there, cut the bands ubich hold on the heaiy packs, and scamper 
ofif with their mules. 


A Voice (behind) 

The Commander-in-Chief is determined to maintain discipline, 
and they must suffer. No more pillaging here. It is the worst 
case of bnitality and plunder that we have had in this wretched 
time ! 

Enter an English captain of hussars, a lieutenant, a guard of about a 
dozen, and three men as prisoners. 


C.tPT.VIN 

If they choose to draw lots, only one need be made an example 
of. But they must be quick about it. The advance-guard of the 
enemy is not far behind. 

The three prisoners appear to draw lots, and the one on whom the lot 
falls IS blindfolded. Exeunt the hussars behind a wall, with carbines. A 
volley is heard and something falis. The wretches in the cellar shudder. 

Fourth Deserter 

’Tis the same for us but for this heap of straw. Ah — my 
doxy is the only one of us who is safe and sound ! 

(He kisses the dead woman. ) 

Reti eat continues. A train of six-horse baggage-waggons lumbers past, a 
mounted sergeant alongside. Among the baggage lie wounded soldiers and 
sick women. 



SCENE I 


PART SECOND 


209 


Sergeant of the Waggon-Train 

If so be they are dead, ye may as well drop ’em over the 
tail-board. ’Tis no use straining the horses unnecessary. 

Waggons halt. Two of the wounded who have just died are taken out, 
Laid down by the roadside, and some muddy snow scraped over them. 
E.\eLint waggons and sergeant. 

An interval. More English troops pass on horses, mostly shoeless and 
foundered. 

Enter Sir John Mooke and officers. Moore appears in the pale evening 
light as a handsome man, far on in the forties, the orbits of his dark eyes 
showing marks of deep anaiety. He is talking to some of his staff with 
vehement emphasis and gesture. They cross the scene and go on out of 
sight, and the squ.ashing of their horses’ hoofs in the snowy mud dies away. 

Fifth Deserter (incoherently in his sleep) 

Poise fawlocks — open pans — right hands to pouch — handle 
ca’tridge — bring it — quick motion — bite top well off — prime — 
shut pans — cast about — load 

First Deserter (throwing a shoe at the sleeper) 

Shut up that ! D’ye think you are a ’cruity in the awkward 
squad still ? 

Second Deserter 

I don’t know what he thinks, but I know what I feel 1 Would 
that I tvere at home in England again, where there’s old- 
fashioned tipple, and a proper God A’mighty instead of this 
eternal ’Ooman and baby ; — ay, at home a-leaning against old 
Bristol Bridge, and no questions asked, and the winter sun 
slanting friendly over Baldwin Street as ’a used to do 1 ’Tis my 
very belief, though I have lost all sure reckoning, that if I wer 
there, and in good health, ’t would be New Year’s day about now. 
What it is over here I don’t know. Ay, to-night we should be 
a-setting in the tap of the “Adam and Eve” — lifting up the tune 
• of “The Light o’ the Moon.” ’Twer a romantical thing enough. 
’A used to go som’at like this (he sings in a nasal tone) : — 

“01 thought it had been day, 

And I stole from her away ; 

But it proved to be the light o’ the moon 1 ” 

Retreat continues, with infantry in good order. Hearing the singing, one 
of the officers looks around, and detaching .a p.atrol enters the ruined house 
with the file of men, the body of soldiers marching on. The inmates of the 
cellar bury themselves in the straw. The officer peers about, and seeing no 
ons prods the straw with his sword. ^ 

P 
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VoiCLS (under the straw) 

Oh ' Hell ' Stop It ' We’ll coine out ' Mercy ' Ouartei i 

[the luiktis aie uncovered 

Officer 

If you are well enough to sing bawdy songs, you are well 
enough to maich So out of it — oi you 11 be shot, heie and now ' 

Sever \L 

You may shoot us, captain, or the Fiench mav shoot us, or 
the devil may take us, vve don’t caie which' Only we can’t 
stii Pity the women, captain, but do what you will with us' 

The searchers pass over the wounded and stn out those captble of 
matching both men and women so far as they discover them Iheyare 
pricked on by the patiol leseunt patiol and des iters in its charge 

Those who remain look stolidly at the highvv vy 1 he English Rear guard 
of cavalry crosses the scene and passes out Vn mteival It glows dude 

SpnuT Ironic 

Q^iaint poet}, and real tomattLC of war ' 

Spirit or the Pities 
Mock otif Shade, tf thou wilt ' But others find 
Poesy evcf hi>k where pit pats poot mankind > 

The scene is cloaked m daikness 


SCENE II 

IHE SAME 

It IS nearly midnight The fugitives who icmain in the cellai having 
slept off the effects of the wine are awakened by a new tramping of cavaliy, 
which becomes more and more persistent It is the Trench who now fill the 
road The advance guard having passed by Di i vnoi oi s division 
Lurge s division, Mlri I s division and others suctessivelv cross the gloom 

Picsently come the outlines of the Imperial Guard and then with a start, 
those in hiding realire their situation and are wide awake NAPOLEON 
enters with his staff has yust been oveitaken by a courier, and orders 

those lound him to hal» 

N VPOLl ON 

Let theie a fiie be lit ay, lieie and now 
The lines within these letteis biook no pause 
In mastciing then puipoit 

Some of the Iieiieh approach the mined house and appiopriating what 
wood IS still left tlieie he ip it by the lordside ind SCl it iliglit A mixed 
ram and snow falls and the sputteiing flames thiow a glaie all round 
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Second Deserter (under his voice) 

We be shot corpses ! Ay, faith, we be ! Why didn’t I stick 
to England, and true doxology, and. leave foreign doxies and 
their wine alone! . . . Mate, can ye squeeze another shardful 
from the cask there, for I feel my time is come ! , . . O that I 
had but the barrel of that firelock I throwed away, and that 
wasted powder to prime and load ! This bullet I chaw to 
squench my hunger would do the rest 1 . . . Yes, I could pick 
him off now 

First Deserter 

You lie lotv with your picking off, or he may pick off you 1 
Thank God the babies are gone. Maybe we shan’t be noticed, 
if we’ve but the courage to do nothing, and keep hid. 

NAPOLdoN dismounts, approaches the fire, and looks around. 

Napoleon 

Another of their dead horses here, I see. 

Officer 

Yes, sire. We have counted eighteen hundred odd 

F fom Benavente hither, pistoled thus. 

Some we’d to finish for them : headlong haste 

Spared them no time for mercy to their brutes. 

One-half their cavalry now tramps afoot. 

Napoleon 

And what’s the tale of waggons we’ve picked up ? 

Officer 

Spanish and all abandoned, some four hundred ; 

Of magazines and firelocks, full ten load ; 

And stragglers and their girls a numerous crew. 

Napoleon 

Ay, devil — plenty those 1 Licentious ones 

These English, as all canting peoples are. — 

And prisoners ? 

Officer 

Seven hundred English, sire ; 

Spaniards five thousand mor^, 
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Napoleon 

’Tis not amiss. 

To keep the new year up they run away ! 

(He soliloquizes as he begins tearing open the dispatches) 

Nor Pitt nor Fox displayed such blundering 
As glares in this campaign ! It is, indeed, 

Enlarging Folly to Foolhardiness 
To combat France by land ! But how expect 
Aught that can claim the name of government 
From Canning, Castlereagh, and Perceval, 

Caballers all — poor sorry politicians — 

To whom has fallen the luck of reaping in 
The harvestings of Pitt’s bold husbandry. 

He unfolds a dispatch, and looks for something to sit on. A cloak is 
thrown over a log, and he settles to reading by the fiielight. The otheis 
stand round. The light, crossed by the snow-flakes, flickers on his unhealthy 
face and stoutening figure. He sinks into the rigidity of profound thought 
till his features lour. 

So this is their reply ! They have done with me 1 
Britain declines negotiating further — 

Flouts France and Russia indiscriminately 
“ Since one dethrones and keeps as prisoners 
The most legitimate kings” — th.at means myself — 

“The other suffers their unworthy treatment 
For sordid interests ” — that’s for Alexander 1 . . . 

And what is Georgy made to say besides ? — 

“ Pacific overtures to us are wiles 

Woven to unnerve the generous nations round 

Lately escaped the galling yoke of France, 

Or waiting so to do. Such, then, being seen, 

These tentatives must be regarded now 
As finally forgone ; and crimson war 
Be faced to its fell worst, unflinchingly.” 

— The devil take their lecture 1 What am I, 

That England should return such insolence ? 

He jumps up, furious, and walks to and fro beside the fire. By and 1^ 
cooling he sits down again. 

Now as to hostile signs in Austria. . . . 

(He breaks another sc.il ami reads) 

Ah, — swords to cross with her some day in spring 1 
Thinking me cornered over here in Spain 
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She speaks without disguise, the covert pact 
’Twixt her and England owning now quite frankly, 
Careless how works its knowledge upon me. 

She, England, Germany: well — I can front them 1 
That there is no sufficient force of French 
Between the Elbe and Rhine to prostrate her, 

Let new and terrible experience 

Soon disillude her of ! Yea ; she may arm : 

The opportunity she late let slip 
Will not subserve her now ! 

Spirit of the Pities 

//as he no hear f -hints that this Austrian court, 

IV hereon his mood takes mould so masterful. 

Is rearing naively in its nursery-room 
A future wife far him f 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou dost but guess it, 

And how should his heart knenu ? 

Napoli5on (opening and reading another dispatch) 

Now eastward. Oh6 1 — 

The Orient. likewise looms full sombrely. . . . 

The Turk declines pacifically to yield 
What I have promised Alexcander. Ah ! . . . 

As for Constantinople being his prirc 

I’ll see him frozen first. His flight’s too high ! 

And show'ing that I think so makes him cool. (Rises.) 

Is Soult the Duke Dalmatia yet at hand ? 

Officer 

He has arrived along the Leon road 
Just now, your Majesty ; and only waits 
The close of your perusals. 

Enter SouLT, who is greeted by Napoleon. 

First Deserter 

Good Lord deliver us from all great men, and take me back 
again to humble life ! That’s Marshal Soult the Duke of 
Dalmati.a ! 
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Second Deserter 

The Duke of Damnation for our poor rear, by the look on’t ! 
First Deserter 

Yes — he’ll make 'cm rub their poor rears before he has done 
with ’em 1 But we must overtake ’em to-moi row by a cross-cut, 
please God ! 

NapolIIon (pointing to the dispatches) 

Here’s matter enough for me, Duke, and to spare. 

The ominous contents are like the threats 
The ancient prophets dealt rebellious Judah ! 

Austria we soon shall hare upon our hands, 

And England still is fierce for fighting on, — 

Strange humour in a concord-loving land 1 
So now I must to Paris straight away — 

At least, to Valladolid ; so as to stand 
More apt for couriers than I do out here 
In this far western comer, and to mark 
The veerings of these new developments. 

And blow a counter-breeze. . . . 

Then, too. there’s Lannes, still sweating at the siege 
Of sullen Zaragoza as ’twere hell. 

Him I must further counsel how to close 

His twice too tedious battery. — You, then, Soult — 

Ney is not yet, I gather, quite come up ? 

Soult 

H^s near, sire, on the Benavente road ; 

But some hours to the rear I reckon, still. 

Napoleon 

Him I’ll direct to come to your support 
In this pursuit and harassment of Moore 
Wherein you take my place. You’ll follow up 
And chase the flying English to the sea. 

Bear hard on them, the bayonet at their loins. 

With Merle’s and Mermet’s corps just gone ahead. 

And Delaborde’s, and Heudelet’s here at hand. 

While Lorge’s and Lahoussaye’s picked dragoons 
Will follow, and Franceschi’s cavalry. 

To Ney I am writing that, in case of need. 

He will support, with Marchand and Mathieu. — 
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Your total thus of seventj' thousand odd, 

Ten thousand horse, and cannon to five score, 

Should near annihilate this Ilrilish force, 

And carve a triumjih large in history. 

(lie liends o\er tile fire and ni.ikes some notes rapidly.) 

I move into Astorga ; then turn back, 

(Though only in my pcison do I turn) 

And leave to you the destinies of Spain. 

Spiuit of the Years 

More titrmiig may be lure than he designs. 

In this sma/l, sudden, swift turn bachioard, he 
Suggests one turning from his apogee ! 

The characters dispeisc, the fire sinks, and snow flakes, and darkness blot 
out all. 


SCENE III 

BEFORE CORU55a 

Tlio town, haibour, and hills at the back arc viewed from an aerial point 
to the north, over the lighthouse known as the Tower of Hercules, rising at 
the extremity of the tongue of land on which La Coruna stands, the open 
ocean being in the spectator's rear. 

In the foreground the most prominent feature is the walled old town, with 
its white towers and houses, shaping itself aloft over the harbour. 1 he new 
town, and its painted fronts, show bright below, even on this cloudy winter 
afternoon. Further off, behind the haiboui — now crowded with British 
transports of all sizes — is a series of low biokcn hills, intersected by hedges 
and stone walls. 

A mile behind these low inner hills is beheld a locky chain of outer and 
loftier heights that completely command the former. Nothing behind them is 
seen but grey sky. 


DUMB SHOW 

On the inner hills aforesaid the little English army — a pathetic fourteen 
thousand of foot only — is just deploying into line ; Hope’s division on the left, 
Baird's to the right. Paget with the reserve is in the hollow to the left 
behind them ; and Fraser's division still further back shapes out on a slight 
rise to the right. 

This harassed force now appears as if composed of quite other than the 
men observed in the Retreat insubordinately straggling along like vagabonds. 
Yet they are the same men, suddenly stiffened and growm amenable to 
discipline by the satisfaction of standing to the enemy at last. Tliey resemble 
a double palisade of red stakes, the only gaps being those that the melancholy 
necessity of scant numbers entails heie and there. 
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Over the bends of these red men is beheld on the outer hills the twenty 
thousand French that ha\e been pu&lied along the load at the heels of the 
IZnglisli by SoULl They have an ominous supeiioiity, both in position 
and in iheir abundance of c'ivalr> and attillei), over the slender lines of 
I nglish foot The left of this bickground, facing IIoPi, is made up of 
Dllvbordc’s and Mi ki i s divisions, while in a dcadlj aic round B\ird, 
fiom whom they arc di idcdonlj by the village of Hlvina, aic placed Mcrmef's 
division, L \hoIjSS wl s and Lorgl’s diagcxnis, 1 kanci 'sCiii’s cavaliy, and, 
highest up of all, a foiniidable battery of eleven gieat guns that lake the whole 
llntidi line 

It is now getting on for two o'clock, and a stii of activity has lately been 
noticed along the 1 lench front Three columns aiedisceined descending from 
iheir po&ition, the first towards the division of Sik Dvvm Bvikd. the weakest 
point in the Hriglish line, the next towards the centre, the third towards the 
left. A hciv V cannonade from the batteiy supports this advance 

The clash ensues, the English being swept down m swathes by the enemy’s 
artillery The opponents meet face to face at the village in the valley between 
them, and the fight theie grows furious 

Sir John Moore is seen galloping to the fiont undei the gloomy sky. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I seem io vision in San Carios\{Ctuifen^ 

That rises salient in the upper toion^ 

His name, and dafCy and dotngy set vjithin 
A filmy outline like a monument^ 

Which yet is but ike insubstantial air. 

Spirit or the Years 

Read visions as conjectures s not as more. 

When Moore arrives at the front, Fraser and PAcrr move to the right, 
where the P nglish are most sorely piessed A grape shot strikes off Baird’s 
arm Theie is a little confusion, and he is borne to the reai , while Major 
Napier di^ jipeais, a prisoner. 

Intelligence of these misfortunes is brought to Siu Totin Moore Hegoes 
fuither forward, and piecedes in person the Forty second legiment and a 
battalion of the Guards who, with fixed bajoncis, bear the enemy back, 
Moore's gestures in cheering them being notably tncigelic. Pui suers, 
pursued, and Sir John himself pass out of sight behind the hill. Dumb 
Show ends 

The point of vision descends to the immediate rear of the English position. 
The early January evening has begun to spread its shades, and shouts of 
dismay are heard from behind the hill over which Moore and the advanang 
lines have vanished. 

Straggling soldiers cross in the gloom 

First Straggler 

He’s struck by a cannon-ball, that I know ; but he’s not killedj 
that I pray God A’mighty. 
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Second Straggler 

Better he were. His shoulder is knocked to a bag of splinters. 
As Sir David was wownded. Sir John was anxious that the right 
should not give way, and went foiward to keep it firm. 

First Straggler 

He didn’t keepj’oi/ firm, howsomever. 

Second Straggler 

Nor you, for that matter. 

First Straggler 

Well, ’twas a serious place for a man with no priming-hom, 
and a character to lose, so I judged it best to fall to the rear by 
lying down. A man can’t fight by the regulations without his 
priming-horn, and I am none of your slovenly anyhow fighters. 

Second Straggler 

’Nation, having dropped my flint-pouch, I was the same. If 
you’d had your priming-horn, and I my flints, mind ye, we should 
have been there now ? Then, forty-whory, that we are not is the 
fault o’ Government for not supplying new ones from the reserve 1 

First Str.vggler 

What did he say as he led us on ? 

Second Straggler 

“Forty-second, remember Eg>'pt 1 ” 1 heard it with my own 

ears. Yes, that was his strict testament. 

First Straggler 

“ Remember Egypt.” _ Ay, and I do, for I was there 1 • . . 
Upon my salvation, here’s for back again, whether or no 1 

Second Straggler 

But here. “ Forty-second, remember Egypt,” he said in the 
very eye of that French battery playing through us. And the 
next omen was that he was struck off his horse, and fell on his 
back to the ground. I remembered Egypt, and what had just 
happened too, so thorough well th.at I remembered the way over 
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this wall ! — Captain Hardingc, who was close to him, jumped off 
his horse, and he and one in the ranks lifted him, and are now 
bringing him along. 

First Str.vggler 

N e\ ertheless, here’s for back again, come « hat will. Remember 
Egypt! Hunah ! 

[Exit First straggler. 

Second straggler ponders, then sudden!}' follou s Fii st. Enter COLONEI, 
Anderson and others hastily. 

An Officer 

Now fetch a blanket. He must be carried in. 

[Shouts he-nid. 

Colonel Anderson 

That means we are gaining ground ! Had fate but left 

This last blow undecreed, the hour had shone 

A star amid these girdling days of gloom ! 

[Exit. 

Enter in the obscurity si.x soldiers of the Foity-second beating Sir John 
Moore on their joined hands. C\ptain HARDiNon walks beside and 
steadies him. He is temporarily laid down in the shelter of a wall, his left 
shoulder being pounded away, the arm dangling by a shred of flesh. 

Enter COLONEL Graham and Captain Woodford. 

Gr.\ham 

The wound is more than serious, Woodford, far. 

Ride for a surgeon — one of those, perhaps, 

Who tend Sir David Baird ? (Exit Captain Woodford.) 

His hlood throbs forth so fast, that 1 have dark fears 

He’ll drain to death ere anything can be done ! 

Hardinge 

I’ll try to staunch it — since no skill’s in call. 

(He takes off his sash and’ endeavours to bind the wound with it. MooRK 
smiles and shakes his head. ) 

• There’s not much checking it ! The rent’s too gross. 

A dozen lives could pass that thoroughfare 1 

Enter a soldier with a blanket. They lift Moore into it. During the 
opei.uion the pommel of his sword, which he still wears, is accidentally thrust 
into the wound. 

I’ll loose the sword — it bruises you, Sir John. 

[He begms to uubuckle it. 
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Moore 

No. Let it be ! One hurt more matters not 
I wish it to go off the field with me. 

Hardinge 

I like the sound of that. It augurs well 
For your much-hoped recoveiy. 

Moore (looking sadly at his wound) 

Hardinge, no : . 

Nature is nonplussed there ! My shoulder’s gone, 

And this left side laid open to my lungs. 

There’s but a brief breath now for me, at most. . . . 
Could you — mot e me along — that 1 may glimpse 
Still how the battle’s going ? 

Hardinge 

Ay, Sir John — 

A few yards higher up, where we can see. 

He is borne in the bl.inkct a little uay otw.'tnl, and litted so that he can 
view the valley and the action. 

Moore (brightly) 

They seem to be advancing. Yes, it is so ! 

Enter Sir John Hope. 

Ah, Hope ! — I am doing badly here enough ; 

But they arc doing rarely well out there. 

(Presses Hope’s hand.) 

Don’t leave ! my speech may flag with this fierce pain. 

But you can talk to me. — Arc the French checked? 

Hope 

My dear friend, they are borne back steadily. 

Moore (his voice weakening) 

I hope that England — will be satisfied — 

I hope my native land — will do me justice 1 . . . 

I shall be blamed for sending Craufurd off 
Along the Orense road. But had I not, 

Bonaparte would have headed us that way. . . , 
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Hope 

0 would lliat Soult had but accepted battle 

By Lugo town ! We should have crushed him there. 

Moore 

Yes . . . yes. — But it has never been my lot 
To owe much to good luck ; nor was it then. 

Good fortune has been mine, but, (bitterly) mostly so 
By the e'chaustion of all shapes of bad ! . . . 

Well, this does not become a dying man ; 

And others have been chastened more than I 
By Him who holds us in His hollowed hand ! . . . 

I grieve for Zarago/a if, as said, 

The siege goes sorely with her, which it must. 

1 heard when at Dahagun that late day 
That she was holding out heroically. 

But I must leave such now. — ^You’ll see my friends 
As early as you can ? Tell them the whole ; 

Say to my mother. . . . {His voice f.xils. ) 

Hope, Hope, I have so much to charge you with, 
But weakness clams my tongue ! . . . If 1 must die 
Without a word with Stanhope, ask him, Hope, 

To — name me to his sister. You may know 
Of what theie was between us? . . . 

Is Colonel Graham well, and all my aides ? 

My will I have made — it is in Colborne’s charge 
With other papers. 

Hope 

He’s now coming up. 

Enter Major Colborne, princip.al aide-de-camp. 
Moore 

Are the French beaten, Colborne, or repulsed? 

Alas I you see what they have done to me I 

Colborne 

I do. Sir John : I am more than sad thereat 1 
In brief time now the surgeon will be here. 

The French retreat — pushed from Elvina far. 

Moore 

That’s good ! Is Paget anywhere about ? 
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COLBORNE 

He’s at the front, Sir John. 

Moore 

Remembrance to him S 
Enter two surgeons. 

Ah, doctors, — you can scarcely mend up me. — 

And yet I feel so tough — I have feverish fears 
My dying will waste a long and tedious while ; 

But not too long, I hope 1 

Surgeons (after a hasty examination) 

You must be borne 

In to your lodgings instantly. Sir John. 

Please strive to stand the motion — if you can ; 

They will keep step, and bear you steadily. 

Moore 

Anything. . . . Surely fainter ebbs that fire ? 

Colborne 

Yes ; we must be advancing everywhere : 

Colbert their General, too, they have lost, I learn. 

They lift him by stretching their sashes under the blanket, and begin 
moving off. A light waggon enters. 

Moore 

Who’s in that waggon ? 

Hardinge 

Colonel Wynch, Sir John. 

He’s wounded, but he urges you to take it 

Moore 

No. I will not. This suits. . . . Don’t come with me ; 
There’s more for you to do out here as yet 

(Cheerful shouts.) 

A-ha ! ’Tis this way I have wished to die ! 

Exeunt slowly in the twilight hfooKE, bearers, surgeons, etc., towgrds 
Coruna. 


The scene darken;. 
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SCENE IV 

coruSa. near the ramparts 

It is just before dawn on the following morning, objects being still in- 
distinct. The features of the elevated enclosure of San Carlos can be 
recognized in dim outline, and also those of the Old Tow n of Coruna around, 
though scarcely a lamp is shining. The numerous trahspoits in the hiubour 
buie.ath have still their lidmg-lights hunting. 

In a nook of the tow n walls a lantern glimmers. Some English soldiers 
of the Ninth regiment are hastily digging a grave there with e.<itemporized 
tools. 

A Voice (from the gloom some distance off) 

“ I am the resurrection and the life, saitli the Lord : he that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.” 

The soldiers look up, and see entering at the fui ther end of the patch of 
ground a slow procession. It advances by the light of lanterns in the hands 
of some meuiboi s of it. At moments the fitful raj s fall upon bearers carrying 
a coflinless body tolled in a blanket, with a military cloak roughly thrown 
over by w.ty of pall. It is brought towards the incomplete grave, and 
followed by IIoi'E, Gk.\h.\m, Andkrsox, Colbok.ni:, H.vkdinge, and 
several aides-de-camp, a chaplain preceding. 

First Soldier 

They are here, almost as quickly as ourselves. 

There is no time to dig much deeper now : 

Level a bottom just as far’s we’ve got. 

He’ll couch as calmly in this scrabbled hole 

As in a royal vault 1 

. Second Soldier 

Would it had been a foot deeper, here among foreigners, with 
strange manures manufactured out of no one knows what 1 Surely ' 
we can give him another six inches ? 


First Soldier 

There is no time. Just make the bottom true. 

The nic.igrc procession approaches the spot, and waits wliile the half-dug 
grave is louglilv finished by the men of the Ninth. They step out of it, and 
another of thorn holds a lantern to the chaplain’s book. The winter day 
slowly dawns. 
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Chaplain 

“ Man that is born of a woman hath but a short time to live, 
and is full of misery. He cometh up, and is cut down, like a 
flower ; he flecth as it were a shadow, and never continueth in 
one stay.'' 

A sun is fired from the French battery not far off ; then another. The 
ships in the harbour take in their riding-lights. 

COLDORNE (in a low voice) 

I knew that dawn would see them open fire. 

Hope 

We must perforce make swift use of our time. 

Would we had closed our too sad office sooner ! 

As the body is lowered another discharge echoes. They glance gloomily 
at the heights where the Fiench are ranged, and then into the grave. 

CH-APLAIN 

“We therefore commit his body to the ground. Earth to 
earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust.” (Another gun.) 

A spent ball falls not far off. They put out their lanterns. Continued 
firing, some shot splashing into the harfiour below them. 

Hope 

In mercy to the living, who are thrust 
Upon our care for their deliverance. 

And run much hazard till they are embarked. 

We must abridge these duties to the dead. 

Who will not mind be they abridged or no. 

Hardince 

And could he mind, would be the man to bid it. . . . 

Hope . 

We shaU do well, then, curtly to conclude 
These mutilated prayers — our hurried best ! — 

And what’s left unsaid, feel. 

Chaplain (his words broken by the cannonade) 

“ . . . . We give Thee hearty thanks for that it hath pleased 
Thee to deliver this our brother out of the miseries of this sinful 
world. . . . Who also hath taught us not to be sorry, as men 
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without hope, for them that sleep in Him Grant this 

through Jesus Christ our Mediator and Redeemer.” 

Officers and Soldiers 

Amen ! 

The diggers of the Ninth hastily fill in the grave, and the scene shuts as 
the mournful figures retire. 


SCENE V 

VIENNA. A CAFE IN THE STEPHANS-PLATZ 

An evening between light and dark is disclosed, some lamps being lit 
The huge body and tower of St. Stephen’s rise into the sky some way off, the 
western gleam still touching the upper stonework. Groups of people are 
seated at the tables, drinking and reading the newspapers. One very 
animated group, which includes an Englishman, is talking loudly, A citizen 
near looks up from his newspaper. 

Citizen (to the Englishman) 

I read, sir, here, the troubles you discuss 
Of your so gallant army under Moore. 

His was a spirit baffled but not quelled, 

And in his death there shone a stoicism 
That lent retreat the rays of victory. 

Englishman 

It was so. While men chide they will admire him, 

And frowning, praise, I could nigh prophesy 
That the unwonted crosses he has borne 
In his career of sharp vicissitude 
Will tinct his story with a tender charm, 

And grant the memory of his strenuous feats 
As long a lease within the minds of men 
As conquerors hold there. — Does the sheet give news 
Of how the troops reached home ? 

Citizen (looking again at the pape^ 

Yes ; from your press 

It quotes that they arrived at Plymouth Sound 
Mid dreadful weather and much suffering. 

It states they looked the very ghosts of men. 

So heavily had hunger told on them, 

And the fatigues and toils of the retreat 
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Several were landed dead, and many died 
As they were borne along. At Portsmouth, too, 

Sir David Baird, still helpless fiom his wound. 

Was carried in a cot, sheet-pale and thin. 

And Sir John Hope, lank as a skeleton. — 

Thereto is added, with authority. 

That a new expedition soon will fit. 

And start again for Spain. 

Englishman 

I have heard as much. 
Citizen 

You’ll do it next time, sir. And so shall we 1 

Second Citizen (regarding the church tower opposite) 
You witnessed the High Service over there 
They held this morning? (To the Englishman.) 

Englishman 

Ay ; I did get in j 

Though not without hard striving, such the throng ; 
But travellers roam to waste who shyly roam 
And I pushed like the rest. 

Second Citizen 

Our young Archduchess 
Maria Louisa was, they tell me, present ? 

Englishm.in 

O yes : the whole Imperial family, 

And when the Bishop called all blessings down 
Upon the Landwehr colours there displayed, 
Enthusiasm touched the sky — she sharing it. 

Second Citizen 
Commendable in her, and spirited, 

After the graceless insults to the Court 
The Paris journals fiaunt — not voluntarily, 

But by his ordering. Magician-like 
He holds them in his fist, and at his squeeze 
They bubble what he wills ! . . . Yes, she’s a girl 
Of patriotic build, and hates the French, 

Q 
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Quite lately she was overheard to say 
She had met with most convincing auguries 
That this year Bonaparte was starred to die. 

EyGLISHJIAN 

Your arms must render its fulfilment sure. 

Second Citizen 

Right ! And we have the opportunity, 

By upping to the war in suddenness, 

And catching him unaware. The pink and flower 
Of all his veteran troops are now in Spain 
Fully engaged with yours ; while those he holds 
In Germany are scattered far and wide. 

First Citizen (looking up again from his newspaper) 

I see here that he vows and guarantees 
Inviolate bounds to all our territories 
If we but pledge to carry out forthwith 
A prompt disarmament. Since that’s his price 
Hell burn his guarantees ! Too long he has fooled us. 
(To the Englishman) I drink, sir, to your land’s consistency. 
While we and all the kindred Europe States 
Alternately have wooed and warred with him. 

You have not bent to blowing hot and cold, 

But held you sturdily inimical 1 

Englishman (laughing) 

Less Christian-like forgiveness mellows us 

Than Continental souls ! (They drink.) 

A band is heard in a distant street, with siiouting. Enter third and fonith 
citizens, follotred by others. 

First -Citizen 

More news afloat? 

Third and Fourth Citizens 

Yea ; an announcement that the Archduke Charles 
Is given the chief command. 

First, Second, etc., Citizens 

Huzza 1 Right so 1 

A clinking of glasses, rising from seats, and geneial enthusiasm. 
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Second Citizen 

If war had not so pally been declared, 

Our howitzers and firelocks of themseUes 
Would ha\ e gone off to shame us ! This forenoon 
Some of the Landwehr met me ; they are hot 
For setting out, though but few months enrolled. 

Englishman 

That moves reflection somewhat. They are young 
For measuring with the veteran files of France 1 

First Citizen 

Napoleon’s anny swarms with tender youth, 

His last conscription besomed into it 
Thousands of merest boys. But he contrives 
To mi.x them in the field with seasoned frames. 

Second Citizen 

The sadly-seen mistake tbis country made 
Was that of grounding hostile arras at all. 

We should have fought irreconcilably — 

Have been consistent as the English are. 

The French are our hereditary foes, 

And this adventurer of the saucy sword. 

This sacrilegious slighter of our shrines. 

Stands author of all our ills . . . 

Our harvest fields and fruits he tramples on. 
Accumulating ruin in our land. 

Think of what mournings in the last sad war 
’Twas his to instigate and answer for ! 

Time never can efface the glint of tears 
In palaces, in shops, in fields, in cots. 

From women widowed, sonless, fatherless. 

That then oppressed our eyes. There is no salve 
For such deep harrowings but to fight again ; 

The enfranchisement of Europe hangs thereon. 

And long she has lingered for the sign to crush him : 
That signal we have given ; the time is come ! 

(Thumping on the tables.) 
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Fifth Citizen (rit another table, looking up from his paper 
and speaking across) 

I see that Russia has declined to aid us, 

And says she knows that Prussia likewise must ; 

So that the mission of Prince Schwarzenbcrg 
To Alexander’s Court has closed in failure. 

Third Citizen 

Ay — through his being honest — fatal sin I — 

Probing too plainly for the Emperor’s ears 
His ominous friendship with Napoleon. 

Englishman 

Some say he was more than honest with the Tsar ; 

Hinting that his becoming an ally 

Makes him accomplice of the Corsicaii 

In the unprincipled dark overthrow 

Of his poor trusting childish Spanish friends — 

Which gave the Tsar offence. 

Third Citizen 

And our best bid — 

The last, most delicate dish — a tastelessness. 

First Citizen 

What was Prince Schwarzenberg’s best bid, I pray ? 
Third Citizen 

The offer of the heir of Austria’s hand 
For Alexander’s sister the Grand-Duchcss. 

Englishman 

He could not have accepted, if or no : 

She is inscribed as wife for Bonaparte. 

First Citizen 
I doubt that text ! 

Englishman 

Time’s context soon will show. 
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Second Citizen 

The Russian Cabinet can not for lon^ 

Resist the ardour of the Russian ranks 
To march with us the moment we achieve 
Our first loud victory ! 

A band is heard playing afar, and shouting. People are seen hurrying 
past in the dircetion of the sounds. Enter si.\'th citizen. 


Sixth Citizen 

The Archduke Charles 
Is passing the Ringstrasse just by now, 

His regiment at his heels ! 


The younger sitters jump up with animation, and go out, the elder mostly 
remaining. 


Second Citizen 


Realm never faced 
The grin of a more fierce necessity 
For horrid war, than ours at this tense time ! 

The sounds of band-playing and huzzaing wane away. Citizens return. 


First Citizen 

More news, my friends, of swiftly swelling zeal ? 


Re-entered Citizens 

Ere passing down the Ring, the Archduke paused 
And gave the soldiers speech, enkindling them 
As sunrise a confronting throng of panes 
That glaze a many-windowed east fagade : 

Hot volunteers vamp in from vill and plain — 

More than we need in furthest sacrifice ! 

First, Second, etc., Citizens 
Huzza ! Right so ! Good ! Forwards ! God be praised I 

They stand up, and a clinking of glasses follows, till they subside to 
quietude and a rcpcnisal of newspapers. Niglitfall succeeds. Dancing- 
rooms are lit up in an opposite street, and dancing begins. The figures are 
seen gracefully moving round to the throbbing strains of a string-band, which 
plays a new waltzing movement with a warlike name, soon to spread over 
Europe. The dancers sing patriotic words as they whirl. 

The night closes over. 
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ACT FOURTH 

SCENE I 

A ROAD OUT OF VIENNA 

It is a morning in early May. Rain descends in torrents, accompanied by 
peals of thunder. The tepid downpour has c.\used the tiees to assume as by 
in.igic a clothing of limp green leafage, and has turned the ruts of the uneven 
highw.iy into litllc can.nls. 

A drenched ti'avclhng-chariot is passing, with a mcagie cseuit. In the 
interior are seated four women : the Arcudl'CHESS M.vkia IjOUis.t, in age 
about eighteen ; hi-' stepmother the Empress oe Alstri.v, third wife of 
Francis, only four years older than the Archduchess ; and two ladies of 
the Austrian Court. Behind come attendant c.arriagcs bearing servants and 
luggage. 

The inmates remain for the most part silent, and .ippeor to be in a gloomy 
frame of mind. From time to time they glance at the moist spi ing scenes 
which pass without in a perspective distoitcd by the i.iin-diops that slide 
down the panes, and by the blurring effect of the traiellcis' biealhmgs. Of 
the four the one w ho Keeps in the best spirits is the Akciidlciiess, a fair, 
blue-eyed, full-figuied, i ound-lipped maiden. 

Maria Louis \ 

Whether the rain comes in or not I must open the window. 
Please allow me. (She straightway opens it. ) 

Empress (groaning) 

Yes — open or shut it — I don’t care. I am loo ill to care for 
anything! (The c.arri.age jolts into a hole.) O woe ! To think that 
I am driven away from my husband’s home in such a miserable 
conveyance, along such a road, and in such weather as this. 
(Peal of thunder. ) There arc his guns ! 

Maria Louisa 

No, my dear one. It cannot be his guns. They told .us 
when w’c started that he was only half-way from Ratisbon hither,' 
so that he must be nearly a hundred miles off as yet ; and a large 
army cannot move fast. 

Empress 

lie should never have been let come nearer than Ratisbon! 
The victory at Echmiihl was fatal for us. O Echmiihl, Echmiihl I 
I bclietc he will overtake us before we get to Buda. 
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First Lady-in-Waiting 

If so, your Majesty, shall \vc be claimed as prisoners and 
marched to Paris ? 

Emprkss 

Undoubtedly. But I shouldn’t much care. It would not be 
worse than this. ... I feel sodden all through me, and frowzy, 
and broken 1 (She doses her eyes as if to doze. ) 

Maria Louisa 

It is dreadful to see her suffer so! (Shutting the window.) If 
the roads wore not so bad I should not mind. I almost wish we 
had stayed ; though when he arrires the cannonade will be 
terrible. 

First Lady-in-waiting 

I wonder if he will get into Vienna. VVill his men knock 
down all the houses, madam ? 

Maria Louisa 

If he do got in, I am sure his triumph will not be for long. 
My uncle the .-\rchduke Charles is at his heels 1 I have been 
told many impoitant prophecies about Bonaijarte’s end, which is 
fast nearing, it is asserted. It is he, they say, who is referred to 
in the Apocalypse. He is doomed to die this year at Cologne, 
in an inn called “The Red Crab.” I don’t attach too much 
importance to all these predictions, but O, how glad I should be 
to see them come true 1 

Sl'XOND LaDY-IN-WaTITNG 

So should we all, madam. What would become of his 
divorce-scheme then } 

Maria Louisa 

Perhaps there is nothing in that report. One can hardly 
believe such gossip. 

Second Lady-in-Waiting 

But they say, your Imperial Highness, that he certainly has 
decided to sacrifice the Empress Josephine, and that at the 
meeting last October with the Emperor .Alexander at Erfurt, it 
was even settled that he should marry as his second wife the 
Grand-Duchess Anne. 
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Maria Louisa 

I am sure that the Empress her mother will never allow one 
of the house of Romanoff to marry with a bourgeois Corsican. I 
wouldn’t if I were she ! 

First Lady-in- Waiting 

Perhaps, your Highness, they are not so pai'ticular in Russia, 
where they are rather new themselves, as we in Austria, with 
your ancient dynasty, are in such matters. 

Maria Louisa 

Perhaps not. Though the Empress-mother is a pompous old 
thing, as I have been told by Prince Schwarzenberg, who was 
negotiating there last winter. My father says it would be a 
dreadful misfortune for our country if they were to marry. 
Though if we are to be exiled I don’t sec how anything of that 
sort can matter much. ... I hope my father is safe ! 

An officer of the escort rides up to the carriage w indow, which is opened. 

Empress (unclosing her eyes) 

Any more misfortunes ? 

Officer 

A rumour is a-wind, your Majesty, 

That the French host, the Emperor in its midst, 

Lannes, Massdna, and Bessiferes in its van, 

Advancing hither along the Ratisljon road, 

Has seized the castle and town of Ebersberg, 

And burnt all down, with frightful massacre, 

Vast heaps of dead and wounded being consumed, 

So that the streets stink strong with frizzled flesh. — 

The enemy ^ere this, has crossed the Traun, 

Hurling br^e Hiller’s army back on us. 

And marches on Amstetten — thirty miles 
Less distant from Vienna than before 1 

Empress 

The Lord show mercy to us ! But O why 
Did not the Archdukes intercept the foe ? 
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Officer 

His Highness Archduke Charles, your Majesty, 

After his sore repulse Bohemia-wards, 

Could not proceed with strength and speed enough 
To close in junction with the Archduke John 
And Archduke Louis, as was their intent. 

So Marshall Lannes swings swiftly on Vienna, 

With Oudinot’s and Demont’s might of foot ; 

Then Massena and all his mounted men. 

And then Napoldon, Guards, Cuirassiers, 

And the main body of the Imperial force. 

Empress 

Alas for poor Vienna ! 

Officer 

Even so ! 

Your Majesty h<as fled it none too soon. 

The window is shut, and the procession disappears behind the sheets of 
rain. 


SCENE 11 

THE ISLAND OF LOC.AU, WITH WAGRAM BEYOND 

The north horizon at the back of the bird’s-eye prospect is the high ground 
stretching from the Bisamberg on the left to the plateau of Wagrain on the 
right. In front of these elevations spreads the w ide plain of the Marchfeld, 
open, treeless, and with scarcelya house upon it.i 

In the foreground the Danube crosses the scene with a graceful slowness, 
looping itself round the numerous wooded islands therein. The largest of 
these, immediately under the eye, is the Lobnu, which stands like a knot in 
the gnarled grain represented by the running river. 

On this island can be discerned, closely packed, an enormous dark 
multititde of foot, horse, and artillciy in French uniforms, the numbers 
reaching to a hundred and seventy thousand. 

Lifting our eyes to discover what may be opposed to them we perceive on 
the Wagram plateau aforesaid, and right and left in'front of it, extended lines 
of Austrians, whitish and glittering, to the number of a hundred and forty 
thousand. 

The July afternoon turns to evening, the evening to twilight. A species of 
simmer which pervades the living spectacle ra'ses expectation till the very air 
itself seems strained with suspense. A huge event of some kind is awaiting 
birth. 


^ At this date. 
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DUMB snow 

The fiist change under thp cloik. of night is that the tightly packed 
legiinents on the island aiu got undei aims The suldieiy are like a thicket 
of leeds in uhich cveiy iccd should lie a ni in 

A large budge conn cts the island with the fuithci shoie, as well as some 
sniaPei budges. Oppo-sitc .iic high icdoubts and iiiolins that the .\ustiians 
have coiistiuctcd for opposing the pi'^sige acioss, which the luench ostenta- 
tiously set themsehcb to altunpt In the luge bridge, amid heavy cannon- 
ading. 

But the movement is a feint, though this is not peiceived by the \iistiians 
as vet. The ical movement is on the light hand of the foicgiound, behind a 
spill of the isle, and out of sight of the cnun\ , whcie scvetal large lafts and 
flat boats, eich capable of cnu)ing thicc bundled men, aic floated out fioni 
a su eened ci cek. 

Chosen battalions cntci upon these, which immediitO}* btgm to cioss with 
then buiden bimulluiLOiisly fiom othei sciccned nooks sccieth prepared 
floating budges, in sections, aie moved foith, joined togcthci, and defended 
by those who cios'^cd on the i if's. 

At two odock m the moining the thousands of cooped soldicis begin to 
cross the budges, pioducing a scene which, on such a scale, was never before 
witnes*!! d m the history of wai V gicat dischaigc fioni the battcucs accom- 
panies this maiKKUvre arousing the \ustiians to a like cannonade 

Tne night has Ijcen ubscuic* foi siimmei-tirac, and thcie is no moon The 
stoim now bicak^ in a tempestuous downpoin, vuih lighuvng and thunder. 
The tumult of intuie mingles so ^antasticallv with the tumult of piojectiles 
that flaming bomlis and foikvd Jlashc« cut ih« an in compain, and the noise 
fiom the moitais altcuutcs with the nol'iC fiom the clrurls 

hrom budge to bridge and bitk again a gloom) -ejccl figiiic stalks, as it 
ha-j stalked tlic whole night long, with the icstlcssncss of a wild animal. 
Plastered with mud, and dubblingwilh lain-waier, it bcais no lesemblance 
to anvthing dignified or official. The hguic is lint of N \p()i Tov, luging his 
multitiwlcs ovci 

B) da) light the gicat mass of the men is acioss the walei At six the 
rain ceases, the m st uncovers the face of the sun, which bustles on the 
helmets and ln3oncls of tlic riciich A hum of ama/cment uses from the 
.\ustnan hosts, who turn stning faces southward and peiccive what has 
happened, and the columns of iheir enemies standing to arms on the same 
side of the stuam with themselves nnd piepaung to tnin then left wing 

X vpoLi'oN rules along the fiont of his foiccs, which now spicad out upon 
the plam, and aie langcd in oidci of battle. 

Dumb Show ends, and the point of view changes. 


SCENE III 

THE FIELD OF WAGRAM 

The battlefield is now viewed icvcrsely, fiom the windows of a mansion at 
Wolkctsdoi f, to the icai of the Ausliian position. The pspr ct of the windows 
is nearly south, and the piospcct includes the plain of the Maichfeld, with 
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the islect Danube and Lobau in the extreme distance. Ten miles to the 
south-west, rightwards, the faint summit of the tower of St. Stephen's, 
Vienna, appears. On the middle-left stands the compact plateau of Wagram, 
so regularly shaped as to seem as if conatructctl by ai t. On the extreme left 
the J uly sun has lately risen. 

Inside tlie room arc discovered the E-MPEifoK Fr.VNCIS and some house- 
hold ofTicers in .rttendance ; with the War-Minister and Secretaries at a table 
at the back. Through open doors can be seen in an outer apartment 
adjutants, equerries, aides, and other military’ men. An officer in waiting 
enters. 

Officer 

During the night the French have shifted, sire, 

And much revised their stations of the eve 
By thwart and wheeling moves upon our left. 

And on our centre — projects unforeseen 
Till near accomplished. 

Francis 

But I am advised 

By oral message that the Archduke Charles, 

Since the sharp strife last night, has mended, too, 

His earlier dispositions, and has sped 
Strong orders to the Archduke John, to bring 
In swiftest marches all the force he holds. 

And fall with heavy impact on the French 
From nigh their rear? 

Officer 

’Tis good, sire ; such a swoop 
Will raise an obstacle to their retreat 
And refuge in the fastness of the isle ; 

And show this victory-gorged adventurer 
That striking with a river in his rear 
Is not the s.afest tactic to be played 
Against an Austrian front cquipt like ours 1 
The Emperor Francis and others scrutinize through their glasses the 
positions and movements of the Austrian divisions, which appear on the plain 
as pale masses, emitting flashes from arms and helmets under the July rays, 
and reaching from the 'Tower of Ncusiedel on the left, past Wagram, into the 
village of Stammersdorf on the right. Beyond their lines are spread out the 
darker-hued French, almost parallel to the Austrians. 

Francis 

Those moving musses toward the right I deem 
The forces of Klcnau and KoIIowrath, 
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Sent to support Prince John of Lichtenstein 
In his attack that way ? 

An interval. 

Now that they’ve gained 
The right there, t\hy is not the attack begun? 

Officer 

They are beginning on the left wing, sire. 

The Emperor resumes his glass and beholds bodies of men descending 
from the hills by Neusiedel, and crossing the Russbaeh river towards the 
French — a movement « hich has been going on for some time. 

Meanwhile the French stride stoutly on our midst ! 

Francis (turning thither) 

Where we are weakest ! It surpasses me 
To understand why was our centre thinned 
To pillar up our right already strong. 

Where nought is doing, while our left assault 
Stands ill-su- 'ported ? 

lime passes in silence; 

Yes ; it is so. See, 

The enemy Sirikes Rossenberg in flank. 

Compelling him to fall behind the Russbaeh 1 
The Emperor gets excited, and his face perspires. At length he cannot 
watch through his glass, and walks up and down. 

Penned useless here my nerves annoy my sight ! 

Inform me what you note. — I should opine 
The Wagram height behind impregnable ? 

Another silence, broken by the distant roar of the guns. 

Officer (at his glass) 

Klenau and Kollowrath are pounding on 1 
To turn the enemy’s left with our strong right 
Is, after all, a plan that works out well 
Hiller and Lichtenstein conjoin therein. 

Francis 

I hear from thence appalling cannonades. 

Officer 

’Tis theirs, your Majesty. Now we shall sec 
If the French read that there the danger lies. 
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Francis 

I only pray that Bonaparte refrain 
From spying: danger there till all too late I 

Officer (involuntarily, after a pause) 

Ah, Heaven 1 

Francis (turning sharply) 

Well, well ? What changes figure now ? 

Officer 

They pierce our centre, sire ! We are, despite. 

Not centrally so weak as I supposed. 

Well done, Bellegarde ! 

Francis (glancing to the centre) 

And what has he well done ? 

Officer 

The French in fierce fume broke through Aderklaa; 

But Bellegarde, pricking along the plain behind, 

Has charged and driven them back disorderedly. 

The Archduke Charles bounds thither, as I shape, 

In person to support him 1 

The Emperor returns to his spyglass : and they and others watch in 
silence, sometimes the right of their front, sometimes the centre. 

Francis 

It is so ! 

That right attack of ours spells victory, 

And Austria’s grand s-alvation 1 . . . (Time passes.) Turn 
your glass. 

And closely scan NapoHon and his aides 
Hand-galloping towards his centre-left 
To strengthen it against the brave Bellegarde. 

Does your eye reach him ? — ^That white horse, alone 
In front of those that move so rapidly. 

Officer 

It does, sire ; though my glass can conjure not 
So cunningly as yours. . . . That horse must be 
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The famed Euphrates — ^him the Persian king 
Sent Bonapaite as gift. 

A silence. Napoi.i'.o.n reaches a c.uiiage that is motiiig across. It bears 
M.tss^NA, who, hating leceiied .1 iccciit wound, is unable to ride. 

Fr.\nci.s 

See, the white horse and hoiscman pause beside 
A coach for some strange reason lolling there. . . . 

That white-horsed rider — yes ! — is Bonaparte, 

By the aides hovering round. . . . 

New war-wiles have been worded ; we shall spell 
Their purport soon enough ! (An interval.) 

The Freneh take heart 
To stand to our battalions steadfastly. 

And hold their ground, having the Emperor near 1 
Time P.1SSCS. An aide-de-camp enters. 

Aide 

The ArchduKe Charles is pierced in the shoulder, sire ; 

He strove too far in beating back the French 
At Aderklaa, and was nearly ta’en. 

The wound’s not serious. — On our right we win. 

And deem the battle ours. 

Enter another aidc-dc-c.imp. 

Second Aide 

Your Majesty, 

We have borne them back through Aspern village-street 
And Essling is recovered. What counts more, 

Their bridges to the rear we have nearly grasped. 

And panic-struck they crowd the few left free. 

Choking the track, with cries of “ All is lost i ” 

Francis 

Then is the land delivered. God be praised 1 

[Exeunt aides. 

An interval, during which the Emperok and his companions again 
remain anxiously at their glasses. 

There is a curious feature I discern 

To have come upon the battle. On our right 

We gain ground rapidly ; towards the left 
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We lose it : and the unjudged consciiucnce 
Is that the armies’ nhole commingling mass 
Moves like a monstrous wheel. 1 like it not ! 

Enter another aide-de-camp. 

Third Aide 

Our left wing, sire, recedes befoic Davout, 

Whom nothing can withstand ! Two corps he threw 
Across the Russbach up to Neusiedel, 

While he himself assailed the place in front. 

Of the divisions one pressed on and on, , 

Till lodged atop. They would have been hurled back 

Francis 

But how goes it with us in sum ? pray say 1 
Third Aide 

We have been battered off the eastern side 
Of Wag ram plateau. 

Francis 

Where’s the Archduke John ? 

Why comes he not ? One man of his here now 
Were worth a host anon. And yet he tarries ! 

[Exit third aide. 

Time passes, i\hile they reconnoitre the field with strained eyes. 

Our centre-right, it seems, round Neusiedel, 

Is being repulsed 1 May the kind Heaven forbid 
That Hesse Homberg should be yielding there 1 

The Minister in attendance comes fornard, and the Emperor consults 
him ; then walking up and down in silence. Another aide-de-camp enters. 

Fourth Aide 

Sire, Neusiedel has just been wrenched from us, 

And the French right is on the Wagram crest ; 

Nordmann has fallen, and Veczay : Hesse Homberg, 
Warteachben, Muger — almost all our best — 

Bleed more or less profusely 1 

A gloomy silence. Exit fourth aide. Ten minutes pass. Enter an 
officer in waiting. 
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Francis 

What guns are those that groan from Wagram height ? 


Officer 


Alas, Davout’s ! I have climbed the roof-top, sire. 

And theie discerned the truth. 

Cannonade continues. A long interval of suspense. The Esiperob 
returns to bis glass. 

FR-ANCIS 

A part of it ! 

There seems to be a giim, concerted lunge 
By the whole strength of France upon our right. 

Centre, and left wing simultaneously ! 


Officer 

Most viciously upon the centre, site, 

If I mistook not, hard by Sussenbrunn ; 

The assault is led by Bonaparte in person, 

Who shows himself with marvellous recklessness 
Yet like a phantom-fiend receives no hurt. 

Francis (still gazing) 

Ha 1 Now the Archduke Charles has seen the intent. 

And taken steps against it. Sussenbrunn 
Must be the threatened thing. (Silence.) What an 
advance ! — 

Straight hitherward. Our centre girdles them. — 

Surely they'll not persist ? Who heads that charge ? 

Officer 

They say Macdonald, sire. 

Francis 

Meagrest remains 

Will there be soon of those in that advance 1 
We are burning them to bones by our hot fire. 

They are almost circumscribed : if fully so 
The battle’s ours I What’s that behind them, eh ? 


Officer 

Their last reserves, that they may feed the front, 
And sterilize our hope ! 
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Francis 

Yes, their reserve — 

Dragoons and cuirassiers — charge in support. 

You see their metal gleaming as they come. 

Well, it is neck or nothing for them now 1 

Officer 

It’s nothing, sire. Their charge of cavalry 
Has desperately failed. 

Fr.ancis 

Their foot press on, 

However, with a battery in front 

Which deals the foulest damage done us yet. 

(Time passes. ) 

They are effecting lodgment, after all. 

Who would have reckoned on’t — our men so firm 1 
Re-enter first aide-de-camp. 

First aide 

The Archduke Charles retreats, your Majesty 5 
And the issue wears a dirty look just now. 

Fr.ancis (gloomily) 

Yes : I have seen the signs for some good while. 

But he retreats with blows, and orderly. 

Time passes, till the sun has rounded far towards the west. The features 
of the battle now materially change. The French have regained Aspern and 
Kssling ; the Austrian army is doubled back from the Diinube and from the 
heights of Wagram, which, as viewed from Y'olkersdorf, face the afternoon 
shine, the French established thereon glittering in the rays, 

Francis (choking a sigh) 

The turn has passed. We are worsted, but not whelmed I . . . 
The French advance is laboured, and but slow. 

— This might have been another-coloured day 
If but the Archduke John had joined up promptly ; 

Yet still he lags 1 

Another Officer (lately entered) 

• He’s just now coming, sire. 

His columns glimmer in the Frenchmen’s rear. 

Past Siebenbrunn’s and Loebensdorfs smoked hills. 

B 
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Francis (impatiently) 

Ay — coming tww ! • Why could he not be come 1 
(They watch intently. ) 

We can see nothing of that side from here. 

Enter a general officer, who speaks to the Minister at the back of the 
room. 

Minister (coming forward) 

Your Majesty, I now have to suggest, 

Pursuant to conclusions reached this morn. 

That since the front and flower of all our force 
Is seen receding to the Bisambcrg, 

These walls no longer yield safe shade for you. 

Or facile outlook. Scouts returning say 
Either Davout, or Bonaparte himself. 

With the mid-columns of his forward corps. 

Will bear up hitherward in fierce pursuit, 

And may intrude beneath this \ ery roof. 

Not yet, 1 think { it may not be to-night ; 

But we should stand prepared. 

Francis 

If we must go 

We’ll go with a good grace, unfcignedly ! 

Who knows to-morrow may not see regained 
What we have lost to-day ? 

Re-enter fourth aide-de-camp. 

Fourth Aide (breathlessly) 

The Archduke John, 
Discerning our main musters in retreat, 

Abandons an advance that throws on him 
The enemy’s whole brunt if he bear on. 

Francis 

Alas for his devotion 1 Let us go. 

Such weight of sadness as we shoulder now 
Will wring us down to sleep in stall or stye. 

If even that be found 1 . . . Think ! Bonaparte, 

By reckless riskings of his life and limb, 

Has turned the steelyard of our strength to-day. 
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Whilst I have idled here ! . . . May brighter times 
Attend the cause of Europe fur in Spain, 

And British blood flow not, as ours, in vain ! 

[Exeunt the EMfEROH Francis, ministers, officers, and attendants. 
The night comes, and the scene is obscured. 


SCENE IV 

THE FIEI.D OF TALAVERA 

It is the same month and weather as in the preceding scene. 

Talavera town, on the river Tagus, is at the extreme right of the foivi- 
ground ; a mountain range on the extreme left. 

The allied army under Sir Arthur Wkli.eslev stretches between — 
the English on the left, the .Spanish on the right — part holding a hill to the 
left-centre of the scene, divided from the mountains by a valley, and part 
holding a redoubt to the right-centre. This army of more than fifty thousand 
all told, of nhich twenty-two thousand only are English, has its back to the 
spectator. 

Beyond, in a wood of olive, oak. and coik, are the fifty to sixty thousand 
French, facing the spectator and the allies. Their right includes a strong 
battery upon a hill which fronts the one on the English left. 

Behind all, the heights of .Salinas close the prospect, the small river 
Alberche flowing at their foot from left to right into the Tagus, which 
advances in foreshortened perspective to the town at the right front corner of 
the scene ns aforesaid. 

DUMB SHOAV 

The hot and dusty July afternoon having turned to twilight, shady masses 
of men start into motion from the French position, come towards the fore- 
ground, silently .ascend the hill on the left of the English, and assail the latter 
in a violent outburst of fire and le.id. They ne.arly gain possession of the hill 
ascended. 

Chorus of Rumours (aerial music) 

Talavera longues it as ten d the night-time : 

Now come Huffui's slaughterers surging upward, 

Backed by bold Vilatte’s ! From the vale Lapisse, too, 
Darkly outswells there I—r 

Down the vague veiled incline the English fling them. 

Bended bayonets prodding exponents backward: 

So the first fierce charge of the ardent Frenchmen 
England repels there! 

Having fallen back into the darkness the French presently reascend in yet 
larger masses. The high square knapsack which every English foot-soldier 
carries, and his shako, and its tuft, outline themselves against the dim light 
as the ranks stand awaiting the shock. 
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Chorus of Rumours 

Pushing spread they ! — shout as they reach the summit I 

Strength and stir neiu-primcd in their plump battalions: 
Puffs of barbed flame blown on the lines opposing 
/tight r and h’gher. 

There those hold them mute, though at speaking distance — 
Mute, while clicking flints, and the crash of volleys 
Whelm the weighted gloom with immense distraction 
Pending their fire. 

Fronting heads, helms, brow^ can each ra7iksman read there. 
Epaulettes, hot cheeks, and the shining eyeball. 

{Called a trice from gloom by the fleeting pan-flash) 

Pressing them nigher! 

The French again fall back in disoider into the hollow, and Lapisse 
draws off on the right. .4s the sinking sound of the muskets tells what has 
happened the English raise a shout. 

Chorus of Pities 

Thus the dim nocturnal embroil of conflict 
Closes with the roar of receding gunfire. 

Harness loosened then, and their day-long strenuous 
Temper unbending. 

Worn-out lines lie dcnuti where they late stood staunchly — 
Cloaks around them rolled — by the bivouac embers ; 

There at dawn to stake in the dynasts’ death-game 
All, till the ending! 


SCENE V 

THE SAME 

DUMB SHOW (continued) 

The morning breaks. There is another murderous attempt to dislodge 
the English from the hilir the assault being pressed with a determination that 
excites the admiration of the English themselves. 

The French are seen descending into the valley, crossing it, and climbing 
it on the English side under the fire of Hill's whole division, all to no 
purpose. In their retreat they leave behind them on the slopes nearly two 
thousand lying. 

The day advances to noon, and the air trembles in the intense heat. The 
combat flags, and is suspended. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

What (h I sea but thirsty, throbbing bands 
From these inimic hosts dejiling down 
In homely need tosoards the little stream 
That parts their enmities, and drinking there ! 

They get to grasping haiuis across the rill. 

Sealing their sameness as earth's sojourners . — 

What more could plead the wryness of the times 
Than such unstudied piteous paniomincs t 

Spirit Ironic 

It is only that Lifds queer mechanics chance to work out in 
this grotesque shape just now. The groping tentativeness of an 
Immanent Will (as grey old Years describes it) cannot be asked to 
learn logic at this time of day ! The spectacle of Its instruments, 
set to riddle one another through, and then to drink together in pecuce 
and concord, is where the humour comes in, and tnakes the play 
worth seeing ! 

Spirit Sinister 

Come, Sprite, don't carry your ironies too far, or you may 
wake up the Unconscious Itself, and tempt It to let all the gory 
clock-work of the shotu run down to spite me ! 

The drums roll, and the men of the two nations p.iit fiom their comrade- 
ship at the Albcrchc brook, the cUrk masses of the French army assembling 
anew. Sir Aitniuii Wellesley has seated himself on a mound that 
commands a full view of the contested hill, .and remains there motionless a 
long time. When the French form for Imttle he is seen to have come to a 
conclusion. He mounts, gives his orders, anrl the aides ride off. 

The French advance steadily through the sultry atmosphere, the skirmishers 
in front, and the columns after, moving, yet seemingly motionless. Their 
eighty cannon peal out and their shots mow every sp.ar e in the line of them. 
Up the great valley and the terraces of the hill whose fame is at that 
moment being woven, comes Vilatte, boring his way with foot and horse, 
and Ruffin’s men following behind. 

According to the order given, the Twenty-third Light Dragoons and the 
German Hussars advance at a chosen moment against the head of th^ 
columns. On the way they disappear. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Why this bedevilment f What can heme chanced? 

Spirit of Rumour 

It so befalls that as their chargers near 
The inimical wall of flesh with its iron frise. 
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A treacherous chasm uptrips them : zealous men 
And docile horses roll to dismal death 
And horrid mutilation. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Those ‘who live 

Even now advance I I'll see no more. Relate. 

Spirit of Rumour 

yes, those pant on. Then further Frenchmen cross, 

And Polish Lancers, and Westphalian Horse, 

Who ring around these luckless Islanders, 

And sweep them derwn like reeds by the river-brink 
In scouring floods j till scarce a man remains. 

Meanwhile on the Bntiiih right Slbasiivm’s corps has piecipitated 
itself in column against Genlkal Campbell’s division, the division of Lafisse 
against the centre, and at the same time the hill on the English left is again 
assaulted. The English and their allies are pressed soiely here, the bellow- 
ing battery tcaiing lanes thiough their masses.’ 

Spirit of Rumour (continuing) 

The French reserves of foot and horse now on. 

Smiting the Islanders in breast and brain 

Till their mid-lines are shattered. *. . . Now there ticks 

The moment of the crisis j now the next. 

Which brings t.'e turning stroke. 

Sir Arthur Welli t sends down the Forty eighth regiment under 
Colonel Donellan t . iport the wasting troops. It advances amid 
those retreating, openin ' let them pass. 

Spi-, > OF Rumour (continuing) 

Then pales, enerved. 

The hithertc inflinching enemy ! 

Lapisse is pU reed to death; the flagging French 
Decline into the hollows whence they came. 

The too exhausted English and reduced 
Lack strength to follow. — Now the western sun. 

Conning With unmoved visage quick and dead. 

Gilds horsemen slackening, and footmen stilled. 

Till all around breathes drowsed hostility. 

Last, the sweated herbage lifts a leering light. 

And flames traverse the field; and hurt atid slain 

Opposed, ojiposers, in a common plight 

Are scorched together on the dusk champaign. 

The fire dies down, and darkness enwraps the scene; 
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SCENE VI 

BRIGHfOV. IHi: ROYAL PAMLION 

It IS the Ijjithday dmiiLi-paity of the Pkin( i or \\ ales In the floiidly 
decoiated banquetini;-iooni atrach tables spi cad with gold and silver plate, 
and having aitihcial fountains in their midst 

Seated at the tables aie the Princl himself as host — rosy, well curled, and 
affable — the Ulkls 01 Yoitk, Cl vklnci , Kfn r, Sussex, Cumbekland, 
and CvMBKiOGi, with many noblemen, including Lords Headiort, 
Blrm LI V, Lgrlmom, CincniSTrR, Dldilv, S\y and Sele, Sooth- 
AMl'TOM, IIlAlliriLID, EKSKI\I , Klllll, C SOMLRSl T, G CAVENDISH, 
R. Sevmour, and others. Sir C Poll, Sir E. G. de Chespigny, Mr 
Shcridvn , Gencials, Colonels, and Admnats, and the Rlv Mr. Scott. 

The Princi ' s band pl.i3s in the adjoining loom. The banquet is 
drawing to its close, and a boisterous conveisation is in pi ogress. 

1 ntei CoioM L niooMriLi d vvith a disptlch for the Prince, who looks 
U over amid gieat escilcmcnt in the company. In a few moments silence 
is called 

Prince of Wales 
I have the joy, my lords and gentlemen., 

To lOuse jou with the just impoitcd tidings 
Fiom General Wellesley thtough Loid Castlereagh 
Of a vast \ictoiy (noisy cheers) ovei the French in Spain. 
The place — called Talar cia de l,i Kejna 
(If 1 pionottncc it lightly) — long unlvnown, 

Weais now the ciest and bla^oniy of fame I (Cheers.) 

The heads and chief contents of the dispatch 
I lead you as succinctly as I can. (Cheers.) 

Sheridan (singing sotto voce) 

“ Now foieign foemen die and fly, 

Dammy, we’ll diink little England diy !” 

The Prince leads the parts of the dispatch th.Tt describe the battle, amid 
intermittent chccis 

Prince or Wales (continuing) 

Such is the substance of the news received, 

Which, after Wagrara, strikes us genially 
As sudden suniise through befogged night shades! 

Sheridan (privately) 

By God, that’s good, sir ! You are a poet born, while the 
rest of us aie but made, and bad at that. 

The health of the arai> in Spain is drunk \>ith acclamations. 
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Prince of Wales (continuing) 

In this achievement we, alas ! have lost 

Too many ! Yet such blanks must ever be 

Mackenzie, Langworth, IJeckett of the Guards, 

Have fallen of ours ; while of the enemy 
Generals Lapisse and Morlot aie laid low. — 

Drink to their memories 1 

They drink in silence. 

Other news, my friends, 

Received to-day is of like hopeful kind. 

The Great War-Expedition to the Scheldt (cheers) 

Which lately sailed, has found a favouring wind. 

And by this hour has touched its destined shores. 

The enterpiise will soon be hot aglow. 

The invaders making first the Cadsand coast. 

And then descending on Walcheren Isle. 

But items of the next step are withheld 
Till later days, from obvious policy. (Cheers.) 

Faint throbbing sounds, like the notes of violoncellos and contrabnssos 
reach the ear from some building without as the speaker pauses. 

In worthy emulation of us here 

The county holds to-night a birthday ball. 

Which flames with all the fashion of the town. 

I have been asked to patronize their revel, 

And sup with them, and likewise you, my guests. 

We have good reason, with such news to bear 1 
Thither we haste and join our loyal friends. 

And stir them with this live intelligence 
Of our staunch regiments on the Spanish plains. 

(Applause.) 

With them we’ll now knit hands and beat the ground, 

And bring in dawn as we whirl round and round 1 
There are some fair ones in their set to-night, 

And such we need here in our bachelor-plight. (Applause.) 

The Prince, his brothers, and a large proportion of the other Pavilion 
guests, swagger out in the direction of the Castle assembly-rooms adjoining, 
and the deserted banqueting-hall grows dark. In a few moments the back of 
the scene opens, revealing the assembly-rooms behind. 
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SCENE VII 

THE SAME. THE ASSEMBLY ROOMS 

The rooms are lighted with candles in brass ch.tndcliers, and a dance is in 
full movement to the strains of a sinng-band. A signal is given, shortiy 
after the clock has struck eleven, by Mk. Kottni, Master of Ceremonies. 

Forth 

His Royal Highness conies, though somewhat late, 

But never too late for welcome ! (Applause.) Dancers, 
stand. 

That we may do fit homage to the Prince 
Who soon may shine our country's gracious king. 

After a brief stillness a commotion is heard at the door, the band strikes 
up the National air, and the Pkin'CE enters, accompanied by the rest of the 
visitors from the P.avilion. . The guests who have been temporarily absent 
now crowd in, till thete is hardly space to stand. 

Prince of Wales (wiping his face and whispering to Sheridan) 
What shall I say to fit their feelings here ? 

Damn me, that other speech has stumped me quite 1 

Sheridan (whispering) 

If heat be evidence of loy 

Prince of Wales 

If what ? 

Sheridan 
If heat be evidence of loyalty, 

Et ctetera — something quaint like that might please ’em. 

Prince of Wai.es (to the company) 

If heat be evidence of loyalty. 

This room affords it truly without question ; 

If heat be not, then its accompaniment 
Most surely ’tis to-night. The news I bring. 

Good ladies, friends, and gentlemen, perchance 
You have divined already ? That our arms — 

Engaged to thwart Napoldon’s tyranny 
Over the jaunty, jocund land of Spain 
Even to the highest apex of our strength — 

Are rayed with victory 1 (Cheers.) Lengthy was the strife. 
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And fierce, and hot ; and sore the sufifering' ; 

But proudly ue endured it ; and shall hear, 

No doubt, of its far consequence 

Ere many days. I’ll read the details sent. (Cheers.) 

He reads again fioiii the disp-itUi .mud inoie cheering, the ball-room 
gnests crowding round. "W’hcn he has done he ansucis cjucstions ; then 
continuing : 

Meanwhile our interest is, if possible. 

As keenly waked elsewhere. Into the Scheldt 
Some forty thoustind bayonets and swords. 

And twoscore ships o’ the line, with frigates, sloops, 

And gunboats sixty more, make headway now. 

Bleaching the waters with their bellying sails ; 

Or maybe they already anchor there, 

And that the level ooze of Walcheren shore 
Ring with the voices of that landing host 
In every twang of British dialect. 

Clamorous to loosen fettered Europe’s chain ! (Cheers. ) 

A Noble Lord (aside to Sheridan) 

Prinny’s outpouring tastes suspiciously like your brow, Sheridan. 
I’ll be damned if it is his own concoction. IIow d’ye sell it a 
gallon ? 

Sheridan 

I don’t deal that way nowadays. I give the recipe, and 
charge a duty on the gauging. It is more artistic, and saves 
trouble. 

The company proceed to the supper-rooms, and the ball-room sinks into 
solitude. 

Spirit of the Pities 
So they f ass on. Let he f — But what is this — 

A moan f — all frailly floating from the east 
To ttsward, even from the forenamed isle ? . , , 

Would I had not broke nescience, to inspect 
A world so ill-contrived I 

Spirit of the Years 

But since thou hast 

Wdll hasten to the isle; a7id fhoiflt behold — 

Such as it is — the scene its coasts enfold. 
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SCENE VIII 

WALCHEREN 

A mar&hy island at the mouth of the Scheldt, lit by the low sunshine of an 
'evening in late summer. The horizontal rays from the west he in yellow 
sheaves across the vapours that the day's heat has drawn from the sweating 
soil. Sour grasses grow in places, and strange fishy smells, now warm, now 
cold, pass along. Brass-hued and opalescent bubbles, compounded of many 
gases, rise w here passing feet have trodde,t tlie damper spots. At night the 
place is the haunt of the Jack-l.antern. 

DUMB SHOW 

A vast army is encamped here, and in the open spaces are infantry on 
parade — skeletoned men, some flushed, some shivering, who are kept moving 
because it is dangerous to stay still. Ever}' now and then one falls down, 
and is carried away to a hospital with no roof, where he is laid, bedless, on 
the ground. 

In the distance soldiers are digging graves for the funerals which are to 
take place after dark, delayed till then that the sight of so many may not 
drive the living melancholy-mad. I'aint noises arc heard in the air. 

Shade of the Earth 

What storm is this of souls dissolved in sighs, 

And what the dingy doom it signifies ? 

Spirit of the Pities 

We catch a lamentation shaped thuswise ; 

Choru.s of Pities (aerial music) 

“ We who withstood the blasting blaze of war 
When marshalled by the galla?it Moore awhile. 

Beheld the grazing death-bolt with a smile. 

Closed combat edge to edge and bore to bore, 

Now rot upon this Isle 1 

“ The ever wan morass, the dufte, the blear 
Sandweed, and tepid pool, and putrid smell. 

Emaciate purpose to a fractious fear. 

Beckon the body to its last low cell — 

A chink no chart will tell. 

“ O ajicicnt Delta, where the fen-lights flit! 

Ignoble sediment of loftier lands, 
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Thy humour clings about our hearts and hands 
And solves us to its softness, till we sit 
As we were paid of it. 

“ Such foru as fei'er leaves is maddened now. 

With tidings trickling in from day to day 
Of others di^ering fortunes, wording how 
They yield their lives to baulk a tyrant's sway — 
Yield them not vainly, they / 

“ In champaigns green and purple, far and near. 

In town and thorpe where quiet spire-cocks tui //, 
Through vales, by rocks, beside the brooding him 
Echoes the aggressor’s arrogant career; 

And we pent pithless here / 

“ Here, where each creeping day the creeping file 
Draws past with shouldered comrades score on score, 
Bearing them to t' * tight less last asile. 

Where weary Wt - 'ails from the clammy shore 
Will their ears no more. 

“ We might ! , ought, and had we died, died well, 

Even if in dj .s’ discords not our own; 

Our death-spo some sad haunter might have shown. 
Some tongue ave asked our sires or sons to tell 
The tale of how we fell; 

‘‘But such bechanced not. Like the mist we fade. 

No lustrous lines engrave in story we. 

Our country s chiefs, for their own fames afraid. 

Will leave our names and fates by this pale sea 
To perish silently t” 

Spirit of the Years 

Why must ye echo as mechanic mimes 
These mortal miniond bootless cadences. 

Played on the stops of their anatomy 
As is the mewling music on the strings 
Of yonder ship-masts by the unweeting wind. 

Or the frail tune upon this withering sedge 
That holds its papery blades against the gale ? 
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— Me7i pass to dark co-,-rtipHon, at the best, 

Ere I can count Jive score : these “why not twtu f — 
The Immanent Shaper builds Its beings so 
Whether ye sigh their sighs •with them or no ! 

The niglit fog enwraps the isle and the dj ing English army. 


ACT FIFfH 

SCENE I 

PARIS. A BALLROOM IN THE HOUSE OF CAMBAC^RES 

The niany-oandled saloon at the Arch-Ciiancci,i.or‘s is visible through a 
draped opening, and a croud of masked dancers in fantastic costumes revolve, 
sway, and intermingle to the music that pioceeds from an alcove at the 
further end of the same apartment. The fiont of the scene is a withdrawing- 
room of smaller size, now vacant, save for tlie piesence of one sombre figure, 
that of Napoleon, seated, and apparently uatching the moving masquerade. 

Spirit of the Pities 
NapoUon even now unbraces not 
From stress of state affairs, which hold him grave 
Through revels that might "whi the Kijtg of Spleen 
To toe a measure ! I would speak •with him. 

Spirit ok the Years 

Speak if thou luilt lahose speech nor mars 7ior 7/te7ids I 

Spirit of the Pities (into Napoleon’s ear) 

Why tints and tints Napoleon ? Ca7i it be 
That Wagrattt with its glories, shocks, attd shatnes, 

Still leaves athirst the palate of thy p7ide? 

Napoleon (answering as in soliloquy) 

The trustless, timorous lease of human life 
Warns me to hedge in my diplomacy. 

The sooner, then, the safer 1 Ay, this eve. 

This very night, will I take steps to rid 
My morrows of the weird contingencies 
That vision round and make one hollow-eyed. . . . 

The unexpected, lurid death of Lannes — 
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Rigid as iion, leaped down like a straw — 

Tiptoed Assassination haunting round 
In unthought thoiouglifares, the near success 
Of Staps tile madman, aigue to forbid 
The riskful blood of my pic\isioned line 
And potenee for dvnaslic empery 
To linger -vialled in my veins alone. 

Perhaps within this very house and hour, 

Under an innocent mask of Love or Hope, 

Some enemy queues my ways to coffin me. . . . 

When at the first clash of the late campaign, 

A bold belief in Austria’s star prevailed, 

There pulsed quick pants of e.\pectation round 
Among the cowering kings, that too well told 
What would have fared had I been o\ erthrown ! 

So ; I must send down shoots to futuie time 
Who’ll plant my standard and my story there ; 

And a w'ay opens. -Better I had not 
Bespoke a wife fi >i\i Alexander’s house. 

Not there now ' s my look. But done is done 1 

The dance ends and i - enter, Bekthies among them. Napoe£om 
beckons to him, and he c -> forttard 

God send you . id amid this motley crew 
Fiivolities eni h, friend Berthier — eh ? 

My thoughts ve worn oppressive shades despite such 1 
What scanda i of me do they bandy here ? 

These close disguises render women bold — 

Their shames being of the light, not of the thing — 

And your sagacity has garnered much, 

I make no doubt, of ill and good report. 

That marked our absence from the capital ? 

Berthier 

Methinks, your Majesty, the enormous tale 
Of your campaign, like Aaron’s serpent-rod, 

Has swallowed up the smaller of its kind. 

Some speak, ’tis true, in counterpoise thereto, 

Of English deeds by Talavera towm. 

Though blurred by their exploit at Walcheren, 

•^nd all its crazy, crass futilities. 
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Napoli'zon 

Yet was the exploit well fcatuicd in design, 

Large in idea, and imaginative ; 

I had not deemed the blinkered English folk 
So capable of view. Their fate contrived 
• To place an idiot at the helm of it. 

Who marred its working, else it had been hard 
If things had not gone seriously for us. 

— But see, a lady saunters hitherward 
Whose gait proclaims her Madame Mettemich, 

One that I fain would speak with. 

Napol£on rises and crosses the room towards a lady-masker who has 
just appeared in the opening. Bektiiicr dr.aws off, and the Emperor, 
unceremoniously taking the l.ady‘s arm. brings her forward to a chair, and 
sits down beside her as d.incing is resumed. 

Madame Metternich 

In a flash 

I recognized you, sire ; as who would not 
The bearer of such deep-delved charactery ? 

Napoleon 

The devil, madame, take your piercing eyes ! 

It’s hard I cannot prosper in a g.-ime 
That every coxcomb play's successfully. 

— So here you are still, though your loving lord 
Disports him at Vienna? 

Madame Meti’ernich 

Paris, true. 

Still holds me ; though in quiet, save to-night. 

When I have been expressly prayed come hither, 

Or I had not left home. 

Napol£on 

I sped that prayer ! — 

I have a wish to put a case to you, 

Wherein a woman’s judgment, such as yours, 

May be of signal service. (He lapses into reverie. ) 

Madame Metternich 

Well? The case — 
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Napoleon 

Is marriage — mine. 

Madame Metternich 

It is beyond me, sire 1 

Napoleon 

You glean that I have decided to dissolve 
(Pursuant to monitions murmured long) 

My union with the present Empress — formed 
Without the Church’s due authority ? 

Madame Metternich 

Vaguely. And that light tentatives h.ave winged 
Betwixt your Majesty and Russia’s court, 

To moot that one of their Grand-Duchesses 
Should be your Empress-wife. Nought else I know. 

Napoleon 

■ been such approachings ; more, worse luck. 
Champagny wrote to Alexander 
n for his sister — yes or no. 

Madame Metternich 

.\orse luck” lies in that, your Majesty, 
ace from the Empress Josephine 
unalterably ? 

Napol^N 

This worse luck lies there : 

If your Archduchess, Marie Louise the fair. 

Would straight accept my hand, I’d offer it. 

And throw the other over. Faith, the Tsar 
Has shown such backwardness in answering me. 

Time meanwhile trotting, that I have ample ground 
For such withdrawal. — Madame, now, again. 

Will your Archduchess marry me or no ? 

That is, will her good sire assent thereto ? 

Madame Metternich 

Your sudden questions quite confound my sense ! 

It is impossible to answer them. 


There ' 
Last V 
Asking 

What 
If sevt 
Be fixt' 
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Napoleon 

Well, madame, now I’ll put it to you thus : 

Were you in the Archduchess Marie’s place 
Would you accept my hand — and heart therewith ? 

Madame Meiternich 
I should refuse you — most assuredly ! ^ 

Napoleon (laughing roughly) 

Ha-ha ! That’s frank. And devilish cruel too ! 

— ^Well, write to your husband. Ask him what he thinks, 
And let me know. 

Madame Metternich 

Indeed, sire, why should I ? 

There goes the Ambassador, Prince Schwarzenberg, 
Successor to my spouse. He’s now the groove . 

And proper conduit of diplomacy 

Through whom to broach this matter to his Court. 

Napoleon 

Do you, then, broach it through him, madame, pray j 
Now, here, to-night. 

Madame Metternich 

I will, informally. 

To humour you, on this recognizance. 

That you leave not the business in my hands. 

But clothe your project in official guise 
Through him to-morrow ; so safeguarding me 
From foolish seeming, as the babbler forth 
Of a fantastic and unheard of dream. 

NAPOLfON 

I’ll send Eugene to him, as you suggest. 

Meanwhile prepare him. Make your stand-point this : 
Children are needful to my dynasty, 

And if one woman cannot mould them for me, 

Why, then, another must. 

[E.'tit NapoliIon abruptly. 
Dancing continues. Madame Metternich sits on, musing. Enter 
Schwarzenberg. 

1 So Madame Metternich to her hu&band in reportine this inters icw> But who 
shall bay 1 


S 
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Madame Metternich 

The Emperor luis just left me. We have tapped 
This theme and that ; his Empress and — his next. 
Ay, so ! Now, guess you anj'thing? 

SCHWARZEXBERG 

Of her? 

No more than that the stock of Romanoff 
Will not supply the spruce commodity. 

Mad.ame Metternich 
And that the would-be customer turns toe 
To our shop in Vienna. 

Schwarzenberg 

Marvellous ; 

And comprehensible, i, it as the dream 
Of Delaborde, of uh’''.h I have lately heard. 

It will not work ! — What think you, madame, on’t ? 

Madame Metternich 
That it will work, and is as good as wrought !— 

I break it to you thus, at his request. 

In brief time Prince Eugene will wait on you, 

And make the formal offer in his name. 

Schwarzenberg 

Which I can but receive ad referendum. 

And shall initially make clear as much, 

Disclosing not a glimpse of my own mind ! 
Meanwhile you make good Metternich aware ? 

Madame Metternich 
I write this midnight, that amaze may pitch 
To coolness ere your messenger arrives. 

Schwarzenberg 

This radiant revelation flicks a gleam 
On many circling things ! — the courtesies 
Which graced his bearing towards our officers 
Amid the tumults of the late campaign. 
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His wish for peace with England, his affront 
At Alexander’s tedious-timed reply . . . 

Well, it will thrust a thorn in Russia’s side, 

If I err not, whatever else betide ! [Hxeunt. 

The maskers sm jrc into the foreground of the scene, and their motions 
become mote and mote fantastic. A stiangc gloom begins and intensifies, 
until only the high lights of their gi inning figures are visible. These also, 
with the whole ball-ioom, gradually darken, mid the music softens to silence. 


SCENE II 

PARIS. THK TUII.ERIES 

The evening of the next d.\y, A saloon of the Palace, with folding-doors 
communicating with a dining-room. The doors are flung open, revealing ou 
the dining-table an untouched dinner, Kapoi-iIon and Josephine rising 
from it, and DE B.vusset, chamberlain -in -waiting, pacing up and down. 
The Emperor and Empress come forward into the saloon, the latter pale 
and distressed, and patting her eyes with her handkerchief. 

The doors aic closed behind them ; a page brings in coffee; Napoleon 
signals to him to leave. JosfiPiiiXE goes to pour out the coffee, but 
Napoleon pushes her aside and ponrs it out himself, looking at her in a 
way which causes her to sink coweting into a chair like a frightened animal. 

JOSlSPHINE 

I see my doom, my friend, upon your face ! 

NAPOLIsON 

You see me bored by Cambarfres’ ball. 

Josephine 

It means divorce .' — a thing more terrible 
Than carrying elsewhere the dalliances 
That formerly were mine. I kicked at that ; 

But now agree, as I for long have done, 

To any infidelities of act 
May I be yours in name 1 

Napoleon 

My mind must bend 

To other things than our domestic pettings ; 

The Empire orbs above our happiness, 

And 'tis the Empire dictates this divorce. 



26 o 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT V 


I reckon on your courage and calm ‘sense 
To breast with me the law’s formalities, 

And get it through before the year has flown. 

JOStPHIXE 

But are you renlly going to part from me ? 

0 no, no, my dear husband ; no, in truth. 

It cannot be my Love will serve me so ! 

Napoleon 

1 mean but mere divorcement, as I said. 

On simple grounds of sapient sovcreigpity. 

Josephine 

But nothing have I done save good to you : — 
Since the fond day we wedded into one 
I never even have thought you jot of harm ! 

Many the happy junctures when you have said 
I stood as guardian-angel over you. 

As your Dame Fortune, too, and endless things 
Of such-like pretty tenour — yes, you have ! 

Then how can you so gird against me now ? 

You had not pi icked upon it much of late. 

And so I hoped and hoped the ugly spectre 
Had been laid dead and still. 

Napoleon (impatiently) 

I tell you, dear. 

The thing’s decreed, and even the princess chosen 
Josephine 

Ah — so — the princess chosen ! . . . I surmise 
It is none else than the Grand-Duchess Anne : 
Gossip was right — though I would not believe. 
She’s young ; but no great beauty ! — Yes, I see 
Her silly, soulless eyes and horrid hair ; 

In which new gauderies you’ll forget sad me ! 

Napoleon 

Upon my soul you are childish, Josephine : 

A woman of your years to pout it so ! — 

I say it’s not the Tsar’s Grand-Duchess Anne. 
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JOSKPHINK 

Some other Fair, then. You whose name can nod 
The flower of all the world’s virtjinity 
Into your bed, will well take caie of that 1 
(Spitefully. ) She may not have a child, friend, after all. 

Napoleon (drily) 

You hope she won’t, I know ! — But don’t forget 
Madame Walewska did, and had she shown 
Such cleverness as yours, poor little fool. 

Her withered husband might have been displaced. 

And her boy made my heir. — Well, let that be. 

The severing parchments will be signed by us 
Upon the fifteenth, prompt. 

Josephine 

What — I have to sign 
My putting away upon the fifteenth next ? 

Napoleon 

Ay — both of us. 

JosiIphine (falling on her knees) 

So far advanced — so far 1 
Fixed ? — for the fifteenth ? O I do implore you, 

My veiy dear one, by our old, old love, 

By my devotion, don’t, don’t cast me off 
Now, after these long years ! 

Napoleon 

Heavens, how you jade me ! 

Must I repeat that I don’t cast you off ; 

We merely formally arrange divorce — 

We live and love, but call ourselves divided. 

A silence. 

Josephine (with sudden calm) 

Very well. Let it be. I must submit 1 (Rises.) 

NAPOLiON 

And this much likewise you must promise me, 

To act in the formalities thereof 

As if you shaped them of your own free will. 
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Josephine 

How can I — when no freewill’s left in me ? 
Napol^N 

You are a willing party — do you hear ? 

Josephine (quivering) 

I hardly — can — bear this ! — It is — too much 
For a poor weak and broken woman’s strength ! 

But — but 1 yield ! — I atp so helpless now : 

I give up all — ay, kill me if you will, 

I won’t cry out ! 

Napoleon 

And one thing further still, 

You’ll help me in my marriage overtures 
To win the Duchess — Austrian Marie she, — ' 
Concentring all your force to forward them. 

Josephine 

It is t.he — last humiliating blow ! — 

I cannot — O, I v ‘il not ! 

N .-OL^ON (fiercely) 

But you shall \ 

And from your j . t experience you may know 
That what I say I mean ! 

Josephine (breaking into sobs) 

O my dear husband — do not make me — don’t ! 

If you but cared for me — the hundredth part 
Of how — I care for you, you could not be 
So cruel as to lay this torture on me. 

It hurts me so ! — it cuts me like a sword. 

Don’t make me, dear ! Don’t, will you 1 0,0,0! 

(She sinks down in a hysterical fit. ) 

Napoleon (calling) 

Bausset I 

Enter DE Bausset, Chamberlain-in-waiting. 

Bausset, come in and shut the door. 
Assist me here. The Empress has fallen ill. 
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Don’t call for help. W’e two can carry her' 

By the small private staircase to her rooms. 

Here — I will take her feel. 

They lift Josephine betwi-cii them and carry her out. Her moans die 
away as they recede towards the stairs. 

Enter two servants, wlio icinove coffee-service, readjust chairs, etc. 

First Servant 

So, poor old girl, she’s wailed her Miserere Mei, as Mother 
Church says. I knew she was to get the sack ever since he 
came back. 

Second Servant 

Well, there will be a little civil huzzaing, a little crowing and 
cackling among the Bonapartes at the downfall of the Beauhamais 
family at last, mark me there will ! They’ve had their little 
hour, as the poets say, and now ’twill be somebody else’s turn. 
O it is droll ! Well, Father Time is a great philosopher, if you 
take him right. Who is to be the new woman ? 


First Servant 

She that contains in her own corporation the necessary 
particulars. 


Second Servant 
And -what may they .be ? 


First Servant 

She must be young. 

Second Servant 

Good. She must. The country must see to that. 


First Servant 
And she must be strong. 


Second Servant 

Good again. She must be strong. The doctors will see to 
that. 


First Servant 
And she must be fruitful as the vine. 
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Second Servant 

Ay, by God. She must be fruitful as the vine. Th"' Hea ■'p 
help him, he must see to himself, like the meaner. . mltiplying 
man in Paris. 

^^cunt servants. 

Re-enter NapolI'.on with his stepdaughter, Qui:r\ Hortense. 

Napoleon 

Your mother is too rash and reasonless — 

Wailing and fainting over statesmanship 
Which is no personal caprice of mine. 

But policy most painful — forc.;J on me 
By the necessities of this country’s charge. 

Go to her ; see if she be saner now ; 

Explain it to her once and once again, 

And bring me word what impress you may make. 

Hortense goes out. Cii.vmpagny is shown in. 
Champagny, I have something clear to say 
Now, on our process after the divorce. 

The question of the Russian Duchess Anne 
Was quite inept for further toying vuh. 

The years rush on, and I grow nt ’ling younger. 

So I ha\ e made up my mind— committed me 
To Austria and the Hapsburgs — good or il' ' 

It was the best, most practicable plunge, , 

And I have plunged it. 

Champagny 

Austria, say you, sire ? 

1 reckoned that but as a scurrying dream 1 

Napoleon 

Well, so it was. But such a pretty dream 
That its own charm transfixed it to a notion, 

That showed itself in time a sanity. 

Which hardened in its turn to a resolve 
As firm as any built by mortal mind. — 

The Emperor’s consent must needs be won ; 

But I foresee no difficulty there. 

The young Archduchess is a bright blond thing 



SCENE II 


PART SECOND 


26s 


By general story ; and considering, too, 

That her good mother childed se\ enleen times, 

It will be hard if she can not pioduce 
The modest one or two that I reqniie. 

Enter Di. BVLS‘.Lrwith dispatches. 

DE BAUSSET 

The courier, sire, fiom Petersburg is here, 

And brings these letters for your Majesty. 

[Exit DE Bausset. 

Napoleon (after silently reading) 

Ha-ha ! It never tains unless it pours : 

Now I can have the other readily. 

The pioverb hits me aptly; “Well they do 
Who doff the old love ere they don the new !” 

(He glances again otei the letter. ) 

Yes, Caulaincourt now writes he has every hope 
Of quick success in settling the alliance 1 
The Tsar is willing — even is an.\ious for it. 

His sister’s youth the single obstacle. 

The Empress-mother, hitheito against me. 

Ambition-fired, verges on suave consent. 

Likewise the tvhole Imperial family. 

What irony is all this to me now ! 

Time lately was when I had leapt thereat. 

Champagny 

You might, of course, sire, give th’ Archduchess up. 
Seeing she looms uncertainly as yet. 

While this does so no longer. 

Napol^n 

No — not I. 

My sense of my owm dignity forbids 
My watching the slow clocks of Muscovy 1 
Why have they dallied with my tentatives 
In pompous silence since the Erfurt day ? 

— And Austria, too, affords a safer hope. 

The young Archduchess is much less a child 
Than is the other, who, Caulaincourt says. 

Will be incapable of motherhood 

For six months yet or more — a grave delay 
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CH4MPAGNY 

Your Majesty appeals to have trimmed your sail 
For Austria ; and no moic is to be said 1 


Napollon 

Except that thei e’s the house of Saxony 
If Austria fail. — Then, very well, Champagny, 
Write you to Caulaincouit accordingly. 


Champagny 
I will, your Majesty. 

Re enter Qucln Hortcxsi 


[Evit Champagny. 


Napoleon 

Ah, dear Hoi tense, 
How is your mother now ? 


HORTfeNSE 

Calm , quite calm, sue. 

I pledge me you iced have no fuithei fiet 
From her entreating teats She bids me say 
That now, as always, she submits herself 
With chastened dignity to circumstance, 

And will descend, at notice, from your throne — 
As in days earlier she ascended it — 

In questionless obedience to your will 
It was youi hand that crowned hei ; let it be 
Likewise youi hand that takes hei crown aw'ay 
As for hei children, w e shall be but glad 
To follow and withdiaw oui selves with her. 

The tendeiest mothei childien evei knew, 

From giandeiirs that have brought no happiness 1 

Napoleon (taking hei hand) 

But, Hoi tense, dear, it is not to be so ! 

You must stay with me, as I said befoie. 

Your mothei, too, must keep her royal state, 
Since no repudiation stains this need. 

Equal magnificence will oib hei lound 
In afteilime as now. \ palace heie, 

A palace in the countiy, wealth to match. 



SCENE III 


PART SECOND 


267 


A rank in order next my future wife’s, 

And conference with me as my tiiiest friend. 

Now we ^^ill seek her — Eugene, you, and I — 

And make the project clear. 

[Eveunt N.M’ol^on and Hortense. 
The scene darkens and shuts. 


SCENE III 

VIENNA. A PRIVATE APARTMENT IN THE IMPERIAL PALACE 

The Emperor Francis discovered, paler than usual, and somewhat 
flurried. 

Enter Metteunicii the Prime Minister — a thin-lipped, long-nosed man 
,\vith inquisitive eyes. , 

Francis 

I have been expecting you some minutes here, 

• The thing that fronts us brooking brief delay. — 

Well, what say you by now on this strange offer ? 

Metternich 

My views remain the same, your Majesty ; 

The policy of peace that I have upheld, 

Both while in Paris and of late lime here, 

Points to this step as heralding sweet balm 
And bandaged veins for our late crimsoned realm. 

Francis 

Agreed. As monarch I perceive therein 
A happy doorway for my purposings. 

It seems to guarantee the Hapsburg crown 
A quittance of distractions such as those 
That leave their shade on many a backward year 1 — 
There is, forsooth, a suddenness about it, 

And it would aid us had we clearly keyed 
The cryptologues of which the world has heard 
Between Napoleon and the Russian Court — 

Begun there with the selfsame motiving. 
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Metternich 

I would not, sire, one second ponder it. 

It was an obvious first crude cast-about 
In the impoi tant reckoning of means 
For his great end, a strong monarchic line: 

The more ad\ anced the more it profits us ; 

For sharper, then, the quashing of such views, 

And wreck of that conjunction in the aims 
Of France and Russia, marked so much of late 
As jeopardizing quiet neighbours’ thrones. 

Francis 

If that be so, on the domestic side 

There seems no bar. Speaking as father solely, 

I see secured to her the proudest fate 

That woman can daydream. And I could hope 

That private bliss would not be wanting her I 

Metternich 

A hope well seated, sire. The Emperor, 

Imperious and determined in bis rule, 

Is easy-natured in domestic life. 

As my long time in Paris amply proved. 

Moreover, the accessories of his glory 
Have been, and will be, admirably designed 
To fire the fancy of a young princess. 

Francis 

Thus far you satisfy me. ... So, to close. 

Or not to close with him, is now the thing. 

Metternich 

Your Majesty commands the issue quite : 

The Father of his people can alone 
In such a case give answer — yes or no. 

Vagueness and doubt have ruined Russia’s chance ; 
Let not, then, such be ours. 

Francis 

You mean, if I, 

You’d answer straight. What would that answer be ? 
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Metternich 

In state affairs, sire, as in private life. 

Times will arise when even the faithfullest squire 
Finds him unfit to jog his chieftain’s choice. 

On whom responsibility must lastly rest. 

And such times are pre-eminently, sire, 

Those wherein thought alone is not enough 
To serve the head as guide. As Emperor, 

As father, both, to you, to you in sole 
Must appertain the privilege to pronounce 
Which track stern duty bids you tread herein. 

Francis 

Affection is my duty, heart my guide. — ^ 

Without constraint or prompting I shall leave ' 
The big decision in my daughter’s hands. 

Before my obligations to my people 

Must stand her wish. Go, find her, Metternich, 

Take her the tidings. She is free with you, 

And will speak out 

(Looking forth upon the terrace. ) 

She’s here at hand, I see ; 

I’ll call her in. Then tell me what’s her mind. 

He beckons from the window, and goes out in another direction. 

Metternich 

So much for form’s sake ! Can the river-flower 
The current drags, direct its face up-stream ? 

What she must do she will ; nought else at all. 

Enter through one of the windows AI.ikia Louisa in garden-costume, 
fresh-coloured, girlish, and smiling. Metternich bends. 

Maria Louisa 

0 how, dear Chancellor, you startled me I 
Please pardon my so brusquely bursting in. 

1 saw you not. — Those five poor little birds 
That haunt out there beneath the pediment. 

Snugly defended from the north-east wind, 

Have lately disappeared. I sought a trace 
Of scattered feathers, which I dread to find 1 
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Mettcrnich 

They aie gone, I ween, the way of tender flesh 
At the assaults of winter, want, and foes. 

JlARiA Louisa 

It is too melancholy thinking, that 1 
Don't say it. — But I saw the Emperor here.^ 

Surely he beckoned to me? 

Metternich 

Sure, he did. 

Your gracious Highness ; and he has left me here 
To break vast news that will make good his call. 
Maria Louisa 

Then do. I’ll listen. News from near or far? 

[She seats herself. 

Meiiernich 

From far — though of such distance-dwarfing might 
That far may read as near eventually. 

But, dear Archduchess, with your kindly leave 
I’ll speak straight out. The Emperor of the French 
Has sent to-day to make, through Schwarzenberg, 

A formal oflTer of his heart and hand, 

His honours, dignities, imperial throne. 

To you, whom he admires above all those 
The woild can show elsewhere. 

M.ari.a Louisa (frightened) 

My husband — he ? 

What, an old man like him 1 

Metternich (cautiously) 

He’s scarcely old, 

Dear lady. True, deeds densely crowd in him ; 
Turn months to years in calendaring his span ; 

Yet by Time’s common clockwork he’s but young. 

Maria Louisa 

So wicked, too 1 

Metternich (nettled) 

Well — that’s a point of view. 
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Maria Louis \ 

But, Chancellor, think nhat things I have said of him! 
Can women marry wheic they ha\e taunted so? 

Metternich 

Things ? Nothing ine\pungeablc, I deem, 

By time and true good humour. 

Maria Louisa 

O I have ! 

Horrible things. Why — ay, a hundred times — 

I have said I wished him dead ! At that strained hour 
When the fiist voicings of the late war came. 

Thrilling out how the French weie smitten sore 
And Bonaparte retreating, I clapped hands 
And answered that I hoped he’d lose his head 
As well as lose the battle ! 

Metiernich 

Words. But words I 
Born like the bubbles of a spring that come 
Of zest for springing — aimless in their shape. 

Maria Louisa 

It seems indecent, mean, to wed a man 
Whom one has held such fierce opinions of! 

Metternich 

My much beloved Archduchess, and revered, 

Such things have been ! In Spain and Portugal 
Like enmities have led to intermarriage. 

I n England, after ivarring thirty years 
The Red and White Rose wedded. 

Maria Louisa (after a silence) 

Tell me, now, 

What does my father wish ? 

Metternich 

His wish is yours. 

Whatever your Imperial Highness feels 
On this grave verdict of your destiny, 
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Home, title, future sphere, he bids you think 
Not of himself, but of your own desire. 


Maria Louisa '’reflecting) 

My wish is what my duty bids me wish. 

Where a wide Empire’s welfare is in poise, 

That welfare must be pondered, not my will. 

I ask of you, then. Chancellor Mettemich, 

Straightway to beg the Emperor my father 
That he fulfil his duty to the realm. 

And quite subordinate thereto all thought 
Of how it personally impinge on me. 

A slight noise as of something falling is heard in the room. They glance 
momentarily, and see that a small enamel portrait of Makig Antoinette, 
which was standing on a console-table, has slipped down on its faee. 

Spirit of. the Years 

What mischief's this ? The Will imtst have Us vjay. 


Spirit Sinister 

Perhaps Earth shivered at the lady's say ? 
Shade of the Earth 

I own thereto. When France and Austria wed 
My echoes are men's groans, my dews are red; 
So I have reason for a passing dread.' 


Metternich 


Right nobly phrased. Archduchess ; wisely too. 

1 will acquaint your sire the Emperor 

With these your views. He waits them anxiously. 

(Going.) 


Maria Louisa 


Let me go first. It much confuses me 
To think — But I would fain let thinking be ! 

[She goes out trembling. 
Enter Fkancis by another door. 


Metternich 

I was about to seek your Majesty. 

The good Archduchess luminously holds 
That in this w'eighty question you regard 
The Empire. Best for it is best for her. 
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Francis (moved) 

My daughter’s views thereon do not surprise me. 

She is too staunch to pit a private whim 
Against the fortunes of a commonwealth. 

During your speech with her I have taken thought 
To shape decision sagely. An assent 
Would yield the Empire many years of peace, 

And leave me scope to heal those still green sores 
Which linger from our late unhappy moils. 

Therefore, my daughter not being disinclined, 

I know no basis for a negative. 

Send, then, a courier prompt to Paris : say 
The offer made for the Archduchess’ hand 
I do accept — with this defined reserve. 

That no condition, treaty, bond, attach 
To such alliance save the tie itself. 

There are some sacrifices whose grave rites 
No bargain must contaminate. This is one — . 

This personal gift of a beloved child ! 

Metternich (leaving) 

I’ll see to it this hour, your Majesty, 

And cast the words in keeping with your wish. 

(To himself as he goes) 

Decently done ! . . . He slipped out “ sacrifice, 

And scarce could hide his heartache for his girl. 

Well ached it I — But when these things have to be 
It is as well to breast them stoically. 

[Exit Metternich. 

The clouds draw over. 


SCENE IV 

LONDON. A CLUB IN ST. JAMES’S STREET 

A winter midnight. Two members are conversing by the fire, and others 
are seen lolling in the background, some of them snoring. 

First Member 

I learn from a private letter that it tvas carried out in the 
Emperor’s Cabinet at the Tuileries — just off the throne-room, 
where they all assembled in the evening, — Boney and the wife 

T 
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of his bosom (in puie iihite muslin fiom head to foot, they say), ' 
the Kings and Queens of Holland, Westphalia, and Naples, the 
Piincess Pauline, and one oi tno moie , the officials piesent 
being Cainbacfcies the Chancelloi, and Count Regnaud Quite a 
small paity It was oiei in a fen minutes — shoit and sneet, 
like a donkey’s gallop 

Second Member 

Anything but sweet foi hei. Hon did she stand it 

First Member 

Serenely, I believe, while the Empeioi nas making his speech 
lenouncing hei , but nhen it came to her tiiin to say she 
lenounced him she began sobbing niightilj, and nas so com- 
pletely choked up that she couldn’t gei out a nord 

Second Membir 

Pool old dame ' I pity her, by God , though she had a 
rattling good spell while it lasted. 

First Member 

They say he was a bit upset, too, at sight of her teais But I 
dare vow that was put on Fancy Boney eating a curse nhat a 
woman feels She had leaint hei speech b) heart, but that did 
not help her Regnaud had to finish it for hei, the ditch that 
overturned hei being where she was made to say that she no 
longer pieseived any hope of having children, and that she was 
pleased to show hei attachment by enabling him to obtain them 
b) anothei woman She was led off fainting. A turning of the 
tables, consideiing how madly jealous she used to make him by 
her flu rations ' 

Entci a thud membei 

Second Member 

How IS the debate going ? Still braying the Government in 
a mortar’ 

Third Member 

The> aie Though one thing everv body admits young Peel 
has nude a wonderful fust speech in seconding the address 
Theic his been nothing like it since Pitt He spoke musingly 
of Austria’s niisfoitunes — went on ibout Spain of couise, showing 
that we must still go on supporting hei, winding up with a 



SCENE IV 


PART SECOND 


27s 


brilliant peroration about — what were the words — “tbe fiery 
glance of freedom which flashed incessantly from the indignant 
eyes of the British soldier!” — Oh, well : it was all learnt before- 
hand, of course. 

Second Member 

I wish I had gone down. But the wind soon blew the other 
way. 

Third Member 

Then Gower rapped out his amendment. That was good, 
too, by God. 

Second Member 

Well, the war must go on. And that being the general 
conviction this censure and that censure are only so many blank 
cartridges. 

Third Member 

Blank ? Damn me, were they ! Gowei-’s was a palpable hit 
when he said that Parliament had placed unheard-of resources in 
the hands of Ministers last year, to make this year’s results to 
the country worse than if they had been afforded no resources at 
all. Every single enterprise of theirs had been a beggarly 
failure. 

Second Member 

Anybody could have said it, come to that. 

Third Member 

Yes, because it is so true. However, when he began to lay 
on with such rhetoric as “the treasures of the nation lavished in 
wasteful thoughtlessness,” — “thousands of our troops sacrificed 
wantonly in the pestilential swamps of Walcheren,” and gave the 
details we know so well. Ministers wriggled a good one, though 
’twas no news to ’em. Castlereagh kept on starting forward as 
if he were going to jump up and interrupt, taking the strictures 
entirely as a personal affront. 

Enter a fourth member. 

Several Members 

Who’s speaking now ? 

Fourth ^Member 

I don’t know. 1 have heard of nobody later than Ward. 
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Second Member 

The fact is that, as Whitbread said to me to-day, the materials 
for condemnation are so prodigious that we can scarce marshal 
them into argument. We are just able to pour ’em out one upon 
t’other. 

Third Member 

Ward said, with the blandest air in the world : “ Censure ? 
Do his Majesty’s Ministeis expect censure? Not a bit. They 
are going about asking in tremulous tones if anybody has heard 
when their impeachment is going to begin.” 

Sever.m, Members 

Haw-haw-haw ! 

Third Member 

Then he made another point. After enumerating our frightful 
failures — Spain, Walcheren, and the rest — he said: “But 
Ministers have not failed in everything. No ; in one thing they 
have been strikingly successful. They have been successful in 
their attack upon Copenhagen — because it was directed against 
an ally ! ” Mighty fine, wasn’t it ? 

SECottD Member 

How did Castlercagb stomach that? 

Third Member 

He replied then. Donning his air of injured innocence he 
proved the honesty of his intentions — no doubt truly enough. 
But when he came to Walcheren nothing could be done. The 
case was hopeless, and he knew it, and foundered. However, at 
the division, when he saw what a majority was going out on his 
side he was as frisky as a child. Canning’s speech was grave, 
with bits of shiny ornament stuck on — like the brass nails on a 
cofifin, Sheridan says. 

Fifth and sixth members stagger in, arm-and-arm. 

Fifth Member 

The ’vision is ’jority of ninety-six againsht — Gov’ment — I 

mean — againsht us. Which is it — hey? (To bis companion.) 

Sixth Member 

Damn majority of — damn ninety-six — against damn amend- 
ment 1 


(They sink down on a sofa. ) 
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. Gad, I didn’t expect the figure would have been quite so high ! 

Third Member 

The one conviction is that the war in the Peninsula is to go 
on, and as we aie all agreed upon that, what the hell does it 
matter what their majority is ? 

Enter Sheridan. They all turn inquiringly. 

Sheridan 

Have ye heard the latest ? 

Second Member 

Ninety-six against us. 

Sheridan 

O no — that’s ancient history. I’d forgot it. 

Third Member 

A revolution, because Ministers are not impeached and 
hanged ? 

Sherid.vn 

That’s in contemplation, when we’ve got their confessions. 
But what I meant was from over the water — it is a deuced sight 
more serious to us than a debate and division that are only like 
the Liturgy on a Sunday — known beforehand to all the congre- 
gation. Why, Bonaparte is going to marry Austria forthwith — 
the Emperor’s daughter Maria Louisa. 

Third Member 

The Lord look down ! Our late respected crony Austria ! 
Why, in this very night’s debate they have been talking about 
the laudable principles we have been acting upon in affording 
assistance to the Emperor Francis in his stiuggle against the 
violence and ambition of F ranee ! 

Second Member 

Boney safe on that side, what may not befall ! 

Third Member 

We had better make it up with him, and shake hands all 
round. 
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Second Member 

Shake heads seems most natural in the case. 0 House of 
Hapsburg, how hast thou fallen ! 

Entei WHiTnuL\D, Lord Hliciiinson, Lord Glorge CAtrNDisn, 
GcORSk , ponsonby, WiNnnvM. Lord Grey, Baring, Elliot, and oihei 
members, some , ,> „„)j The comersation becomes animated and noisy; 
several move off to tlie c<, 1 and the scene closes 


SCENE V 

THE OLD WEST HIGHWAY OUT OF VIENNA 

The spot is where the road passes undei the slopes of the Wiener Wald, 
with its beautiful forest sceneiy. 

DUMB SHOW 

A procession of enoi mous length, composed of eight) can uges —many of 
them drawn by si\ hoiscs and one by eight — and escoited b) detachments of 
cuitassiers, yeomanry, and othe‘ cavalry, is quickening its speed along the 
highw ay from the city. 

The six-horse cairiages contain a multitude of Court oftici.vls, ladies of tht 
Couit, and other .\usliian nobility The eight-horse coach contains a rosy, 
blue-e)od giil of eighteen, with full red bps, tound figmc, and p.ile aubuin 
hair. She is MvuiV Louisa, and hei eyes aie led fiom icceiil weeping. 
The CoUNTLSS DE L.vzvnsky, Gland Mistress of the Household, m die 
cari'agc with liei, and the other ladies of the Palace behind, have a pale, 
pioud, yet les'gred look, .ns if conscious that upon then sev had been laid 
ihe burden of paying for the peace with France They lime been played out 
of Vienna with 1 lench marches, and the tiifiing incident has help^ on Iheir 
sadness. 

The observer's \ ision being still Ijent on the train of t eludes and cavalry, 
the point of sight is withdiawn high into the ail, till the huge procession on 
the brow n road looks no more than a file of ants craw ling along a strip of 
garden-matting. The spacious terrestrial outlook now gamed shows this to 
be the gieat road acioss Europe from Vienna to Munich, and fiom Munich 
westerly to France. 

The puny concatenation of specks being exclusively watched, the surface 
of the earth seems to move along m an opposite direction, and in infinite 
vaiiety of hill, dale, woodland, and champaign. Bridges are ciossed, ascents 
are climbed, plains aie galloped over, and towns are reached, among them 
Saint Pollen, where night falls 

Morning shines, and the royal crawl is resumed, and continued through 
Lin/, where the Danube is rcapproached, and the giil looks pleased to see 
her own dear Donau still. Piesently the tower of Biaunau appeals, where 
the amni.ued dots pause foi foimalities, this bung the fiontiei , and Maria 
Louis V becomes Marie Louise and a Frenchwoman, in the charge of 
French officials. 
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Aftei iiiAiiy bleaks and halls, dating uhicli hcaij lains spiead then gau/es 
o\er the scene, the loofs and houses of Munich disclose thenisehes, suggest- 
ing the tesscia. of an iiicguhi inosiic long stop is nude heie 

'Ihe tedious .nh.ince continues \iiiccncl<d Stullgait, fl.it Cailsrulic, 
the Minding Rhine, stoiki Stiassbuig [siss in panonnia bme.ith us as the 
piocession is folloMed \^'ith Nance and Eai lc-I)uc sliding along the 
scenes begin to assume a I unch chaiactci, and soon mc pciceiie Chalons 
and ancient Kheinis 1 he last day of the join nej h is dan ned Our vision 
flits ahead of the coitege to Couiccites, a little place ii Inch must be passed 
thiough befoie Soissons is leached Heic the point of sight descends to 
eaitli, and the Dumb Show ends 


SCENE VI 
COURCELLES 

It IS iiosv seen to be a quiet roadside ullage, Milh a humble chuieh in its 
midst, opposite to uhicli stands an mn, the highway passing between them. 
Ram IS still falling heaiily Not a soul is visible anj where. 

Enter fioni the west a plain, lonely cairiage, traielling in a direction to 
meet the file of coaches that we haie watched. It stops near the mn, and 
two men muffled in cloaks alight by the door away from the hostel and 
towaids the church, as if thej wished toaioid obseivation Their faces aie 
those of N.ipoii.on and Mbitli his biothci-in-law. Ciossing the road 
through the mud ,ind lain they stand in the church porch, and watch the 
descending drifts 

N VPOLlloN (stamping an impatient tattoo) 

One gets moie chilly in a wet Match than in a diy, howevei 
cold, the de\ il if he don’t ! What time do you make it now 1 
That clock doesn’t go. 

MURtT (duly, looking at his watch) 

Yes, it docs ; and it is light. If clocks weie to go as fast as 
your wishes just now it would be awkwaid foi the rest of the 
W’oild. 

Napoleon (chuckling good-humouredly) 

How we have dished the Soissons folk, with their pavilions, 
and purple and gold hangings for bride and bridegroom to meet 
in, and stately ceremonial to match, and their thousands looking 
on 1 Here w’e are wheie there’s nobody. Ha, ha ! 

Murat 

But whv should they be dished, siie? The pavilions and 
ceiemomes weie by your own orders. 
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Napoleon 

Well, as the time got neaiei I couldn’t stand the idea of dawdling 
about there 

Murat 

The Soissons people will be in a deuce of a taking at being 
made such fools of' 

NAPOLfON 


So let ’em I’ll make it up with them somehow — She can’t 
he far off now, if we have timed her rightly (He peeis out into the 
ram and listens j 

Murat 

I don’t quite see how you aie going to manage when she does 
come Do we go before her towards Soissons when >ou have 
gieeted her heie, or follow in her lear i* Or what do we do? 


Napoli on 

Heavens, I know no more than jou' Tiust to the moment 
and see what happens (k silence) Haik — heie she comes' 
Good little girl , up to time * 

The distant squashing in the mud of a multitude of hoofs and wheels is 
succeeded b} the appearance of outriders and carnages horses and horsemen 
splashed with sample clajs of the districts tiatersed The \ chicles slow 
down to the inn Naioliovs face files up and followed bj Mur\t he 
rushes into the lam towards the coach that is drawn by eight horses contain 
ing the blue ejed girl He holds off his hat at the cain ige wmdovt 


Marie Louise (shnnking back inside) 

Ah, Heaven ' Two highwaymen are upon us ' 

The Equerry d’Audenarde (simultaneously) 

The Empeior ' 

The steps of the coach are hastily lowered NAPOLfoN dripping jumps 
in and embraces her The startled Archduchess with much blushing and 
confusion recognizes him 

MaRiE Louise (tiemulously, as she recot ers heiself) 

You aie so much — bettci looking than your poitiaits — that I 
haidly knew you' I expected you at Soissons We arc not at 
Soissons yet? 
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NAPOI-KON 

No, my dearest spouse, but we are together! (Calling out to the 
equerry.) Drive through Soissons — pass the pavilion of reception 
without stopping, and don’t halt till we reach Compi^gne. 

Ho sits down in the coach and is shut in, MuKAT laughing silently at the 
scene. E.\cunt ctirriages and riders towards Soissons. 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

First 'iwas a finished coquette. 

And now it’s a raw inginue . — 

Blonde instead of brusiette. 

An old wife doffed for a new. 

Shdll bring him a baby. 

As quickly as maybe. 

And that's what he wants her to do, 

Hoo-hoo t 

And that’s what he wants her to do I 
Spirit of the Years 

What lewdness lij> those wry formed phantoms there? 
Ironic Spirits 

Nay, Showman Years ! With holy reverent air 
We hymn the nuptials of the Imp/erial ptair. 

The rain thickens to a mist and obscures the scene, 

SCENE VII 

PETERSBURG. THE PALACE OF THE EMPRESS-MOTHER 

One of the private apartments is disclosed, in which the Empress-mother 
and Alexander are seated. 

Empress-Mother 

So one of Austrian blood his pomp selects 
To be his bride and bulwark — not our own. 

Thus are you coolly shelved 1 

Alexander 

Me, mother dear ? 

You, faith, if I may say it dutifully ! 

Plad all been left to me, some time ere now 
He would have wedded Katet 
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Empress-Mother 

How so, my son ^ 

Catharine was plighted, and it could not be 
Alexander 

Rather you swiftly pledged and married her. 

To let Napoleon have no chance that way. 

But Anne remained. 

Empress-Mother 
How Anne ? — so young a giil ! 
Sane Nature would have cried indecency 
At such a troth. 

Alexander 

Time would have tinkered that, 
And he was well-disposed to wait awhile ; 

But the one test he had no temper for 
Was the apparent slight of unresponse 
Accorded his impatient o\crtures 
By our suspensive poise of policy. 

Empress-Mother 

A backward answer is our country’s card — 

The special style and mode of Muscovy. 

We have grown grea't upon it, my dear son. 

And may such practice rule our centuries through 1 
The necks of those who rate themselves our peers 
Are cured of stiffness by its potency. 

Alexander 

The principle in this case, anyhow. 

Is shattered by the facts : since none can doubt 
Your policy was counted an affront. 

And drove my long ally to Austria’s arms. 

With what result to us must yet be seen ! 

Empress-Mother 

May Austria win much joy of the alliance 1 
Marrying Napoleon is a midnight leap 
For any Court in Euiojre, ciedil me. 

If ever such there were ! What he may carve 
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Upon the coming years, what murdeious bolt 
Hurl at the rocking Constitutions round, 

On what dark planet he may land himself 
In his career through space, no sage can say. 

One thing we may assume as certainty — 

That he will never rest in righteous rule. 

Alexander 

Well — possibly ! . . . And maybe all is best 
That he engrafts his lineage not on us. — 

But, honestly, Napoleon none the less 
Has been my friend, and I regret the dream 
And fleeting fancy of a closer tie ! 

Empress-Mother 

Ay ; your regrets are sentimental ever. 

That he’ll be writ no son-in-law of mine 
Is no regret to me 1 But an affront 
There is, no less, in his evasion on’t. 

Wherein the bourgeois quality of him 
Veraciously peeps out. I would be sworn 
He set his minions parleying with the twain — 
Yourself and Francis — simultaneously, 

Else no betrothal could have speeded so ! 

Alexander 

Despite the hazard of offence to one ? 

Empress-Mother 
More than the hazard ; the necessity. 

Alexander 
There's no offence to me. 

Empress-Mother 

There should be, then. 
I am a Romanoff by marriage merely. 

But I do feel a rare bclittlement 
And loud laconic brow-beating herein 1 
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Alexander 


No, mother, no ! I am the Tsar — not you. 

And I am onlj' piqued in moderateness. 

Marriage with France was near my heart — I own it — 
What then ? It has been otherwise ordained. 


[A silence. 


Empress-Mother 

Here comes dear Anne. Speak not of it before her. 
Enter the Grand-Duchess, a girl of sixteen. 


Anne 

Alas ! the news is that poor Prussia’s queen. 
Spirited Queen Louisa, once so fair. 

Is slowly dying, mother 1 Did you know ? 

Alexander (betraying emotion) 

Ah ! — such I dreaded from the earlier hints. 
Poor soul — her heart was slain some time ago. 


Anne 

What do you mean by that, my brother dear ? 
Empress-Mother 

He means, my child, that he as usual spends 
Much sentiment upon the foreign fair. 

And hence leaves little for his folk at home. 


Alexander 

I mean, Anne, that her country’s overthrow 
Let death into her heart. The Tilsit days 
Taught me to know her well, and honour her. 

She was a lovely woman even then ! . . . 
Strangely, the present English Prince of Wales 
Was wished to husband her. Had wishes won. 
They might have varied Europe’s history. 

Anne 

Napoleon, I have heard, admired her once ; 

How he must grieve that soon she’ll be no more ! 
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Ejipress-Mother 

Napoleon and your brother lo\ ed her both. 

[.tIe\.rmlL'i shows embarrassment. 
But whatsoever grief be Alc.\andcr’s, 

His will be none who feels but for himself. 

Anne 

0 mother, how can you mistake him so ! 

He woiships her who is to be his wife, 

The fair Archduchess Marie. 

Empress-Mother 

Simple child. 

As yet he has never seen her, or but barely. 

That is a tactic suit, w'ith love to match ! 

Alexander (with tamly veiled tcndeincss) 
High-souled Louisa ; — when shall I forget 
Those Tilsit gatherings in the long-sunned June ! . . • 
Napoleon’s gallantries deceived her quite. 

Who fondly felt her pleas for Magdeburg 
Had won him to its cause ; the while, alas 1 
His cynic sense but posed in cruel play ! 

E.mpress-Mother 
Bitterly mourned she her civilities 
When time unlocked the truth, that she had choked 
Her indignation at his foimcr slights 
And slanderous sayings for a baseless hope, 

And wrought no tittle for her country's gam. 

1 marvel why you mourn a frustrate tie 

With one whose wiles could wring a woman so 1 

Alexander (uneasily) 

I marvel also, when I think of it 1 
Empress-Mother 

Don’t listen to us longer, dearest Anno. 

[Exit Anne. 

— You will uphold my judging by and by, 

That as a suitor we are well quit of him. 

And that blind Austria will rue the hour 
Wherein she plucks for him her fairest flower! 

The scene shuts. 
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SCENE VIII 

PARIS THE GRWD GiLLFRY OF THE LOUVRE 
AND THl S VLON CARRF ADJOINING 

The \1L\\ IS lip Ihe niiddli. of the Gillerv ithich is now i specticle of 
much mi^nificence Bitked bj the luge piintings on the wills lie double 
lows on euh side of brightly diessed Indies th" pick of Inipernl society to 
the minibei of foui thousind one thousind in eich row ind behind these 
sttnding up He two lows on eneh side of men of pinilege ind fishion 
Officers of the Impel nl Gu ird are dotted about is m irsh ils 

lemporm bitiiers form i wide pissige up the midst leading to the 
Salon Ctriif wliieli is seen through the opening to be fitted up as a chapel 
with a goigeous altai till candles and cross In front of the altar is a plat 
form with i canop) over it On the platform are two ^ilt chairs and a prie 
dieu 

The eapectant asscmblj does not conti < lousl} remain m the seats .but 
promenades and talks the loices at times ii mg to a dm amid the strains of 
the orchestra condueted bv the Lmilrous Directoi of Musie Refiesh 
ments in profuson aie hiiided round and tlieeitempoii/cdcathcdial lesolies 
Itself into a gigantic cafe of peisons of distinction undti the rmpiic 


Spirit Sinisii r 

A// da} haze they been 'aaitin^ foi then ^alanty ihow, and 
no j ihe how of fu foi mana ts on ihe sin ! t It may be season 
able to mise on flu uzieuith Louts and the bndds gt eat aunt, as 
the neaung ft oeesston is, I see, appositely crossing the hack of the 
tumbiil uhuh was the last coaeh of that tespeefed lady It is 

now passing ovet the site of the seaffold on which the lost her 
head Now it will soon be Iieic 

Suddenl) the hei -ilds enter the Gallei i at the end tow ards the Fuilenes 
the speetatois ranging thenisehcs in their pi lets In a moment the wedding 
procc Sion of the EiiPi i or and Fan it ss becomes i isible The civil 
marriage haiing alread) been performed Napolfon and Marie Louise 
advance together along the vacant pathway towards the Salon Carrd followed 
by the long suite of illustrious personages and acclamations buist from all 
parts of the Gi and Gallery 


Spirit of the Pities 

Tf'hore tie those fot ms that pan in pompous tram 
Behind ihe hand in hand half wedded ones. 

With faces spealin^ sense oj an ad-ientwe 
Which may close well, oi not so f 
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Recording Angel (reciting) 

Pint il'cre walks 

The Emperoi^s brother Loui^, No/lnnd’s King; 

Then Jerome of Westphalia with his spouse; 

The mother-queen, and Julie Queen of Spain, 

The Prince Borghese and the Princess Pauline, 
Beauharnais the Vice-King of Italy, 

And Murat King of Naples, with their Qfieens; 
Baden's Grand-Duke, Arch-Chancellor Cambacerh, 
Berthier, Lebrun, and, not least, Talleyrand. 

Then the Grand Marshal and the Chamberlain, 

■The Lords-in- Waiting, the Grand Equerry, 

With waiting-ladies, women of the chamber. 

And others called by office, rank, or fame. 

Spirit of Rumour 
New, many, to Imperial dignities; 

Which, won by character and quality 
In those who now enjoy them, will become 
The birthright of their sons in aftertime. 

Spirit of the Years 
It fits thee not to augur, quick-eared Shade. 

Ephemeral at the best all honours be. 

These even more ephemeral than their kind. 

So random-fashioned, swift, perturbable I 

Spirit of the Pities 
Napoleon looks content — nay, shines with joy. 

Spirit of the Years 
Yet see it pass, as by a conjuror’s wand. 

Thci eupon Napoltoii's face blackens as if the shadow of a winter night 
bad fallen upon it. Resentful and threatening, he stops the procession and 
looks up and down the benches. 

Spirit Sinister 

This is sound artistry of the Immanent Will; it relieves the 
monotony of so much good-humour. 

Napoli' ON (to the Chapel-master) 

Wheie are the Cardinals? And why not here? 

(He speaks -so loud that he is heard throughout the Gallery.) 
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Akhe de Pradt (trembling) 

Many are present here, your Majesty ; 

But some are feebled by infirmities 

Too common to their age, ami cannot come. 

Napoleon 

Tell me no nonsense ! Half absent themselves 
Because they loill not come. The factious fools ! 
Well, be it so. But they shall flinch for it ! 

Marie Louise looks frightened. The procession moves on. 

Spirit of the Pities 
I seem to see the thin and headless ghost 
Of the yet earlier Austrian, here, too, queen. 
Walking beside the bride, with frail attempts 
To pluck her by the arm / 

Spirit of the Years 

Nay, think not so. 

No trump unseals eartlis sepulchres to-day : 

We are the only phantoms now abroad 

On this mud-moulded ball! Through sixteen years 

She has decayed in a back-garden yonder, 

Dust all the showance time retains of her, 

Senseless of hustlings in her fortner house, 

Lost to all count of crowns and bridalry — 

Even of her Austrian blood. No ; what thou seesi 
Springs of thy quavering fancy, stirred to dreams 
By yon tart phantonfs phrase. 

Marie Louise (sadly to Napoleon) 

I know not why, 

I love not this day’s doings half so well 
As our quaint meeting-time at Compi^gne. 

A clammy air creeps round me, as from vaults 
Peopled with looming spectres, chilling me 
And angering you with^ ! 

Napoleon 

O, it is nought 
To trouble you : merely, my cherished one, 

Those devils of Italian Cardinals — 

Now I’ll be bright as ever — you must, too. 
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M \.RiE Louise 

I’ll try. 

Reaching the entrance to the Salon-Caiic amid stiains of music the 
Empi rok and I tiPHi ss aie leeuted ind mcensed b> the Cakdiwl Grand 
Almovlks riiej lake thtii sc Us under the c inop) ind the tram of nota- 
bilities scat theniseh es fuitlici back the pcisoiis 111 waiting stopping behind 
the Imperial chyirs 

I he ceiemony of the religious matiiage now begins Ihc choir intones a 
hymn, the Emplroh and Emprlss go to the altar, remote their gloves, and 
make their vows 


Spirit Ironic 

The English Church should telutn i hauls for Hits weddings 
seeing hou) it will puige of toaiscness the future sheets of that 
artistic nation, which will hatdly le able to caricature the new 
wife as it did poor flcbcian Josephine. Such statched and trotted 
monaichuts cannot sneer at a woman of such a divinely dty and 
crusted line as the Hafsbutgs ' 

Mass IS nevt celebrated, after which the Ti DkuM is chanted in harmonies 
that tvhiil louiid the walls of the Salon Cat 6 and qiiiter down the long 
Gallery Ihe procession then re foims and ictuins amid the Suttermgs and 
applause of the dense assembly But N apoWon s face has not lost the 
sombre eapression w hieh settled on it The pan and their tram pass out by 
the west door, and the congregation disperses m the other direction, the 
cloud-curtain closing over the scene as they disappear. 


ACT SIXTH 

SCENE I 

THE LINES or TORRES VLDRAS 

A bnds-eye perspectiae is leaealed of the peninsular tract of Portuguese 
territory lying between the sliming pool of the lagus on the east, and the 
white-fniled Atlantic lifting rhythmically on the avest As thus beheld the 
tract features itself somewhat like a late Gothic shield, the upper edge from 
the dexter to the sinister chief being the lines of Torres Vddras, stretching 
across fiom the mouth of the Zezambre on the left to Alhandra on the right, 
and the south or base point being Fort S Julian The roofs of Lisbon 
appear at the sinister base, and m a corresponding spot on the opposite side 
Cape Roca 

It IS perceived m a moment that the not them \erge of this nearly coast- 
hemmed region is the onl) one through which access can be gained to it by 
land, and a close sciutiny of the boundaiy there icieals that niians aie being 
adopted to effectually pi event such access 

From east to west along it runs a chain of defences, dotted at intervals by 

U 
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dozens of circuKir and square redoubts, cither made or in the making, two of 
the latter being of enormous size. Between these stretch unclimbablc escarp- 
ments, Slone walls, and other breastworks, and in front of all a double row of 
abattis, formed of the limbs of trees. 

Within the outer line of defence is a second, constructed on the same 
principle, its course being bent to take advantage of natural features. This 
second rampart is finished, and appears to be impregnable. 

The third defence is far off southward, girdling the vc3*y laasc point of the 
shield-shaped tract of country ; and is not more than a twelfth of the length 
of the others. It is a continuous entrenchment of ditches and raniparls, and 
its object — that of covering a forced embarkation — is rendered apparent by 
some rocking English transports off the shoie hard by. 

DUMB SHOW 

Innumerable human figures arc Vmsying themselves like chccsc-miles all 
along the northernmost frontage, undercutting easy slopes into sleep ones, 
digging ditches, piling stones, felling trees, dragging them, and interlacing 
them along the front as required. 

On the second breastwork, which is completed, only a few figures move. 

On the third breastwork,* which is fully matured and equipped, minute red 
sentinels creep backwards and forwards noiselessly. 

As time passes three reddish-grey stre-ams of marching men loom out to 
the north, advancing southward along three roads towards three,,divcrse 
points in the first defence. These form the English army, entering the lines 
for shelter. Looked clown upon, their motion seems peristaltic and vermicular, 
like that of three caterpillars. The "envision on the left Is under Picton, in 
the centre under Leith and Cole, and on the e.vtrcmc right, by Alhandra, 
under Hill. Beside one of th * roads two or three of the soldiers are dangling 
from a tree by the neck, proljibly for plundering. 

The Dumb Show ends, I the point of view sinks to the earth. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME. OUTSIDE THE LINES 

The winter day has gloomed to a stormful evening, and the road outside 
the first line of defence forms the foreground of the stage. 

Enter in the dusk from the hills to the north of the entrenchment, near 
Calandrix, a group of hor^men, which includes Mass^na, in command of 
the French forces, Foy, Loison, and other officers of his staff. ' ’ 

They ride forward in the twilight and tempest, and reconnoitre, till th^. , 
see against the sky the ramparts blocking the road they pursue. They halt 
silently. Massi^.va, puzzled, endeavours with his glass to make out the 
obstacle. 

Mass£na 

Something stands here to peril our advance, 

Or even prevent it ! 
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Foy 

These are the English lines — 
Their outer horns and tusks — whereof I spoke, 
Constructed by Lord Wellington of late 
To keep his foothold firm in Portugal. 

MASS^NA 

Thrusts he his burly, bossed disfigurements 
So far to north as this ? I had pictured me 
They lay much nearer Lisbon. Little strange 
Lord Wellington rode placid at Busaco 
With this behind his back 1 Well, it is hard 
But that we turn them some«here, 1 assume? 

They scarce can close up every southward gap 
Between the Tagus and the Atlantic Sea. 

Foy 

I hold they can, and do ; although, no doubt. 

By searching we shall spy some raggedness 
Which customed skill may force. 

Mass£na 

Plain ’tis, no less. 

We may heap corpses vainly hereabout. 

And crack good bones in waste. By human power 
yiiis passes mounting 1 What say you’s behind ? 

LOISON 

Another line exactly like the first. 

But more matured. Behind its Ijack a third. 

« Mass^NA 

How long have these prim ponderosities 
Been rearing up their foreheads to the moon ? 

Loison 

Some months in all. I know not quite how long. 
They arc Lord Wellington’s select device. 

And, like him, heavy, slow, laborious, sure. 
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Masskna 

May he enjoy their sureness. He deserves to. 

I had no inkling of such barriers here. 

A good road runs along their front, it seems, 

Which offers us advantage. . . . What a night 1 

The tempest cries dismally about the earthworks above them, as the 
reconnoitrers linger in the slight shelter the lower ground affords. They are 
about to turn back. 

Enter from the cross-road to the right Junot and some more officers. 
They come up at a signal that the others are those they lately parted from. 

Junot 

We have ridden along as far as Calandrix, 

Favoured therein by this disordered night. 

Which tongues its language to the disguise of ours ; 

And find amid the vale an open route 
That, well manoeuvred, may be practicable. 

Mass^na 

I’ll look now at it, while the weather aids. 

If it may serve our end • on all’s prepared 
So good. If not, some her to the west. 

Exeunt Mass^na, Junot, Lc* n, Foy, and the rest by the paved 
crossway to the right. 

The wind continues to prevail the spot is left desolate, the darkness 
increases, rain descends more heavily, and the scene is blotted out. 


SCENE III 

PARIS. THE TUILERIES 

The anteroom to the Empress Marie Louise’s bed-chamber, in which 
are discovered N APOLLON in his dressing-gown, the Duchess of Monte- 
bello, and other ladies-in-waiting, Corvisakt the first physician, and the 
second physician BoURDlER. 

The time is before dawn. The Emperor walks up and down, throws 
himself on a sofa, or stands at the window. A cry of anguish comes 
occasionally from within. 

N.\poli';on opens the door and speaks into the bed-chamber. 


Napoleon 


How now, Dubois ? 
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Voice of Dubois the Accoucheur (nervously) 

Less ncll, sire, than I hoped ; 

I fear no skill can sa\e them both. 

Napoleon (agitated) 

Good God ! 

Exit CoRVtsART into the bed-room. Enter Dubois. 

Dubois (with hesitation) 

Which life is to be saved ? The Empress, sire. 

Lies in great jeopardy. I have not known 
In my long years of many-featured practice 
An instance in a thousand fall out so. 

Napoleon 

Then save the mother, pray ! Think but of her ; 

It is her privilege, and my command. — 

Don’t lose your head, Dubois, at this tight time : 

Your furthest skill can work but what it may. 

Fancy that you are merely standing by 
A shop-wife’s couch, say, in the Rue Saint Denis ; 

Show the aplomb and phlegm that you would show 
Did such a bed receive your ministry. 

[Exit Dubois. 

Voice of Marie Louise (within) 

O pray, pray don’t ! Those ugly things terrify me ! Why 
should 1 be tortured even if I am but a means to an end ! Let 
me die ! It was cruel of him to bring this upon me 1 
E.\it N.\pol£on impatiently to the bed-room. 

Voice of Madame de Montesquiou (within) 

Keep up your spirits, madame I I have been through it my- 
self, and I assure you there is no danger to you. It is going on 
all right, and I am holding you. 

Voice of Napoleon (within) 

Heaven above ! Why did you not keep those cursed sugar- 
tongs out of her sight ? How is she going to get through it if 
you frighten her like this ? 
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Voice of Dubois (within) 

If you will panlon me, your Majesty, 

I must imploie you not to interfere ! 

I’ll not be scapegoat for the consequence 
If, sire, you do ! Cotter for her sake far 
Would you withdraw. The sight of your concern 
But agitates and weakens her endurance. 

I will inform you all, and call you back 
If things should worsen here. 

Re-enter N.\pol£on from the bed-chamber. He half shuts the door, and 
remains close to it listening, pale and nervous. 

Bourdier 

I ask you, sire. 

To harass yourself less with this event, 

Which may amend anon : I much regret 
The honoured mother of your Majesty, 

And sister too, should both have left ere now, 

Whose solace would have bridged these anxious hours. 

Napoleon (absently) 

As we were not expecting it so soon 
I begged they would sit up no longer here. . . . 

She ought to get along ; she has help enough 
With that half-dozen of them at hand within — 

Skilled Madame Blaise the nurse, and two besides, 
Madame de Montescpiiou and Madame Ballant 

Dubois (speaking through the doorway) 

Past is the question, sire, of which to save ! 

The child is dead ; the while her Majesty 
Is getting through it well. 

Napoleon 

Praise Heaven for that! 

I’ll not giieve overmuch about the child. . . . 

Never shall she go through this strain again 
To lay down a dynastic line for me. 

Duchess of Montebeleo (aside to second lady) 

He only says that now. In cold blood it would be far other- 
wise. Thai’s how men arc. 
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Voice of Madame Blaise (within) 

Doctor, the child’s alive ! 

(The cry of an infant is heard.) 

Voice of Dubois (calling from within) 

Sire, both are saved. 

NapoliSon rushes into the chamber, and is heard kissing Marie Louise. 

Voice of Madame Blaise (within) 

A vigorous boy, your Impeiial Majesty. The biandy and hot 
napkins brought him to. 

Duchess of Montebello 

It is as I expected. A healthy young woman of her build had 
every chance of doing well, despite the doctors. 

An inten*al. 

Napol£on (re-entering radiantly) 

We have achieved a healthy heir, good dames, 

And in the feat the Empress was most brave. 

Although she suffered much — so much, indeed. 

That I would sooner father no more sons 
Than have so fair a fruit-tree undergo 
Another wrenching of such magnitude. 

He walks to the window, pulls aside the curtains, anti looks out. It is a 
joyful spring morning. The Tuilcrics' gardens aie thronged with an immense , 
crowd, kept at a little distance off the Pahiec by a cord. The windows of 
the neighbouring houses are full of g.i/crs, and the sticets are thronged with 
halting carriages, their inmates awaiting the c\cnt. 

Spirit of the Years (whispering to Napole’on) 

A( this high hour there broods a tvotnan nigh, 

Ay, here in Paris, with her child and thine. 

Who might have played this part with tnier eye 
To thee and to thy contemplated line ! 

NafolIsON (soliloquizing) 

Strange that just now there flashes on my soitl 
That little one I loved in Wars.'iw days, 

Marie Walewska, and my boy by her ! — 
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She was shown faithless by a foul intrigue 
Till fate sealed up her opportunity. . . . 

But what’s one woman’s fortune more or less 
Beside the schemes of kings ! — Ah, there’s the news 1 
A gun is licaid from the Iiivalidcs. 

Crowd (excitedly) 

One ! 

Another report of the gun, and another, succeed. 

Two! Three! Four! 

The firing and counting proceed to twenty-one, when there is great 
suspense. The gun fires .again, and the excitement is doubled. 

Twenty-two ! A boy ! 

The remainder of the counting up to a hundred-and-one is drowned in 
huzzas. Bells begin ringing, and from the Champ de Mars a balloon 
ascends, from which Che tidings are scattered in hand-bills as it floats away 
across Fr.ince. 

Enter the President op 'ihc Senate, CAMBACiSEiis, Beutiher, 
Lebrun, and other officers of sfcue. NapoliCon turns from the vvindow. 

Cambac^r&s 

Unstinted gratulations and goodwill 
We bring to j-our Imperial Majesty, 

\\’'hile still r'-sounds the superfiux of joy 
With which your people welcome this live star 
U pon the horizon of our history ! 

President of Senate 
All blessings at their goodliest will grace 
The advent of this New Messiah, sire. 

Of fairer prospects than the former one. 

Whose coming at so apt an hour endues 
The widening glory of your high exploits 
With permanence, and hings the dimness far 
That cloaked the future of our chronicle 1 

Napoleon 

My thanks ; though, gentlemen, upon my soul 
You might have drawn the line at the Messiah. 

But I excuse you, — Yes, the boy has come ; 

He took some coaxing, but he’s here at last. — 

And what news brings the morning from without? 

I know of none but this the Emijress now 
Trumps to the world from the .adjoining room. 
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President of Senate 

Nothing in Europe, sire, that can compare 
In magnitude therewith to inoie effect 
Than with an eagle some frail finch or wren. 

To wit : the ban on English trade prevailing, 
Subjects our merchant-houses to such strain 
That many of the best see bankruptcy 
Like a grim ghost ahead. Next week, they say 
In secret here, six of the largest close. 

Napoleon 

It shall not be ! Our burst of natal joy 
Must not be sullied by so mean a thing : 

Aid shall bo rendered. Much as we may suffer, 
England must suffer more, and I am content. 

What has come in from Spain and Portugal ? 

Berthier 

Vaguely-voiced rumours, sire, but nothing more. 
Which travel countries quick as earthquake-thrills. 
No mortal knowing how. 

Napoleon 

Of Massena ? 

Berthier 

Yea. He retreats for prudence’ sake, it seems, 
Before Lord Wellington. Dispatches soon 
Must reach your Majesty, explaining all. 

Napoleon 

Ever retreating 1 Why declines he so 
From all his olden prowess ? Why, again, 

Did he give battle at Dusaco lately, 

When Lisbon could be marched on without strain ? 
Why has he dallied by the Tagus bank 
And shunned the obvious course ? I gave him Ney, 
Soult, and Junot, and eighty thousand men, 

And he does nothing. Really it might seem 
As though we meant to let this Wellington 
Be even with us there I 
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Berthier 

His mighty forts 

At Torres Veciras hamper Massena, 

And quite preclude advance. 

Napoleox 

O well — no matter : 

Why should I linger on these haps of war 
Now that I have a son 1 

Exeunt Napoleon by one door and b)' another the President of the 
Senate, CAMUACitRES, Lebrun, Berthier, and ofTicials. 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

The Will Itself is slave to him. 

And holds it blissful to obey 1 — 

He said, “ Go to; it is my vihim 

“ To bed a bride without delay. 

Who shall unite my dull new name 
With one that shone in Caesar's day. 

“ She must conceive — you hear my claim ? — 

And bear a son — no daughter, mind — 

Who shall hand on my form and fame 

“ To future times as I Juive designed; 

And at the birth throughout the land 
Must cannon roar and alp-horns wind I” 

The Will grew conscious at command. 

And ordered issue as he planned. 

The interior of the P.alace is veiled. 


SCENE IV 

SPAIN. ALBUERA 

The dawn of a mid-May day in the same spring shows the village of 
Albiieva with the eountry around it, as viewed from the summit of a line of 
hills on which the English and their allies are ranged under Beresford. The 
landscape swept liy the eye includes to the right foreground a hill loftier 
than any, and somewhat detached from the range. T'he green slopes behind 
and around this hill are untrodden — though in a few hours to be the 
sanguinary .scene of the most murderous .struggle of the whole war. 

'The \illage itself lies to tlie left foreground, with its stream flowing behind 
it from die dist.ancc on the right. A creeping brook at llie bottom of tlie 
heights held by the English joins the stream by the village. Behind the 
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stream some of the Ficnch foiccs me \i<.il)le Avs.tj behind these stretches 
a great wood setci.il miles in aiei out of nhich the Albiieia stieani cmeiges, 
and behind the fui tliest \cigc of the wood the moiiiing sKt lightens momentl) 
1 he buds 111 the wood, iiniwaii that this d.ij is to be difteient from evei^ 
othei di} they hate known theie, me baud singing then oieitines with their 
usual scienil) 

DUMB SHOW 

As objects glow moic distinct it enn be peiccncd that some stiatcgic 
dispositions of the night aie being completed b_ the I rcnch forces, which the 
evening bcfoie lay m tin woodland to the fiont of the English aimy. They 
h.ave emerged dining the daikness, and laige sections of them — infantry, 
cuirassiers, and aitillciy — hate ciept lound to Bi El siokd’s right without his 
suspecting the moiepicnt, wheie they he hidden by the great hill aforesaid, 
though not more than half a-niilc fioni his right wing 

SPIRIl Of IHL YEVRS 
hot ado noe^ fonoatd Ju)c 1o-da}\ 

Tf I may read the Immanent Intent 
From sig/n and tokens blent 
With ward unrest along the finnament 
Of causal eotls tn pa^suntate display. 

— Look narrowly, and what you witness say. 

SPiRir OF THE Pities 
/ see red smears upon the sukly dawn. 

And seeming dropi of gore. On earth below 
Are men — unnaiured and mechanic-drawn — 
hlixt nationalities in row and row, 

Wheeling them to and fro 
In nm'es dissociate from their souls' demand. 

For dynasts’ ends that fiw es’cn understand ! 

Spirit 01 thl yn^rs 
Speak more materially, and lets in dtcam. 

Spirit or Rumour 

III do it. . . . The stir of strife grows well defined 
Around the hamlet and the church iheteby : 

Till, from the wood, the ponderous columns wind. 

Guided by Godinof, with Werll nigh. 

They bear upon the vill. But the gi uff guns 
Of DUkson's Portuguese 

Punch spiitral vista \ thiou”Ji the maze of tlusc I . 

Moie Fienehinen pness, and loaning antiphons 
Of cannonry contuse the roofs and walls and trees. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

Wrecked are ibe ancient bridge, the green spring plot, 
The blooming fndt-trec, the fair flower-knot > 

Spirit of Rumour 

Yet the true mischief to the English might 
Is meant to fall not there. Look to the right. 

And read the shaping scheme by yon hill-side. 

Where cannon, foot, and brisk dragoons you see, 

With Wcrlc and Lafour-H faubourg to guide. 

Waiting to breast the hill-brow bloodily. 

Bekesford now becomes aware of this pioject on his flank, and sends 
orders to tlirow back his right to face the attack. The order is not obeyed. 
Almost at the same moment the French rush is made, the 5p.mish and 
Portuguese allies of the English are beaten back, and the hill is won. But 
two English divisions bear from the centre of their front, and plod desperately 
up the hill to retake it 

Spirit Sinister 

Now he among vs who may wish to be 
A skilled practitiemer in slaughtery, 

Should watch this houds fruition yonder there, 

And he will know, if knenuing ever were, 

How mortals may be freed their fleshly u'lls. 

And quaint red doors set ope in sweating fells. 

By methods swift a’, . low and foul and fair I 

The English, who have plun : • 1 ■.'• ihe hill, are caught in a he.avy mist, 
that hides from them an advan ^ i,j liieir rear of the lancers and hussars of 
the enemy. The lines of the I... ‘u tne Sixty-sixth, and those of the Forty- 
eighth, who were with them, in a chaos of smoke, steel, sweat, curses, and 
blood, are beheld melting down like wax from an erect position to confused 
heaps. Their forms lie rigid, or twitch and turn, as they me trampled over 
by the hoofs of the enemy's horse. Those that have not fallen are taken. 

Spirit of the Pities 

It works as you, umanny Phantom, wist I . . . 

Whose is that towering form 
That tears across ihe mist 
To where the shocks are sorest ? — his with arm 
Outstretched, and grimy face, and bloodshot eye. 

Like one who, having dotie his deeds, will die? 

Spirit of RumOur 
He is one Beresford, who heads the fight 
For England here to-day. 
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Spirit 01 ihk Phils 

He calh the sight 

Despite itself/ — patties yon lanut’s thrust. 

And with hts on n swotd lendtts dust to dust! 

The ghastly chm.i\ of the stiifc is icachcd , the combatants are seen to be 
firing grape and canistci at speaking distance, and discharging musketry in 
each othei s faces when so elose that then complevions may be recognized 
Hot coipses, then mouths blackened by cartiidge-bitiiig, and surrounded by 
cast aw ay knapsacks, fiiclocks hats, stocks, fiint-boscs, and priming hoins, 
together with led and blue lags of clothing, gaiters, epaulettes, limbs and 
viscera, accumulate on the slopes, incieasing from tuos and threes to half 
dozens, and fiom half-do/ons to heaps, which steam with their own warmth 
as the spi iiig ram falls gently upon them 

The critical instant has come, and the T nglish break. But a eomparatnely 
fresh diMsion with fusileeis, is biought into the turmoil by HARDihcr and 
CoLr, and these make one hast stiain to sate the day, and their names and 
lives The fusilieis mount the incline, and issuing fioin the smoke and mist 
startle the enemy bj then aiiival on a spot deemed won 

Semichorus I or the Pities (aeiial music) 

Tluy come, beset by rtddhng hails 
Thiy S7jay like sedges in a gale; 

They fail, and win, and win, and fail. Albuera I 

Semiciiorus II 

They gain the gtound time, yard by yard. 

Their brows and hair and lashes charred. 

Their blackened teeth set firm and hard. 

Semichorus I 

Their mad assailants tave and reel. 

And faie, as men who scorn to feel. 

The close-lined, thtce-edged ptongs of steel. 

Semichorus II 
Till faintness follows closing-in. 

When, faltering headlong down, they spin 
Like leaves. But those pay well who win Albuera. 

Semichorus I 

Out of six thou land souls that ssvate 
To hold the mount, or pass elscsvhcrc. 

But eighteen hundred mustir there. 
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Semichorus II 

Pale Colonels., Cnptaius, ranksmen lie, 

Facing the earth ok facing sky ; — 

They strove to live, they stretch to die. 

Semichorus I 

Friends, focmen, mingle; heap and heap . — 

Hide their hacked bones. Earth ! — deep, deep, deep. 
Where harmless luornts caress and creep. 

Chorus 

Hide their hacked bones. Earth ! — deep, deep, deep. 
Where harmless •worms caress and creep . — 

What man can grieve f what woman weep ? 
Better than waking is to sleep ! Albuera / 

The night comes on, and darkness covers the battle-Held. 


SCENE V 

WINDSOR CASTLE. A ROOM IN THE KING’S APARTMENTS 

The walls of the room .ore p.added, . 'id also the articles of furniture, the 
stuffings being overlaid with satin ai.d vJvet, on which are worked in gold 
thread monograms and crowns. T'' ■ windows arc guarded, and the floor 
cov ered h ith thick cork, carpeted. ' time is shortly after the last scene. 

The King is seated by a windo-. .h1 two of Dr. Willis’s attendants are 
in the room. Ilis Majesty is nc .enty-two ; his sight is very defective, 
but he does not look ill. He appe: • " to be lost in melancholy thought, and 
talks to himself reproachfully, a hurried manner on occasion being the only 
irregular symptom that ho betrays. 

King 

In my lifetime I did not look after her enough — enough — 
enough ! And now she is lost to me, and I shall never see her 
more. Had I but knotvn, had I but thought of it ! Gentlemen, 
when did I lose the Princess Amelia 7 

First Attendant 

The second of last November, your Majesty. 

r 

King 

And what is it now ? 

First Attendant 

Now, sir, it is the beginning of June. 
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King 

Ah, June, I remember! . . . The June floivers are not for 
me. I shall never see them ; nor will she. So fond of them as 
she was. . . . Even if I were living I would never go where 
theie are flowers any more! No; I would go to the bleak, 
barren places that she nc\cr would walk in, and never knew, so 
that nothing might remind me of her, and make my heart ache 
more than 1 can bear I . . . Why, the beginning of June ? — 
that’s when they are coming to examine me I (He grows excited. ) 

First Attend.-vni' (to second attendant, aside) 

Dr. Reynolds ought not to have reminded him of their visit 
It only disquiets him and makes him less fit to see them. 

King 

How long have I. been confined here ? 

First Atfend.vnt 

Since November, sir; for your health’s sake entirely, as your 
Majesty knows. 

King 

What, what ? So long ? Ali, yes. I must bear it. This is 
the fourth great black gulf in my poor life, is it not ? The 
fourth. 

A si.giul at the door. The second ntlcmUiit opens it and whispers. 

Enter softly .Siu IlENKV Il.vLFORn, Ok. W!I.li.\m Heberuen. Dr. 
Robert WiLi.is, Dr. M.mtiikw B.mleii., the King’s Apothecary, and 
one or two other gentlemen. 

King (straining his eyes to discern them) 

What ! Are they come ? W’hat will they do to me ? How 
dare they ! I am Elector of Hanover! (Finding Dr. W'illis is among 
them he shrieks. ) O, they are going to bleed me — yes, to bleed 
me! (Piteously.) My friends, don’t bleed me — pray don’t I It 
makes me so weak to take my blood. And the leeches do, too, 
when you put so many. You will not be so unkind, I am sure ! 

Willis (to Baillie) 

It is extraordinary what a vast aversion he has to bleeding — 
that most salutary remedy, feailessly practised. He submits to 
leeches as yet, but I won’t say that he w ill for long without being 
strait-jacketed. 
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King (catching some of the words) 

You will strait-jacket me ? O no, no ! 

Willis 

Leeches are not effective, really. Dr. Home, when I 
mentioned it to him yesterday, said he would bleed him till he 
fainted if he had charge of him ! 

King 

0 will you do it, sir, against my will. 

And put me, once your king, in needless pain ? 

1 do assure you truly, my good friends, 

That I have done no harm! In sunnier years 
Ere I was throneless, withered to a shade. 

Deprived of my divine authority — 

When I was hale, and ruled the English land — 

I ever did my utmost to promote 

The welfare of my people, body and soul ! 

Right many a morn and night I have prayed and mused 
How I could bring them to a better way. 

So much of me you surely know, my friends. 

And will not hurt me in my weakness here ! 

{ He trembles. ) 

Spirit of the Pities 

The tears that lie about this plightful scene 
Of heavy travail in a suffering soul. 

Mocked with the forms and feints of royalty 
While scarified by briery Circumstance, 

Might drive Compassion past her pat icncy 
To hold that some mean, monstrous ironist 
Had built this mistimed fabric of the Spheres 
To watch the throbbings of its captive lives, 

{The which may Truth forfend'), and not thy said 
Unmaliced, unimpassioned, nescient Will! 

Spirit of the Years 

i\[ild one, be not too touched with human fate. 

Such is the Drama : such the Mortal state ; 

Ho sigh of thine can null the Plan Predestinate! 
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We have come to do your Majesty no harm. 

Here’s Dr. Heberden, whom I am sure you like, 

And this is Dr. Baillie. We arrive 
But to inquire and gather how' you are, 

Thereon to let the Privy Council know, 

And give assurance for your people's good. 

A brass band is heard playing in a distant part of Windsor. 

King 

Ah — what does that band play for here to-day ? 

She has been dead and I so short a time ! . . . 

Her little hands are hardly cold as yet ; 

But they can show such cruel indecency 
As to let trumpets play ! 

Halford 

They guess not, sir. 

That you can hear them, or their chords would cease 
Their boisterous music fetches back to me 
That, of our errands to your Majesty, 

One was congratulation most sincere 
Upon this glorious victory you have won. 

The news is just in port ; the band booms out 
To celebrate it, and to honour you. 

King 

A victory ? I ? Pray where ? 

Halford 

Indeed so, sir ; 

Hard by Albuera — far in harried Spain — 

Yes, sir ; you have achieved a victory 
Of dash unmatched and feats unparalleled 1 

King 

He says I have won a battle ? But I thought 
I was a poor afflicted captive here, 

In darkness lingering out my lonely days, 

Beset with terror of these myrmidons 

That suck my blood like vampires ! Ay, ay, ay I — 
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No aims left to me but to quicken death 
To quicklier please my son ! — And yet he says 
That I ha\ c n on a battle ! O God, curse, damn ! 

When will the speech of the world accord with truth, 

And men's toiijjues loll sincerely ! 

Gentleman (aside) 

Faith, Twould seem 

As if the madman were the sanest here I 

The King's face has flushed, and he becomes violent. The attendants 
rush forward to him. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Sometkip nuUliin me aches io pray 
To some, l 'real Heart, to take away 
This evil day, this evil day! 

Chorus Ironic 

Ha-ha! Thafs good. Thou’ It pray to It ; — 

But where do Its compassions sit? 

Yea, where abides the heart of It t 

Is it where sky-fires flame and flit, 

Or solar craters spew and spit. 

Or ultra-stellar night-webs knit ? 

What is Its shape I Maris counterfeit f 
That turns in some far sphere unlit 
The' Wheel which drives the Inflnitef 

Spirit of the Pities 

Mock on, mock on ! Yet Pll go pray 
To some Great Heart, who haply may 
Charm mortal miseries away! 

The King's paroxysm continue. The attendants hold him. 
Halford 

This is distressing. One can never tell 

How he will take things now. I thought Albuera 

A subject that would surely solace him. 

These paroxysms — have they been bad this tveek 1 (To 
Attendants. ) ' 
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First Attendant 

Sir Henry, no. He has quite often named 
The late Princess, as gently as a child 
A little bird found starved. 

Willis (aside to apothecai-y) 

I must increase the opium to-night, and lower him by a double 
set of leeches since he won’t stand the lancet quietly. 

Apothecary 

You should take twenty ounces, doctor, if a drop — indeed, 
go on blooding till he’s unconscious. He is too robust by half. 
And the watering-pot would do good again — not less than six 
feet above his head. See how heated he is. 

Willis 

Curse that town band. It will have to be stopped. 

Heberden 

The same thing is going on all over England, no doubt, on 
account of this victory. 

Halford 

When he is in a more domineering mood he likes such 
allusions to his yank as king. ... If he could resume his walks 
on the terrace he might improve slightly. But it is too soon yet. 
We must consider what we shall report to the Council. There is 
little hope of his being much better. What do you think, Willis? 

Willis 

None. He is done for this time ! 

Halford 

Well, we must soften it down a little, so as not to upset the 
Queen too much, poor woman, and distract the Council un- 
necessarily. Eldon nill go pumping up bucketfuls, and the 
Archbishops arc so easily shocked that a certain conventional 
reserve is almost forced upon us. 
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Wii.Lis (returning from the King) 

He is already better. The paro.’cy.sm has neai'ly passed. Your 
opinion will be far more favourable before you leave. 

The King soon grows calm, and the expression of liis face changes to one 
of dejection. The attendants leave his side : he bends his head, and covers 
his face with his hand, while his lips move as if in prayer. He then turns to 
them. 


King (meelcly) 

I am most truly sorry, gentlemen, 

If I have used language that would seem to show 
Discourtesy to you for your good help 
In this unhappy malady of mine ! 

My nerves unstring, my friends ; my flesh grows weak ; 

“ The good that I would do I leave undone. 

The evil which I would not, that I do ! ” 

Shame, shame on me 1 

Willis (aside to the others) 

Now he will be as low as before he was in the other extreme. 
JCiNG 

A king should bear !.‘m kingly ; I, of all, 

One of so long a I’nc. O shame on me ! . . . 

— This battle that you speak of? — Spain, of course? 

Ah — Albuera 1 And many fallen — eh ? Yes ? 

Halford 

Many hot hearts, sir, cold, I grieve to say. 

There’s Major-General Houghton, Captain Bourke, 

And Herbert of the Third, Lieutenant Fox, 

And Captains Erck and Montague, and more. 

With Majors-General Cole and Stewart wounded, 

And Quartermaster-General Wallace too : 

A total of three generals, colonels five. 

Five majors, fifty captains ; and to these 
Add ensigns and lieutenants sixscore odd. 

Who went out, but returned not. Heavily tithed 

Were the attenuate battalions there 

Who stood and bearded Death by the hour that day ! 
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King 

O fearful price for victory ! Add thereto 
All those I lost at Walcheren. — A crime 
Lay there ! . . . I stood on Chatham’s being sent : 

It wears on me, till I am unfit to live 1 

Willis (aside to the others) 

Don’t let him get on that Walcheren business. There will be 
another outbreak. Ileberden, please ye talk to him. He fancies 
you most. 

Heberden 

I’ll tell him some of the brilliant feats of the battle. (He goes 
and talks to the King. ) 


Willis (to the rest) 

■Well, my inside begins to cry cupboard. I had breakfast 
•early. We have enough particulars now to face the Queen’s 
•Council with, I should say, Sir Henry ? 

Halford 

Yes. — I want to get back to town as soon as possible to-day. 
Mrs. Siddons has a party at her house at Westbourne to-night, 
and all the world is going to be there. 

Baillie 

Well, I am not. But I have promised to take some friends 
to Vauxhall, as it is a giand gala and fireworks night. Miss 
Farren is going to sing “ The Canary Bird.” — The Regent’s fete, 
by the way, is postponed till the nineteenth, on account of this 
relapse. Pretty grumpy he was at having to do it. All the 
world will be there, sure 1 


Willis 

And some from the Shades, too, of the fair sex. — Well, here 
comes Heberden. He has pacified his Majesty nicely. Now we 
I can get aw.ay. 

The physicians withdraw softly, and the scene is covered. 
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SCENE VI 

LONDON. CARLTON HOUSE AND THE STREETS ADJOINING ■ 

It is a cloudless midsummer evening, and as the west fades the stars beam 
down upon the city, the evening-star tunging like a jonquil blossom. They 
are dimmed by tlte unwonted radiance which spreads around and above 
Carlton House. As viewed fiom aloft the glare rises through the skylights, 
floods the forecourt tow.ards Pall Mall, and kindles with .a diaphanous 
glow the hugh tents in the gardens that overlook the Mall. The hour has 
arrived of the Prince Regent's festivity. 

A stream of cairiagcs and sedan-chairs, moving slowly, stretches from 
the building .dong P.ill Mall into Piccadilly and Bond Street, and crowds fill 
the p.avemeiits w.ttchmg the bejewelled and feathered occupants. In addition 
to the grand entiancc inside the Pall Mall colonnade there is a covert little 
“chair-door" in Warwick Street for sedans only, by which arrivals are 
perceived to be slipping in almost unobserved. 


Spirit Ironic 

WItat domiciles are those, of singular expression, 

Whence no gued comes to join the gemmed procession ; 
That, west of Hyde, this, in the Park-side Lane, 

Each front beclouded like a mask of pain ? 

Spirit of Rumour 

Therein the princely hosts two spouses dwell; 

A wife in each. Let me inspect and tell. 

The walls of the two houses — one in Park Lane, the other at Kensington 
— become transparent. 

/ see ivithin the first his latter wife — 

Tlmt Caroline of Brunswick whose brave sire 
Yielded his breath on fends reeking plain. 

And of whose kindred other yet may fall 
Ere long, if character indeed be fate . — 

She idles feasting, and is full of jest 
As each gay chariot rumbles to the rout. 

“ / rank like your Archbishopd wives,” laughs she \ 

“ Denied my husband s honours. Funny me ! ” 

.Suddenly a Beau on his way to the Carlton House festival halts at^ her 
house, calls, and is shown in. 
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lie brings her news f/iai a fresh favourite rules 
Her husband's ready heart; likcwiie of those 
Obscure and unmissed courtiers late deceased., 

JJVio have in name been bidden to the feast 
By blundering scribes. 

The Princess is seen to jump up from table at some words from her visitor, 
and clap her hands. 

These tidings, juxtaposed. 

Have fired her hot with curiosity. 

And lit her quick iivueniion with apian. 

Princess of Wales 

Mine God, I’ll go disguised — in some dead name 
And enter by the leetle, sly, chair-door 
Designed for those not welcomed openly. 

There unobserved I’ll note mine new supplanter 1 
'Tis indiscreet ? Let indiscretion rule, 

Since caution pensions me so scurvily I 

Spirit Ironic 

Good. Now for the other siveet and slighted spouse. 
Spirit of Rumour 

The second roof shades the Fitzherbert Fair; 

Reserved, perverse. As coach and coach roll ly 
She mopes within her lattice; lamplcss, lone. 

As if she grieved at her ungracious fate. 

And yet were loth to kill the sting of it 
By frankly forfeiting the Prince and town. 

“ Bidden^ says she, “ but as one low of rank. 

And go I will not so unworthily, 

To sit with common dames ! ” — A flippant friend 
Writes then that a new planet sways to-night 
The sense of her erratic lord; whereon 
The fair Fitzherbert muses hankeringly. 

" Mrs. Fitzherbert (soliloquizing) 

The guest-card which I publicly refused 
Might, as a fancy, privately be used ! . . . 

Yes — one last look — a wordless, wan farewell 
To this false life which glooms me like a knell. 

And him, the cause ; from some hid nook survey 
His new magnificence ; — then go for aye I 
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Spirit or Rumour 

She cloaki and vu’h, and in her private chair 
Passes the Pi inca r aho stealing there — 

Two honest wives, and yet a differing pair I 

Spirit Iromc 

With dames of strange repute, who bear a ticket 
For screened admission by the private wicket. 

Chorus of Ironic Spirits (aenal music) 

A wife of the body, a wife of the mind, 

A wife somewhat frowsy, a wife too refined: 

Could the twain but grow one, and no other dames be. 

No husband in Europe more steadfast than he 1 

Spirit of the Years 

Cease fooling on weak waifs who love and wed 
But as the unwee ting Urger may bestead I — 

See them withmstde, douce and diamonded. 

The walls of Carlton i''iusc open, and the spectator finds himself con- 
fronting the revel. 


SCENE VII 

the same. the interior of CARLTON HOUSE 

A central hall is disclosed, radiant with constellations of candles, lamps, 
and lanterns, and decoiated with flowering shrubs An opening on the left 
reveals the Giand Council-chamber prepared for dancing, the floor being 
chalked with arabesques having m the centre "G. Ill R ," with a crown 
ai ms, and supporters, Orange-trees and rose-bushes in bloom stand against 
the walls On the right hand evtends a glittering vista of the supper-rooms 
and tables, now crowded with guests This display reaches as far as the 
conservatory westward, and branches into long tents on the law n. 

On a dais at the chief table, laid with gold and silver plate, the Prince 
Regent sits like a lay figure, in a state chair of crimson and gold, with six 
servants at his back. He sw elters in a gorgeous uniform of scarlet and gold 
lace which represents him as a Field Marshal, and he is surrounded by a 
hundred-and-forty of his particular fi lends 

Down the middle of this state-table runs a puiIing brook crossed by 
quaint bridges, in which gold and silver fish fiisk about between banks of 
moss and flowers. The whole scene is lit with wax L.indlcs in chandeliers, 
and in countless candelabi a on the Mbies 

The people at the upper tables include the Duchess of York, looking tired 
from having just received as hostess most of the ladies present, except those 
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who have come inrornially, Louis XVIII. of France, the Duchess of 
Angoulcme, all the Engli.sh Koyal Dukes, nearly all the orilinary Dukes and 
Duchesses ; also the Lord Chancellor, the Siienkcr, the Chancellor of the 
Exchequer and other Ministers, the Lord Mayor and Lady Mayoress, all the 
more fashionable of the other Peers, Peeresses, and Members of Parliament, 
Generals, Admirals, and Maj’ors, with their wives. 'Ihe ladies of position 
wear, almost to the extent of a uniform, a nodding head-dress of ostrich 
feathers with diamonds, and gowns of white satin embroidered in gold or 
silver, on which, owing to the heat, dribbles of wax from the chandeliers 
occasionally fall. 

The Guards bands play, and attendants rush about in blue and gold lace. 

Spirit of the Pities 

The Queen, ihe Regent's mother, sits not herej 
Wantijig, too, are his sisters, I t>erceive; 

And it is well. With the distempered King 
Immured at Windsor, sore distraught or dying. 

It borders nigh on an indecency 

In their regard, that this loud feast is kepi, 

A thought not strange to many, as I read. 

Even of those gathered here. 

Spirit Ironic 

My dear phantom and crony, the gloom upon their faces is due 
rather to their having borrowed those diamonds at eleven per cent 
than to their loyalty to a suffering monarch / But let us test the 
feeling. I’ll spread a report. 

He calls up the Spirit of Rumour, who scatters whispers through the 
assemblage. 

A Guest (to his neighbour) 

Have you heard this report — that the King is dead ? 

Another Guest 

It has just reached me from the other side. Gan it be true ? 

Third Guest 

I think it probable. He has been very ill all the week. 

Prince Regent 

Dead ? Then my fete is spoilt, by God ! 

Sheridan 

Long live the King 1 (He holds up his glass and bows to the Regent.) 
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Marchioness of Hertford (the new favourite, to the Regent) 

The news is more natural than the moment of it ! It is too 
cruel to you that it should happen now ! 

Prince Regent 

Damn me, though ; can it be true ? (He provisionally throws a 
regal air into his countenance. ) 

Duchess of York (on the Regent’s left) 

1 hardly can believe it. This forenoon 
He was reported mending. 

Duchess of Angoulf.me (on the Regent’s right) 

On this side 

They are asserting that the news is false — 

That Buonaparte’s child, the “ King of Rome,” 

Is dead, and not your royal father, sire. 

Prince Regent. 

That’s mighty fortunate ! Had it been true, 

I should have been abused by all the world — 

The Queen the keenest of the chorus too — 

Though I have been postponing this pledged feast 
Through days and weeks, in hopes the King would mend. 
Till expectation fusted with delay. 

But give a dog a bad name — or a Prince ! 

So, then, it is this new-come King of Rome 

Who has passed or ever the world has welcomed him ! . . . 

Call him a king — that pompous upstart’s son — 

Beside us scions of the ancient lines 1 

Duke of Bedford 

I think that rumour untrue also, sir. I heard it as I drove up 
from Woburn this evening, and it was contradicted then. 

Prince Regent 

Drove up this evening, did ye, Duke. Why did you cut it so 
close ? 

Duke of Bedford 

Well, it so happened that my sheep-shearing dinner was fixed 
for this very day, and I couldn’t put it off. So I dined with 
them there at one o’clock, discussed the sheep, rushed off, drove 
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the two-and-forty miles, jumped into ray clothes at my house 
here, and reached your Royal Highness’s dooi in no very bad 
time. 

Princl Reglni' 

Capital, capital. But, ’pon my soul, ’twas a close shave ! 

Soon the babbling and glitteinig companj use from supper, and begim 
promenading through the rooms and tents, the Ri gent setting the esample, 
and miNing up and talking unceiemoiiionsly with his guests of every degree. 
He and the group 1 ound him disappear into the reniotei ch.imbers , but 
many concentiate in the Giecian Hall, which foims the foreground of the 
scene, whence a glance can be obtained into the ball-ioom, now hlled wntb 
dancers 

The band is pkijing the tune of the season, "The Regency Hoinpipe," 
which IS dmeed as a couiitr) -dance b} some thiit} couples , so that by the 
time the top couple hate danced down the hguic thei are quite bieathless. 
Two joung loids talk desultorily as they sunej the scene 

First Lord 

Ate the uimouis of the King of Rome’s death confiimed? 
Second Lord 

No, But they aie piobably tiue. He was a feeble biat fiom 
the fiist. I beliete they had to baptize him on the day he was 
boin. What can one expect aftei such piesumption — calling 
him the New Messiah, and God knows what all. Ouis is the 
only country which did not wiite fulsome poems about him. 
“ Wise English ! ” the Tsar Alexander said diily when he 
heard it. 

First Lord 

Ay ! The affection between that Pompey and Caesar has 
begun to cool. Alexander’s soreness at having Ins sister thrown 
over so cavalierly is not salved yet. 

Second Lord 

There is much besides. I’d lay a guinea there will be a war 
between Russia and Fiance before another year has flown. * 

First Lord 

Prinny looks a little wonied to-night. 

Second Lord 

Yes. The Queen don’t like the f6te bemg held, considering 
the King’s condition. She and her friends say it should have 
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been put off altogether. But the Princess of Wales is not 
troubled that way. Though she was not asked herself she went 
svildly off and bought her people new gowns to come in. Poor 
maladroit woman ! . . . 

Another new dance of the year is started, and another long line of cottples 
begin to foot it. 

That’s a pretty thing they are doing now. What d’ye call it ? 

First Lord 

“ Speed the Plough.” It is just out. They are having it 
everywhere. The next is to be one of those foreign things in 
three-eight time they call Waltzes. I question if anybody is up 
to dancing ’em here yet. 

■'Speed the Plough" is danced to its conclusion, and the band strikes up 
'■ The Copenhagen Waltz." 

Spirit Ironic 

Now for the wives. They both were tearing hither, 

Unless reflection sped them back again; 

But dignity that nothing else may bend 

Succumbs to woman’s curiosity. 

So deem them here. Messengers, call them nigh ! 

The Pri.vce Regent, having gone the round of the other rooms, now 
appears at the ball-room door, and stands looking at the dancers. Suddenly 
he turns, and gazes about with a ruffled face. He sees a tall, red-faced man 
near him — Lord Moira, one of his friends. 

Prince Regent 

Damned hot here, Moira. Hottest of all for me 1 
Moira 

Yes, it is warm, sir. Hence I do not dance. 

Prince Regent 

H’m. What I meant was of another order ; 

I spoke it figuratively. 

Moira 

O indeed, sir ? 


Prince Regent 

She’s heie. I heard her voice. I’ll swear I did 1 
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Moira 

Who, sir? 

“ Prince Regent 

Why, the Princess of Wales. Do you think I could mistake 
those beastly German Ps and Bs of hers ? — She asked to come, 
and was denied ; but she’s got here, Pll wager ye, through the 
chair-door in Warwick Street, which I arranged for a few ladies 
whom I wished to come privately. (He looks about again, and moves 
till he is by a door which affords a peep up the grand staircase. ) By God, 
Moira, I see tuo figures up there who shouldn’t be here — leaning 
over the balustrade of the gallery ! 

Moira 

Two figures, sir. Whose are they? 

Prince Regent 

She is one. The Fitzherbert is t’other 1 O I am almost sure 
it is 1 I would have welcomed her, but she bridled and said she 
wouldn’t sit down at my table as a plain “ Mrs.” to please any- 
body. As I had sworn that on this occasion people should sit 
strictly according to their rank, I wouldn’t give way. Why the 
devil did she come like this ? ’Pon my soul, these women n ill 
be the death o’ me ! 

Moir.\ (looking cautiously up the stairs) 

I can see nothing of her, sir, nor of the Princess either. 
There is a crowd of idlers up thei'e leaning over the bannisters, 
and you may have mistaken some others for them. 

Prince Regent 

O no. They have drawn back their heads. There have 
been such damned mistakes made in sending out the cards that 

the biggest w in London might be here. She’s watching 

Lady Hertford, that’s what she’s doing. For all their indiffer- 
ence, both of them are as jealous as two cats over one tom. 

Somebody whispers that a lady has fainted up-stairs. 

That’s Maria, I’ll swear ! She’s always doing it. Whenever I 
hear of some lady fainting about upon the furniture at my 
presence, and sending for a gl.ass of water, I say to myself. 
There’s Maria at it again, by God 1 
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Spirit Ironic 

Nmu ht him hear their voices once again. 

The Regent Staili ,ii he ■.i-cms to hear fioni the stairs the tongues of the 
two ladies giowing louder and ncaicr, the Princess pouring reproaches into 
one ear, and Mrs. l''rrxiiEHm ut into the other. 

Prince Regent 

’Od seize ’em, Moira ; this will drive me mad ! 

If men of blood must mate with only one 
Of those dear damned deluders called the Sex, 

Why has Heaven teased us with the taste for change? — 
God, I begin to loathe .the whole curst show ! 

How hot it is ! Get me a glass of brandy. 

Or I shall swoon off too. Now let’s go out. 

And find some fresher air upon the lawn. 

Here Moira, Yarmouth ; quick and come along. 

Exit the Prince Regent, with Lords Moika and Yarmouth. The 
band strikes up “ La Belle Cataiiua," and a new figure is formed. 

Spirit or the Years 
Phantoms^ ye strain your powers unduly here. 

Making faint fancies as they were indeed 
The Mighty Wilis firm work. 

Spirit Ironic 

Nay, Father, nayj 
The wives prepared to hasten hitherward 
Under the names of some gone down to death. 

Who yet were bidden. Must they not be here f 

Spirit of the Years 

There lie long leagues between a womaris word - — 

^'■She will, indeed she will 1” — and acting oiit. 

Whether those came or no, thy antics cease, 

And let the revel wear it out in peace. 

Enter Spencer Perceval the Prime Minister, a small, pale, grave- 
looking m.in, and an Under-Secretary of State, meeting. 

U nder-Secretary 

Is the King of Rome really dead, and the gorgeous gold 
cradle wasted ? 
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Percevai, 

0 no, he is alive and waxing strong : 

That tale has been set tnivclling more than once. 

But touching it, booms echo to our ear 
Of graver import, unimpeachable. 

U nder-Secretary 
Your speech is dark. 

Perceval 

Well, a new war in Europe. 

Before the year is out there may arise 
A red campaign outscaling any seen. 

Russia and France the parties to the strife — 

Ay, to the death 1 

U nder-Secretary 

By Heaven, sir, do you say so ? 

Enter Castlercagh, a tall, handsome man with a Roman nose, who. 
seeing them, approaches. 

Perceval 

Ha, Castlereagh. Till now I have missed you here. 

This news is startling for us all, I say 1 

Castlereagh 

My mind is blank on it 1 Since I left office 

1 know no more what villainy’s afoot. 

Or virtue either, than an anchoret 

Who mortifies the flesh in some lone cave. 

Perceval 

Well, happily that may not last for long. 

But this grave pother that’s just now agog 
May reach such radms in its consequence 
As to outspan our lives I Yes, Bonaparte 
And Alexander — late such bosom-friends — 

Are closing to a mutual murder-bout 
At which the lips of Europe will wax wan. 

Bonaparte says the fault is not with him. 

And so says Alexander. But we know 
The Austrian knot began their severance. 
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And that the Polish question largens it. 

Nothing but time is needed for the clash. 

And if so be that Wellington but keep 
His foot in the Peninsula awhile, 

Between the pestle and the mortar-stone 
Of Russia and of Spain, Napoleon’s brayed. 

Spirit of Rumour (to the Spirit of the Years) 

Permit me now to join them and confirm, 

By what I bring from far, their forecasting f 

Spirit of the Years 

Pll go. Thou knowest not greatly more than they. 

The Spirit of the Years enters the apartment in the shape of a pale, 
hollow-eyed gentleman wearing an embroidered suit. At the same time 
re-enter the Regent, Lords Moira, Yarmouth, Keith, Lady Hertford, 
Sheridan, the Duke of Bedford, with many more notables. The band 
changes into the popular dance, “ Down with the French,” and the characters 
aforesaid look on at the dancers. 

Spirit of the Years (to Perceval) 

Yes, sir; your text is true. In closest touch 
With European courts and cabinets. 

The imminence of dire and deadly war 
Betwixt these east and western emperies 
Is lipped by special pathways to mine car. 

You may not see the impact ; ere it come 
The tomb^orm may caress thee (Perceval shrinks) ; but 
believe 

Before five more have joined the shotten years 
Whose useless films infest the foggy Past, 

Traced thick with teachings glimpsed unheedingly. 

The rawest Dynast of the group concerned 
Will, for the good or ill of mute mankind, 

Down-topple to the dust like soldier Saul, 

And Europe’s mouldy-minded oligarchs 
Be propped anew; while garments roll in blood 
To confused noise, with burning, and fuel of fire. 

Nations shall lose their noblest in the strife. 

And tremble at the tidings of an hour 1 

(He passes into the crowd and vanishes. ) 
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Prince Regent (who has heard with parted lips) 
Who the devil is hef ? 


Perceval 

One in the suite of the Fiench princes, perhaps, sir? — though 
his tone was not monarchical. He seems to be a foreigner. 

Castlereagh 

His manner was that of an old prophet, and his features had a 
Jewish cast, which accounted for his Hebraic style. 


Prince Regent 

. . He could not have known me, to speak so freely in my 
presence ! 

Sherid.an 

I e-xpected to see him write on the wall, like the gentleman 
with the Hand at Belshazzar’s Feast. 

Prince Regent (recovering) 

He seemed to know a damn sight more about what’s going on 
in Europe, sir (to Percival), than your Government does, with all 
its secret information. 

Percev.il 

He is recently over, I conjecture, your Royal Highness, and 
brings the latest impressions. 

Prince Regent 

By Gad, sir, I shall ha\e a comfortable time of it in my 
regency, or reign, if what ho foresees be true I But 1 was bom 
fof war ; it is my destiny ! 

He draws himself up inside his uniform and stalks away. The group 
dissolves, the band continuing stridently, " Doan with the French," as dawn 
glimmers in. 

Soon the.REGENT's guests begin severaliy and in groups to take leave. 

Spirit of the Pities 
Behold To-morrow riddles the curtains through. 

And labouring life without shoulders its cross anew I 

Y 
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Chorus of the Years (aerial music) 

IVAy luakh 'me here ? Look all around 
Where Europe prcads her crinkled ground, 
From Osmanlee to Hekla's mound. 

Look all around 1 

Hark at the cloud-combed Ural pines j 
See how each, noailfulnvise, inclines; 

Mark the mist’s lafyrintliine lines ; 

Behold the tumbling Biscay Bay; 

The Midland main in silent ssuay; 

As urged to move them, so mcme they. 

No less through regal puppet-shows 
The rapt Determinator throes. 

That neither good nor evil knows ! 

Chorus of the Pities 

Yet It may wake and understand 

Ere Earth unshape, know all things, and 

With knowledge use a painless hand, 

A painless hand / 

SoUtode reigns in the clia>iibei5, and the scene shuts up. 
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CHARAC'J'ERS 

I. Phantom Intelligences 


{ The Ancient Spirit of the 
Years 

Chorus op the Years. 

( The Spirit or the Pities. 
Chorus of the Pities. 

[Spirits Sinister and Ironic 
■ j Choruses op Sinister and 
[ Ironic Spirits. 


{ The Spirit of Rumour. 
Chorus op Rumours. 

The Shade of the Earth. 

Spirit Messengers. 

Recording Angels. 


II. Persons 


The names printed in italics are those of mute figures. 


MEN 


The Prince Regent. 

The Royal Dukes. 

The Duke of Richmond. 


TTie Duke <f Beaufort. 

Liverpool, Prime Minister. 
CastlerEAGH, Foreign Secretary. 
Vansittart, Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer. 

Palmerston, War Secretary. 
PONSONBY. 

Burdett, 


Whitbread, 
Tierney, Romillv, 


Of the 
Opposition. 


Other ilemlcrs of Pasliament. 


Two Attaches. 

A Diplomatist. 

Ambassadors, Ministers, Peers, and 
other fersans of Quality and 
Office. 

Wellington. 

Uxbridge. 

PiCTON. 

Hill. 

Clinton. 

Cotoille. 

Cole. 

Beresford. 
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ToAANsiLoiLr Musicians Village! s 
etc 

Tin Dukr OI BiUNSAAltk 
Tin Pi iNcr oi Orangi 
C 1 / 1 I Ite 

Ion O ftcti Batins Dnplit and 
othei Offieets of the Atng s 
Get man Legion 


Peiponchet I st htelmans o^e 
\hnele ant ottia H mo enan 
Offit ts 

Bjlait i! I uthe! Ofeets of the 
Dutch Bel !t tt ps 
SOMl IIUSSAIS 

Kings let man Han ji in Bums 
otek an I D tch Belgian I otces 

Baron a an Caiiilin Belgian 
SeuetaiA of State 

The Dnkes if Atcnb ig an i d Utsel 
The Maaoe os Bilssiis 
Citizens and Idieis of Brussels 

NJ u OI 1 ON Bon ap vi te 
JOSLI II B JN AI ARTI 
Jlrome Lon pate 
The King or Rome 
r u^ene de Beanhat no s 
Cambacetls At eh Chancellor to 
V ipoleon 
Tailevi and 
Caulainc )ui r 

DE BAESSI I 

Mli at King of Naples 
SouiT Napoleon s Chief of Staff 
INEY 
D AVOUT 

Mai MONT 
' Berthier 
Bli ti and 
Bi ssn RES 

IAUGEI e au M acdon ald Lauris 

TIN CAMHIONNI 
Oudinot I tiant Reille d Brian 
Dionot Victo Pontaiowshi 
Jomdan and othet Matshals 
and Genet al and Regimental 
Office! s of hapolion s Army 
Rapp Mortien Lai iboisiere 
Kelle! mann an i Milhaud 
CoioNEis Pabviier Marbot, 
M AI I ET Hi A MI s and others 
I rench Aides and Colrifrs 
D r Can ISA 1 querr> to the King of 
Rome 

C MM AND AN I I 1 SSAl D 
Another CoMM AN D AN I 
I Bussy an Oiderly Oificer 
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Soldiers of the Imperial Guard and 
others. 

STR VGGLERS , A M \D Soi DILR 
I'leuch Foicci. 

IIOREAU, lioLRUOlS, and 
physicians. 

MKnj val, Piivatc Secretary to 
Napolion. 

De Montrond, an eniissar}' of 
Napoleon's. 

Other Seaetaries to KapoUon. 
CoNST.VNT, Napoldon's Valet 
Rousi.tN, Napoleon's ^lameluke 
Two Postillions. 

A Travllllr. 

Chamblrlmns and A/t,.}fda»ts. 
Servants at the Tuileiies. 

French Citizens and ToiunspeopU. 

The King or Pucssn. 

Bluciier. 

muffling, Wellington's Pi ussian 
Attache. 

Gneisenau. 

Zieten. 

Billow. 

Klusi, SteinmetSt Thielemann ^ 

Falkenhauscn. 

Other Pimuan General and Regi^ 
mental Office} s 

A Piussian Prisoner of the Fiench. 
Prussian lo}‘cc5. 

Francis, Pmpeioi of Ausuio. 


Mettermcii, Chancellor and 
Foicign Ministei. 

IIa}Je}ii>etj. 

Nlippero 

Schwa} zen bt }g, Fit ld~Ma ) shal. 

MtufeUit, Altinau, flesse-Ifombuigt 
a}td other Ausiitan Genei'als. 

rtenneie Ftrso}iages of rank and 
fa%htofi 

Austrti}}i lorces. 

liic Emperor Alexander of 
Russia. 

Nesselrode. 

Ku rtJ/oi . 

Uouitgsen. 

Bartlav de Tolly, Dokhi6}of Bag}a~ 
Hon, Platoff, Tchtchagoff, Milo- 
radovitcht and other Rusizan 
Gtne}als. 

Rostopckin, Governor of Moscow. 

Schuvaloii, a Commissioner. 

A Russian Officlr under Kutiizof. 

Ru55ia}t Fo}ce5, 

Moscow Citizens, 

Alava^ Wellington's Spanish Attache, 

Spanish and Poitugucse Oficeis, 

Spanish and Portuguese loices, 

Spanish Citizens. 

Minor Saiei-eigns and Piinces of 
IZinopc 

LiiPziG Citizens. 


WOMEN 


C\ROLiNE, Princess of W.\Lns 
The Duchess of York. 

The Duchess of Richmond. 

The Duchess of Beaufort, 

Lady H. Dalrymple. 

Lady de Lancey. 

Lady CHMtLOTrc Campbell. 

Lady Anne Hamilton. 

A YOUNG LVDY and HI R MOIIII R. 
Mrs. Dalih \c, a Colonel s wife * 
Mrs PRiSfoir, a Captain’s wife. 
Other J nglidi ladiis of note and 
rank. 


Madame Giassini and other Ladies 
of the Opera. 

Madame Angiolinii a dancer. 
Village Women. 

Soldiers’ Wives and Sweet. 

HEARTS. 

A Soldier's Daughter. 

Tun Empress Marie Louise. 

The Amprtss of Austma. 

M\ria Carolina of Naples. 

Qtncn Hof tense 

Lcetitia, Madame Bonaparte, 
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The Princess Pauline 
Thl Duchlss 01 Monti btllo 
Thl Countlss 01 Montlsquiou 
rilL COUNTl SS or Bl IGNOLr 
Otha I alus in Watting on Mane 
I omte 

The ex-Ehpkess Josephine 


LiDirs IN W\iriNG on Josephine 
Another Iklnch I \ui 

1 IILNCH M \KI%.1 1 \\ OMLN 

\ Si’Wisii L\d\ 

Pi each and Spanish U'omin of 
pUasute 

Continental Citizens Wives 
Camp-followers 



ACT FIRST 


SCENE 1 

THE BANKS OF THE NIEMEN, NEAR KOWNO 

The foreground is a hillock on a broken upland, seen in evening twilight. 
On the left, further back, are the dusky forests of Wilkowsky ; on the right 
is the vague shine of a large river. 

Emerging from the » ood below the eminence appears a shadowy amorphous 
thing in motion, the central or Imperial column of Napoleon’s Grand Army 
for the invasion of Russia, comprising the corps of Oudinot, Ney, and 
Davout, with the Imperial Guard. This, with the right and left columns, 
makes up the host of nearly half a million, all starting on their march to 
Moscow. The Empekor is pausing bn the hillock. 

While the rearmost regiments are arriving, NapolEon rides ahead with 
General H axel and one or two others to reconnoitre the river. NapolEon’s 
horse stumbles and throws him. He picks himself up before he can be 
helped. * 

Spirit of the Years (to Napoleon) 

The portent is an ill one. Emperor; 

An ancient Roman would retire thereat ! 

Napoleon 

Whose voice was that, jarring upon my thought 

So insolently ? 

Haxel and Others 

Sire, we spoke no word. 

Napoleon 

Then, whoso spake, such portents I defy ! 

[He remounts. 

When the rcconnoitrcrs again come Ijack to the foreground of the scene 
the huge array of columns is standing quite still, in circles of companies, the 
captain of each in the middle with a paper in his hand. He reads from it 
a proclamation. They quiver emotionally, like leaves stirred by a wind. 
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NapoliSon and his staff reasccnd the hillock, and his own words as repeated 
to the ranks reach hib cars, \\ hilc he himself delivers the same address to those 
about him. 

Napoleon 

Soldiers, wild war is on the board again ; 

The lifetime-long alliance Russia swore 
At Tilsit, for the English realm’s undoing. 

Is violate beyond refurbishment. 

And she intractable and unashamed. 

Russia is forced on by fatality ; 

She cries her destiny must be outwrought. 

Meaning at our expense. Does she then dream 
We are no more the men of Austerlitz, 

With nothing left of our old featfulness ? 

She offers us the choice of sword or shame ; 

We have made that choice unhesitatingly ! 

Then let us forthwith stride the Niemen flood. 

Let us bear war into her great gaunt l.and, 

And spread our glory there as otherwhere. 

So that a stable peace shall stultify 
The evil seed-bearing that Russian wiles 
Have nourished upon Europe’s choked affairs 
These fifty years ! 

The midsummer night dark-M.=. They all make their bivouacs and sleep. 

Spiutt of the Pities 

Something is tongiied afar. 

Spirit of the YE.tRS 
The Russian counter-proclamation rolls. 

But we alone have gift to catch it here. 

Distant Voice in the Wind 

The hostile hatchings of Napoldon’s brain 
Against our Empire, long have harassed us. 

And mangled all our mild amenities. 

So, since the hunger for embranglement 
That gnaws this man, has left us optionless. 

And haled us recklessly to horrid war. 

We have promptly mustered our well-hardened hosts. 
And, counting on our call to the Most High, 
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Have forthwith set our puissance face to face 
Against Napoleon’s. — Ranksmen ! officers ! 

You fend your lives, ycur land, your liberty. 

I am with you. Heaven frowns on the aggressor. 

Spirit Ironic 

Ha ! “ Liberty ” is quaint, and pleases me. 

Sounding from such a soil f 

Midsumnier-d.iy bienks, and the- sun rises on the light, revealing the 
position clearly. The eminence otcilooks for miles the river Nicmen, now 
mirroring the nioining raj's. Acioss the n\er Once temporary bridges have 
been thrown, and towauls them tire I-'ieuch masses streaming out of the forest 
descend in thiec columns. 

They sing, shout, fling their shakos in the air and repeat words from the 
proclamation, their steel and brass flashing in the sun. They narrow their 
columns ,as they gain ihe tliicc biidgcs, and begin to cross — horse, foot, and 
artillery. 

NapolKon has come from the tent in which he has passed the night to 
the high ground in fiont. where he stands watching through his glass the 
committal of his ainiy to the enterprise. D.wout, Ney, Murat, Oudinot, 
Generals H.wr.b'and I'.Bi.iS, Nakiionni'., and othcis surround him. 

It is a d.ay of drowsing heat, and the Kmperor thaws a deep breath as he 
shifts his weight fioni one puffed c.vlf to the other. The light cavalry, the 
foot, the artillery having passed, the heavy horse now ciosses, their glitter 
outshining the ripples on the stieaiii. 

A messenger enters. N.tl*ol.fioN reads pnpcis th.at are brought, and 
frowns. 

Napoleon 

The English heads decline to recognize 
The government of Joseph, King of Spain, 

As that of “ the now-ruling dynasty ” ; 

But only Fetdinand’s ! — I’ll get to Moscow, 

And send thence my rejoinder. France shall wage 
Another fifty years of wasting war 
Before a Bourbon shall remount the throne 
Of restless Spain I . . . 

(A Sash lights his eyes. } 
But this long journey no-^ust set a-trip 
Is my choice way to India ; and ’tis there 
That I shall next bombard the British rule. 

With Moscow taken, Russia prone and crushed, 

To attain the Ganges is simplicity — 

Auxiliaries fiom I'iflis backing me. 

Once lipped by a French swoid, the scaffolding 
. Of English merchant-mastership in Ind 
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Will fall a wreck. . . . Vast, it is true, must bulk 
An Eastern scheme so planned; but I could work it. . . . 
Man has, worse fortune, but scant years for war ; 

I am good for another fi\ e ! 

Spirit of the Pities 

IF/tjf doth he go ? — 

/ see returning in a chattering flock 
Bleached skeletons, instead of this array 
Invincibly equipped. 

Spirit of the Years 

ril show you •why. 

The unnatural light before seen usurps that of the sun, bringing into view, 
like breezes made sisible, the films or brain-tissues of the Imnianent Will, that 
pervade all things, ramifying through the whole army, Nai’ollon included, 
and moving them to Its inexplicable artistries. 

Napoleon (with sudden despondency) 

That which has worked will work! — Since Lodi Bridge 
The force 1 then felt move me moves me on 
Whether I will or no ; and oftentimes 
Against my better mind. . . . Why am I here ? 

— By laws imposed on me inexorably I 
History makes use of me to weave her web 
To her long while aforetime-fi;,ured mesh 
And contemplated character)’ : no more. 

Wei], war’s my trade ; and whencesoever springs 
This one in hand, they’ll label it with my name ! 

The natural light returns and the anatomy of the Will disappears. 
NAPOLf^ON mounts his horse and descend.^ in the tear of his host to the banks 
of the Niemen. His face puts on a saturnine humour, and he hums an air. 

Malbrough s’en va-t-en guerre, 

Mironton, mironton, mirontainc ; 

Malbrough s’en va-t-en guerre, 

Ne salt quand reviendra ! 

[Exeunt Napoleon and staff. 

Spirit Sinister 

It is kind of his Imperial Majesty to give me a lead. 
(Sings.) 

Monsieur d’Malbrough r-st mort, 

Mironton, mironton, mirontaine; 
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^Monsieur d' Malbrough est mart, 

Est mort ct cnferre! 

Anon the figure of XAn()LKo>:. diiuiiiishecl to the nspcct of a doll, reappears 
in front of his suite on the plain below. He rides across the swaying bridge. 
Since the luorning the sky has grow n ovcrc.ist, and its blackness seejns now 
to envelope the retreating array on the other side of stream. The storm 
bursts, with thunder and lightning, the river turns leaden, and the scene is 
blotted out by the torrents of rain. 


SCENE II 


THE FORD OF S^\NTA MARTA, SALAMANCA 

We are in Spain, on a July night of the same summer, the air being hot 
and heavy. In the darkness the ripple of the iiver 'Formes can be heard over 
the ford, which is near the foreground of the scene. 

Against the gloomy' north sky to the left, lightnings flash, revealing rugged 
heights in that quarter. From liie heights comes to the ear the tramp of 
soldiery, broken and irregular, as by obstacles in their descent ; as yet they 
are some distance olf. On heights to the right hand, on the other side of the 
river, glimmer tlie bivouac fires of the French under M.vrmont. The lightning 
quickens, with roils of thunder, and a few largo drops of rain fall. 

A sentinel stands close to the ford, and licyond him is the ford-house, a 
shed open towards the roadway and the spectator. It is lit by a single lantern, 
and occupied by some half-do/en English dragoons with a sergeant and 
corporal, who form part of a mounted piitrol, their horses being picketed at 
the entrance. They are seated on a bench, and appear to be waiting with 
some deep intent, speaking in murmurs only. 

'The thunderstorm increases till it drowns the noise of the ford and of the 
descending battalions, making them seem further oflf than before. The sentinel 
is about to retreat to the si ed when he discerns two female figures in the 
gloom. 

Enter Mrs. D.lLBi.vcand Mrs. Prescott, English officers’ wives. 
Sentinel 

Where there’s war there’s women, and where there’s women 
there’s trouble I (Aloud) Who goes there ? 


Mrs. Dalbiac 

We must reveal who we are, I fear (to her companion). Friends 1 
(to sentinel). 

Sentinel 

Advance and give the countersign. 


Oh, but tve can’t 1 


Mrs. Dalbiac 
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Sentinel 

Consequent which, you must retreat. By Lord Wellington’s 
strict regulationi, women of loose character are to be excluded 
from the lines for moral reasons, namely, that they are often 
employed by the enemy as spies. 

Mrs. Prescott 

Dear good soldier, we are English ladies benighted, having 
mistaken our w-ay back to Salamanca, and \ie want shelter from 
the storm. 

Mrs. Dalbiac 

If it is necessary I will say who we ai-e. — I am Mrs. Dalbiac, 
wife of the Lieutenant-Colonel of the Fourth Light Dragoons, 
and this lady is the wife of Captain Prescott of the Seventh 
Fusilcers. We went out to Christoval to look for our husbands, 
but found the army had moved. 

Sentinel (incredulously) 

"Wives!” Oh, not to-day! T have heard such titles of 
courtesy afore ; but they never shake me. “ W ” begins other 
female words than “ wives ! ” — You'll have trouble, good dames, 
to get into Salamanca to-nigliL You’ll be challenged all the way 
down, and shot without clergy if you can’t give the countcisign. 

Mr.s. Prescott 

Then surely you’ll tell us what it is, good kind man ! 

Sentinel 

Well — have ye earned enough to pay for knowing ? Govern- 
ment wage is poor pickings for watching here in the rain. How.- 
much can ye stand ? 

Mrs. Dalbiac 

Half-a-dozen pesetas. 

Sentinel 

Very well, my dear. I was always tender-hearted. Come 
along. (They ndTOiicu and hand the money. ) The pass to-night is 
“ Melchesler Steeple.” That will take you into the town when 
the weather clears. You won’t have to cross the ford. You can 
gaT temporary shelter in the shed there. 

IIh; l.uhos m()\o to\\a.rcls tin* shed iht* linmp of the inf.inliy draws luvir 
the ford, which the downlall has nude to purl more boisterously. The twain 
cnlci the shed, aivl tlu* dragoons look up inquiringly. 
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Mrs. Dalbiac (to dragoons) 

The French are luckier than you aie, men. You’ll have a 
wet advance across this ford, but they have a dry retreat by the 
bridge at Alba. 

Seroe.ant of Patrol (starting from a doze) 

The moustachies a dry retreat? Not they, my dear. A 
Spanish garlison is in the castle that commands the bridge at 
Alba. 

Mrs. Dalbiac 

A peasant told us, if we understood lightly, that he saw the 
Spanish withdraw, and the enemy place a gairison there them- 
seh cs. 

The sergeant h.tstil3' calls up two iroopeis, who mount and tide off with 
the mtelhgcnee. 

Serge.\nt 

You’ve done us a good turn, if it is true, darlin’. Not that 
Lord Wellington will believe it when he gets the news. . . . 
Why, if my eyes don’t deceive me, ma’am, that’s Colonel 
Dalbiac's lady ! 

Mrs. D.vlbiac 

Yes, sergeant. I am over here with him, as you have heard, 
no doubt, and lodging in Salamanca. We lost our tvay, and got 
caught in the storm, and want shelter awhile. 

Sergeant 

Certainly, ma’am. I’ll give you an escort back as soon as the 
division has crossed and the weather clears. 

hlRS. Prescott (an.viously) 

Have you heard, sergeant, if there’s to be a battle to-morrow ? 

Sergeant 

Yes, ma’am. Evei 7 thing shows it 

Mrs. Dalbiac (to Mrs. Prescott) 

Our news would have passed us in. We have wasted six 
pesetas. 

itlRS. Prescott (mouinfully) 

I don’t mind that so much as that I have brought the children 
from Ireland. This coming battle frightens me 1 
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Spirit oi the Years 

T/iis li IiLt pt^suLiitpaiigof'wtdowhood. 

Ere So /a nm tit a ilari^ io-rnor tow’s close 
SMll Jind her (onsort shj} among the shun > 

The infantr} iLijimcnts now itoUi the foicl The storm increases in 
strength, the stream Hows more furious!} , }Lt the columns of foot enter it 
and begin crossing The lightning is continuous, the fiint lintcin m the 
ford-house is paled bv the sheets of file without, winch flap lound the 
bayonets of the ciossing men and reflect upon the foaming toirciit 

Chorus or Pities (aeual music) 

The sins fling flame on this am tent land ' 

And ditmlted and drowned u I he burnt blown sand 
That 'spitads its mantle of yctlow-giiy 
Round old Sahnatihca to-day; 

While marching men come, band on band. 

Who read not as a reprimand 
To mortal moils that, as ’twere planned 
In mockery of their mimic fray. 

The skies fling flame. 

Since sad Corttiids desperate stand 
Horrors uttsumrned, with heavy hand. 

Have smitten such as these ' But they 
Still headtly pursue their way. 

Though flood and foe confront them, and 

The skits fling flame. 

The wrhole of the English division gets across by degrees, and their 
invisible tramp is heard ascending the opposite heights as the lightnings 
dwindle and the spectacle disappears 


SCENE III 

THE FIELD OF SALAMANCA 

The battlefield — an undulating and sandy expanse — is lung under the 
sultry sun of a July afternoon In the immediate left foi egi ound rises boldly 
a detached dome-hke hill known as the Lesser Arapeilc, now held b} English 
troops Further back and more to the right, rises another and laigci hill of 
the kind — the Greater Aiapeile , this is crowned witli Freneh aililieii in loud 
notion and the Fieiioh marshal, Mxrmom, Duke ofRtGtst stands there 
Further to the right, in the same plane stretch the dmsions of the I reneh 
arm} Still fui thcr to the right in the distance on the Ciudad Rodrigo 
highway, a cloud of dust denotes the English baggage tram seeking security 
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in tlial direction. Tiie city of Salaniancti itself, and the river Tormes on 
which it stands, are behind the back of tlie siDcctator. 

On the summit of tlie lesser hill, close at hai .1, W'EI.I.IXGTON', glass, at eye, 
watches the I'Vench division Tiiomieke. which 1 as become separated from the 
centre of the h'rench army. Round and near h n arc aides and other ofiicers, 
in animatcfl conjecture on M.vkmont's intent, which appears to be a move on 
the Ciudad Rodrigo road aforesaid, under the impression that the English are 
about to retreat that way'. 

The English commander descends from where he w'as standing to a nook 
under a wall, where a meal is roughly laid out. Some of his staff are 
already eating there. Wellington takes a few mouthfuls without sitting 
down, w.alks back again, and looks through h;s glass at the battle as before. 
Balls from the French artillery fall around. 

Enter his aide-de-camp, Fitzrov Somerset. 

Fitzroy Somerset (hurriedly) 

The French make movements of grave consequence — 

Extending to the left in mass, my lord. 

Wellington 

I have just perceived as much ; but not the cause. 

(He regards longer.) 

Marmonl’s good genius is deserting him 1 

Shutting up his glass with a snap, Wellington calls several aides and 
despatches them down the hill. He goes back behind the wall and takes 
some more mouthfuls. 

By God, Fitzroy, if we shan’t do it now ! 

(to Somerset). 

Mon cher Alava, Marraont est perdu ! 

(to his Spanish Attach^). 

Fitzroy Somerset 

Thinking we mean no real attack on him, 

He schemes to swoop on our retreating-line. 

Wellington 

Ay ; and to cloak it by this cannonade. 

With that in eye he has bundled leftwardly 

Thomiere’s division ; mindless that thereby 

His wing and centre’s mutual maintenance 

Has gone, and left a j'awning vacancy. 

So be it. Good. His laxness is our luck ! 

.■\s a result of the orders sent off by the aides, sever.al British divisions 
advance across the French front on the Greater Arapeile and elsewhere. The 
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French shower bullets into them; but an English biigade under Pack 
assails the nearer l-'rench on the Arapeile, now beginning to cannonade the 
English in the hollows bencatli. 

Light breeres blow towards the I'icnch, and thej get in their faces the 
dust-clouds and smoke fiom the masses of English 111 motion, and a powerful 
sun in their eyes. 

Makmdn r and his staff are sitting on the top of the Greater Arapeile 
only half a cannon-shot from Wi u.ington on the Lesser; and, like 
Wellington, he is gating through his glass. 


Spirit of RuiMOUr 

Appearing to behold the full-mapped mind 
Of his opponetit, Marmont arrows forth 
Aide after aide to^uards the forest's rim:, 

To spirit on his troops emerging thence. 

And prop the lone division Thomiere, 

For whose recall his voice has rung in vain. 

Wellington mounts and seeks out Pakenham, 

Who pushes to the arc-n from the right. 

And, spurting to the ft of Marmonfs line. 

Shakes Thomiire ivi . lunges leonine. 

When the manamvi . meaning hits his sense, 

Marmont hies hotly / ■ the imperilled place, 

Where see him fall, ■ 're smitten. — Bonnet rides 
And dons the burdm of the chief command. 

Marking dismayed 'he Thomiere column there 
Shut up by Pakenham like bellows-folds 
Against the English Fourth and Fifth hard by ; 

And while thus crushed, Dragoon-Guards and Dragoons. 
Under Le Marchant's hands (of Guernsey he). 

Are launched upon them by Sir Stapleton, 

And their scathed files are double-scathed anon. 

Cotton falls wounded. Pakenhanis bayoneteers 
Shape for the charge from column into rank; 

And Thomiire finds death thereat point-blank I 

Semichorus I of the Pities (aerial music) 

In fogs of dust the cavalries hoof the ,^round ; 

Their prancing sguadrons shake the hills around: 

Le Marchant's heavies bear with ominous bound 
Against their opposites I 
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Semichorus II 

A buHef crying along the cloven air 

Gouges Le ManJuxai^s groin and rankles there; 

In Death's white sleep he soon joins Thonittrey 

Ami all he has fought for^ quits 1 

In the meantime tlic battle has become concentrated in the middle hollow, 
and Wellington descends thither fioin the English Arapeile. 

The fight grows fiercer. CoLi: and Lr.iTH now fall wounded ; then 
Beresfokd, who directs the Portuguese, is struck down and borne away. On 
the French side fall Bonnet who succeeded Marmont in command, Manne, 
Clau.shl, and Ferey, the last hit mortally. 

Now fortune sways in fa\our of tlie English, now in favour of the French, 
Wellington sees that the crisis has come, and orders up his reserve. The 
fresh muscle and spirit turn the scale, and the French abandon the Greater 
Arapeile. 

Their disordered main body retreats into the forest and disappears ; and 
just as darkness sets in, the English stand alone on the crest, the distant 
plain being lighted only by niuskct'nashcs from the vanishing enemy. In 
the close foreground vague figures on horseback are audible in the gloom. 

Voice of Wellington 

I thought they looked as they’d be scurrying soon ! 

Voice of an Aide 

Foy bears into the wood in middling trim ; 

Maucune strikes out for Alba-Castle bridge. 

Voice of Wellington 

Speed the pursuit, then, towards the Huerta ford ; 

Their only scantling of escape lies there ; 

The river coops them semicircle-wise, 

And we shall have them like a swathe of grass 

Within a sickle’s curve 1 

Voice of Aide 

Too late, my lord. 

They are crossing by the aforesaid bridge at Alba. 

Voice of Wellington 

Impossible. The guns of Carlos rake it 

Sheer from the castle walls. 

Z 
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Voice of Aide 

Tidings have sped 
Just now therefrom, to this undreamed effect : 

That Carlos has withdrawn the garrison ; 

The French command the Alba bridge themselves ! 

Voice of Wellington 
Blast him, he’s disobeyed his orders, then ! 

How happened this ? How long ha.s it been known ? 

Voice of Aide 

Some ladies some few hours have rumoured it. 

But unbelieved. 

Voice of Wellington 
Well, what’s done can’t be undone. . . . 

By God, though, they’ve just saved themselves thereby 
From capture to a man 1 

Voice of a General 

We’ve not struck ill. 

Despite this slip, my Ion!. . . . And have you heard 
That Colonel Dalbiac’s '••ife rode in the charge 
Behind her spouse to-d 'y ? 

Voice o- Wellington 

Did she though : did she ! 

Why that must be Susanna, whom I know — 

A Wessex woman, blithe, and somewhat fair. . . . 

Not but that great iiTegularities 

Arise from such exploits. — And was it she 

I noticed wandering to and fro below here. 

Just as the French retired ? 

Voice of another Officer 

Ah no, my lord. 

That was the wife of Prescott of the Seventh, 

Hoping beneath the heel of hopelessness. 

As these young women will 1 — ^Just about sunset 
She found him lying dead and bloody there. 

And in the dusk we bore them both away.i 

1 The writer has been unable to discowr what became of this unhappy latly anti her 
orphanerl infants. — (The forejroinjj note, which appeared in the first edition of tliis drama, 
was the means of brincing from a descendant of the lady referred to the information 
that she remarried, antT lived and died at Venice ; and that both her children grew up 
and did well. — 1909.) 
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Voice of Wellington 
Well, I’m damned sorry for Iicr. Though I wish 
The women-folk would keep them to the rear : 

Much awkwardness attends their pottering round 1 

The talking shapes disappear, and as the features of the field grow un- 
distinguishablc the comparative ouict is broken by gay notes from guitars and 
castanets in the direction of the cit}', and other sounds of popular rejoicing at 
Wellington's victory. People come dancing out fiom the town, and the 
merry-making continues till midnight, when it ceases, and darkness and 
silence prevail cveiywhcre. 

Semichorus I of the Years (aerial music) 

Whtit arc Space and Time! A fancy J — 

Lo, by Vision’s necromancy 
Muscovy will now unroll j 
Where for cork and olive-tree 
Starveling firs and birches be. 

Semichorus II 

Though such features lie afar 
From events Peninsular^ 

These, amid their dust and thunder. 

Form with those, as scarce asunder. 

Parts of one compacted whole. 

Chorus 

Marmont’s Aide, then, like a swallow 
Let us follow, follow, follow. 

Over hill and over hollow, 

Past the plains of Teute and Pole ! 

There is semblance of a sound in the darkness as of a rushing through 
the air. 


SCENE IV 

THE FIELD OF BORODINO 

Tlorodino, seventy miles west of Moscow, is revealed in a bird’s-eye view 
from a point above the position of the French Gr.ind Army, advancing on 
the Russi.in capibal. 

We arc looking ea-.t, towards Moscow and the army of Russia, which 
bars the w.ry thither. The sun of latter summer, sinking behind our backs, 
floods the whole pio.sprct, which is mostly wild, uncultivated land with 
patches of birch-trces. N.Vl’OLl'-ox’s army h.is just arrived on the scene, 
and is making its biiouac for the night, some of the later regiments not 
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lia\ing yet come up A dioppin® fire of musketry from skirmishers ahead 
keeps snapping thiough the an The Emperor's tent stands in a ravine in 
the foreground amid the squares of the Old Guard \ides and other offitets 
are chatting outside 

Enter Nvi'olios, viho dismounts spcilvs to some of his suite and dis- 
appeirs inside his fnt An interval follows, during winch the sun dips 

Enter Colon i.i. Fvbvriiu, aide-de-cainp of Mvkviom, just arrived 
from Spain. An officer-m-waiting goes into XAPOLfoN s tent to announce 
Fabvrier, the Colonel meanw hile talking to those outside 

An Aide 

Important tidings thence, I make no doubt? 

Fabvrier 

Maimont lepulsed on Salamanca field, 

And well-nigh slain, is the best tale I biing ! 

A silence. A coughing heard in Napoleon's tent 
Whose rheumy throat distracts the quiet so ? 

Aide 

The Empoioi’s. He is thus the livelong day. 

Colonel FABVRirR is shown into the tent An interval Then the 
husky accents of N \polEon within, growing loudei and louder. 

Voice of Napoleon 
If Maimont — so I gather fiom these lines — 

Had let the English and the Spanish be, 

They would have bent fiom Salamanca back, 

Offeiing no battle, to our profiting ! 

We should have hern delivered this disastei. 

Whose bruit will ii'im us more than aught besides 
That has befallen in .Spain ! 

Voice of Fabvrier 

I fear so, site. 

Voice of Napoleon 
He forced a conflict, to cull lauiel crowns 
Before King Joseph should arrive to share them ! 

Voice of Fabvrier 

The aimy’s ardour for your Majesty, 

Its coinage, its devotion to voui cause, 

Cover a myriad of the Marshal’s sins. 
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Voice of Napoleon 

Why gave he battle without biddance, pray, 

From the supreme commander? Here’s the crime 
Of insubordination, root of woes ! . . . 

The time well chosen, and the battle won, 

The English succours there had sidled oft. 

And their annoy in the Peninsula 
Embarrassed us no more. Rchovcs it me, 

Some day, to face this Wellington myself! 

Marmont too plainly is no match for him. . . . 

Thus he goes on ; “To have preserved command 
I would with joy have changed this early wound 
For foulest mortal stroke at fall of day. 

One baleful moment damnified the fruit 
Of six weeks’ wise strategics, whose result 
Had loomed so certain 1 ” — (Satirically) Well, we’ve but his 
word 

As to their wisdom 1 To define them thus 

Would not have struck me but for his good prompting 1 . . 

No matter; On Moskowa’s banks to-morrow 

I’ll mend his faults upon the Arapeile. ' 

I'll see how I can treat this Russian horde 
Which English gold has brought together here 
From the four corners of the universe. . . . 

Adieu. You’d best go now and take some rest. 

Fabvrieu reappears from the tent and goes. Enter De Bausset. 

De B.VUSSKT 

The box that came — has it been taken in ? 

An Officer 

Yes, General. ’Tis laid behind a screen 
In the outer tent. As yet his Majesty 
Has not been told of it 

[Ue Bausset goes into tent. 

After an interval of murmured talk an exclamation bursts -from the 
Emperor. In a few minutes he appears at the tent door, a valet following 
him bearing a picture. The Emperor’s face shows tr,accs of emotion. 

Napoleon 

Bring out a chair for me to poise it on. 

Re-enter De Bausset from the tent with a chair. 
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They all shall see it. Yes, my soldier-sons 

Must gaze upon this son of mine on n house 

In ait’s piescntment It will cheer then hearts. 

That’s a good light — just so. 

He IS assisted bi Di KilsSI i to set up the picture in the cli.iii It is 
a poitrait of the young King of Rome playing at cup and-ball, the ball being 
represented as the globe The olheers standing iieai aic attiaetid round, 
and then the oftiters and soldiers further b.ack begin i tinning up, till there 
is a great ciond 

Let them walk past, 

So that they see him all. The Old Guaid fiist. 

The Old Guard is summoned, and m.arches past siiiveying the pictuie; 
then other i egiments 

Soldiers 

The Empeioi and the King of Rome foi eiei 1 

When they have marched past and withdiawn, and Dr Utusscr has 
taken away the picture, NAnOLitoN prepaies to i center his tent But his 
attention is attrticted to the Russians He regai ds them thi ough his glass 

Enter BlssiLres and R \PI> 

Napoleon 

What slow, weird ambulation do I maik, 

Rippling the Russian host ? 

Bessieres 

A pi ogress, sire. 

Of all their clergy, vestmented, w’ho bear 

An image, said to work strange miiacles. 

NapolLon watches The Russian ecclcsiastii pnss through the regiments, 
which are under arms, bearing the icon and other religions insignia The 
Russian soldiers kneel before it 


Napoleon 

Ay 1 Not content to stand on their own strength, 
They try to hire the enginry of Heaven. 

I am no theologian, but I laugh 
That men can be so grossly logicless. 

When war, defensive or aggressive either, 

Is in its essence Pagan, and opposed 
To the w'hole gist of Christianity 1 

Bessieres 

’Tis to fanaticize theii courage, sire. 
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NapoiIIon 

Better they’d \Aakc up old Kutiirof — Rapp, 
What think you of to-moiiow? 


Rapp 

But, site, a bloody one ! 


Victory ; 


Napoleon 

So I foiesee. 


The scene daikcns, nnd the files of the buouncs shine up ruddily, those of 
the Trencli ntai at hand, those of the Russians m a long line across the 
raid-distnuce, and thro\Mng a flapping gKie into the heavens As the night 
glows stillei the ballad singing and laughter fiom the French mixes with a 
slow singing of psalms from then adveisaiies 

Ihc two multitudes he down to sleep, and all is qinet but for thesputteAng 
of the giceiiwood flies, winch, now that the human tongues aie still, seem 
to hold 1 comeisation of then own 


SCENE V 

THE SAME 

The piospcct lightens with dawn, and the sun uses red The spacious 
field of battle is now distinct, its luggedness being bisected by the gieat 
road from Smolensk to Moscow, which runs centrally from beneath the 
spectator to the fuithcst hon/on The field is also crossed by the stieam 
Kalotcha flowing from the nght-centie foreground to the left-centre back- 
ground, thus forming an X v\ith the road aforesaid, mteisecting it in mid- 
distance at the Milage of Hoiodmo 

Behind this Milage the Russixns ha\r taken their stand in close masses 
So stand also the Ficndi who ha\e in their centre the Sheiardmo redoubt 
beyond the Kalotcha Hue N\polio\, m his usual blue-grey unifoim, 
white waistcoat, and white leathci breeches, chooses his position with 
Blkiiiii r and other ofTireis of his suite 

DUMB SHOW 

It 15 si\ o clock, and the filing of a ’Single cannon on the Trench side 
proclaims that the battle is beginning There is a roll of drums, and the 
right-centre masses, glittering m the level shine, advance under Ney and 
Davout and throw themselves on the RuMians, here defended by redoubts 

The Trench entei the redoubts, whereupon a slim, small man, General 
Bvgrvtion, brings across a division fiom the Russian right and expels them 
resolutely 

Scmcnovskove is i commanding htight ojjposite the right of the French, 
and held by the Russians Cannon and columns, infantry and cavalry, 
assault It bv tens of thou'^inds, but cannot txkc it 

Auks gallop thi ough the screeching shot and ha/e of smoke and dust between 
NM'orr'ov and his various marshals 'The Lmpcroi walks about looks 
through his glass, goes to a camp-stool, on which he sits down and drinks 
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glasses of spirits and hot water to iclierc hts still violent cold ns may be 
discoiered fiom his red eyes, raw nose, iheuniatie manner when he niovts, 
and thick voice in giung oidcis 

Spirii 01 THE Pities 
So he fniji/i the jnhunum antiikings 
He thinks imposid upon him. . . . What says he ? 

Spirit or Rumour 

He says it is the sun of Austerhtz ' 

The Russixns, so far fiom being diivcn out of their lecloubts, issue from 
them towards the Tiench But they have to letieat, BACUvnov and his 
Chief ot Staff being wounded N vpoli'on sips his giog hopefully, and 
orders a still stronger attack on the great redoubt in the ccntie 

It is carried out The ledoubt becomes the scene of ,1 huge massacre. 
In othei paits of the field also the action almost ceases to be a battle, and 
takes the foinv of wholesale butchciy by the thousand, now advantaging one 
side, now the other 

Spirit of the Years 
Thus do the mindless minions of the spell 
In tneihanized enchantment sway and show 
A Will that •wills above the loill of each., 

Yet but the will of all conjmutively ; 

A fabric of excitement, web of i age, 

Tliat permeates as one stuff the welteiing whole. 

Spirit oi hie Pities 
The ugly horror gros^. ngnant heie 
Wakes even the drov half-drunken Dictator 
To all its vain uncc. / "ess I 

Spirii or Rumour 

Murat cries 

That on this much anticipated day 
Napoleoiis genius flags inoperative. 

The firing fiom the top of the redoubt has ceased The French have got 
inside The Russians retreat upon their rear, and fortify themselves on the 
heights there. POMATOWSKI furiously attacks them But the French are 
worn out, and fall back to their station before the battle So the combat 
dies resultlcssly away. The sun sets, and the opposed and exhausted hosts 
sink to lethaigic repose Napoleon enleis his tent m the midst of his 
lieutenants, and night descends. 

Shade or the Earth 
The fumes of nitre and the reek of goie 
Make my airs foul and fulsome unto met 
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Spirit Ironic 

The tiaiural nausea of a nurse, dear Dame. 

Spirit op Rumour 

Strange ; even nuithin that tent no notes of joy 
Throb as at Austerlitz / (signifying Napoleon's tent). 

Spirit of the Pities 

But mark that roar — 

A mash of //ten’s erased cries entreating t/tates 
To ru/i tiie//i through a/td c/td their ago/tyj 
Boys calli/tg on their mothers, vetera/is 
Blasphe//ii/tg God and //tan. Those shady shapes 
Are ho/'ses, /nai//ted in myriads, tearing round 
I/i //laddc/ii/tg pangs, the har/tessi/igs they wear 
Clankit/g discordant jingles as they tear! 

Spirit of the Years 

It is e/tough. Let now the sce/ie be closed. 

The night thickens. 


SCENE VI 

MOSCOW 

The foreground is an open place amid the ancient irregular streets of the city, 
which disclose a jumble of architectural styles, the Asiatic prevailing over the 
European. A huge triangular white-walled fortress rises above the churches 
and coloured domes on a lull in the backgiound, the central feature of which 
is a lofty tower with a gilded cupola, the Ivan Tower. Beneath the battle- 
ments of this fortress the .Moskva Ritcr flows. 

An unwonted rumblin.g of wheels proceeds from the cobble-stoned streets, 
accompanied by an incessant cracking of whips. 

DUMB SHOW 

Travelling carriages, teams, and waggons, laden with pictures, carpets, 
glass, silver, china, and fashionable attire, arc rolling out of the city, 
followed by foot - passengers in streams, who cairy their most precious 
possessions on their shoulders. Others bear their sick relatives, caring 
nothing for their goods, and mothers go kidcn with their infants. Others 
drive their cows, sheep, and goats, causing much obstruction. Some of the 
popul.ice, howeter, appc.tr apathetic and liewildered, and st.md in groups 
asking questions, 

A thin man with piercing eyes gallops about and gives stern oiders. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

Whose ii ihe form seen tamping restlessly. 

Geared as a gtuctal, keen lyid ai a kite. 

Mid this mad ament of close-filed confusion ; 

High oidiiiiig, sinai ti/ieng progress m the slaw. 

And goading those by t/ictr enon thoughts o’er-goaded; 
Whose emissaries knock at every door 
In rhythmal t ote, and groan the great events 
The hour is pregnant ‘with ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Rostopchin he, 

The city governor, whose name will ; tng 
Far down the forward years uncannily J 

Spirit of Rumour 

His arts are strange, and strangely do they mcnie him : — 
To store the stews with stuffs tnflammablc. 

To bid that pumps be wrecked, captives enlarged 
And primed with brands for binning, are the intents 
Hts warnings to the citizens outshade ' 

When the bulk of the populace hasptisedout enstw udlv the Russian aimy 
retreating from Borodino also passes thiough the city and into the countiy 
beyond without a halt They mostly move in solemn silence, though many 
soldieis rush from their ranUs and load themselves with spoil 

When they are got togcthei again and have maichcd out, theie goes by 
on his hoise a strange scaired o'd man with a foxy look, a swollen neck and 
head, and a hunched figure lie is Kuuj/oi , suriounried by his lieutenants 
Away in the distance by other sheets and bridges with other divisions pass in 
like nunner GiNLRVLS I’l XMGSi.N, BsucLW in Toi.ly, DoKiiiuRor, 
the mortally wounded B\i.i{\Tioa in a carriage, and othci generals, till in 
melancholy piocession one way, like autumnal buds of p.assagc. Ihen the 
rear-guard passes under XiILOraikimtcii 
Next conics a procession of another kind 

A long string of carts with wounded men is seen, which nails out of the 
city behind the army Their clothing is soiled with dried blood, and the 
bandages that enwrnp them are caked with it 

The greater part of thi.s migtant multitude takes the high toad to Vladtmir. 


SCENE VII 

THE SAME. OUTSIDE THE CITY 

A lull foims the foregiound, called the Hill of S.alutation, iicir the 
Smolensk road 

Ileiefioiii the city appears as a splendid panorama, with its river, its 
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guldens, and its cuiiously giotcsque architcclviie iif domes and spues It is 
the peacocl. of cities to \\’cstcin eees, its loofs twinkling in the ia}s of the 
Septeinboi sun, amid which the aneicnt citadel ol the 'I eus — the Kiemlin — 
foi ms a cc iiti e-pieee 

'Iheie entei on the lull it a gallop Nai ill I'liv, Mtlill, leLOl'-Nr, Nit, 
Daku, and the lest of the Impel lal still 'I lie 1 leiich adi aiice-giiai d is 
drawn up in ordei ol battle at the foot ol Uic hill, and the long columns of 
the Grand Army stictch far in the rear, nie Liiiperor and his marshals 
halt, and ga/e at Moscow. 

Napoleon 

Ha ! Theic she is at last. And it was time. 

He looks lound upon his aimy, its numbei s attenuated to one-fourth of 
those who crossed the Nienioii so joyfully. 

Yes : it was time. . . . Now what says Alexander ! 

Daru 

This is a foil to Salamanca, sire ! 

DAVOUT 

What scores of bulbous church-tops gild the sky 1 
Souls must be rotten in this region, sire. 

To need so much repairing I 

Napoleon 

Ay — no doubt. . . . 

Piithee march briskly on, to check disorder, 

(to Murat). 

Hold woid with the authorities forthwith, 

(to Durasnel). 

Tell them that they may swiftly swage theii fears. 

Safe in that mcicy I by rule e.xtcnd 
To vanquished ones. I wait the city keys, 

And will leceive the Governor’s submission 
With comtesy due. Eugene will guard the gate 
To Petersburg there leftward. Yon, Davout, 

The gate to Smolensk in the centre here 
Which we shall enter by. 

Voices of Advance-Guard 

Moscow ! Moscow 1 
Tliis, this is Moscow city. Rest at last 1 

The woids ere ciiiglit up in tl.e ic.u bj vctci iiis who h.iio enleicd every 
eapitil 111 I mope except Liiiiiloii, end are cchoerl fiom rank to rank Ihcie 
IS a far-extended clapping of hands, like the babble of waves, and companies 
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of foot run in tlisorder towni ds high ground to behold the spectacle, waving 
their shakos on tlieir bayonets. 

The army now inaiches on, and Napoli' ON and his suite disappear 
citywards fioni the Ilill of SaluLition. 

The d.ty wanes ere tlie host h.is p.is5cd and dusk begins to prevail, when 
tidings reach the rear-guaid th.it cause dismay. They have been sent 
back lip by lip from the front. 

Spirit Ironic 

An anticlimax to NapoUon's dream ! 

Spirit of Rumour 
They say no governor attends -with keys 
To offer his submission gracefully. 

Tlu streets are solitudes., the houses sealed. 

And stagnant silence reigns, save where intrudes 
The rumbling of their own artillery wheels. 

And tJuir own soldierd measured tramp along. 

“ Moscow deserted f What a monstrous thing ! ” — 

He shrugs his shoulders soon, contemptuously j 
“ This, then, is how Muscovy fights I" cries he. 

Meanwhile Murat has reached the Kremlin gates, 

And finds them closed rgainst him. Battered these, 

The fort reverbera' ■•.i-'ant as the streets 
But for some grir. ; • wretches gaoled there. 

Enclusntment sei • '.•» sway from quay to keep, 

Afid lock comn- -rv in a centurfs sleep. 

NapoliiON, reappearing in front of the city, follows Muhat, and is 
again lost to view. He has entered the Kremlin. 

An interval. Something becomes visible on the summit of the Ilian 
Tower. 

Chorus of Rumours (aerial music) 

Mark you thereon a small lorn figure gazing 
Upon his hard-gained goal f It is He ! 

The startled crows, their broad black pinions raising, 
Forsake their haunts, and wheel disquieiedly. 

The scene slowly darkens. 

Midnight hangs over the city. In the blackness to the north of where 
the Kremlin stands appears what at first sight seems a hirid^ malignant 
star. It waxes larger. Almost simultaneously a north-east rwind rises, 
and the light glows and sinks with the gusts, proclaiming a fire, which 
soon grows large enough to irradiate the fionts of adjacent buildings, and 
to show that it is creeping on towaids the Kremlin itself, the walls of 
that foi tress which face the flames emerging from their previous shade. 

The fire can be seen breaking out also in numerous other quai ters. All 
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the conflagrations incieasc, and become, as those at first detached group 
theinsehes togeiliLi, one huge furnace whence stie.uueis of flame teach up 
to the sk)’, brighten the l.indsc.ipe l.u .uound, and show the houses as if it 
were day. The bl lAt gains the Kremlin, tnd licks its u tils, but does not 
kindle It Explosions and hissings aie constanllj .tudible, amid which 
can be fancied cues and cells of people caught in the combustion Large 
pieces of cancas ailaie sail away on the gale like balloons. Cocks crow, 
thinking It sunrise, cie they are burnt to death 


SCENE VIII 

THE S\ME. THE INTERIOR OP THE KREMLIN 

A chambei containing a bed on which NapolCon has been lying It is 
not yet davbic.ik, and the flapping light of the conflagration without shines 
in ,at the narioiv windows 

N cpoLi'oN IS discovered dressed, but in disoider and unshaven. He i» 
walking up and down theiooniin agitation There ate piesent Caulain- 
cnuRl, Hlssii' RL s, and many of the maishals of bis guard, who stand in 
silent peiple.\ity. 

N.vPOLtoN (sitting down on the bed) 

No : I’ll not go ! It is themselves who have done it. 

My God, they are Scythians and baibarians still 1 
Enter Mortifr (just made Governor). 

Mortier 

Sire, there’s no means of fencing with the flames. 

My creed is that these scurvy Muscovites, 

Knowing our men’s lepute for lecklessness. 

Have fired the town, as if ’twere we had done it, 

' To burn our weary at my and youisclf 
As by our own crazed act ! 

General Lakiboisu'.re, an aged man, cntcis and approaches Napoli^on. 
Lariboisilre 

The wind swells higher ! 

Will you permit one so high-summed in years. 

One so devoted, sire, to speak his mind ? 

It is that your long lingering here entails 
Much risk for you, your army, and ourselves, 

In the embai rassment it throws on us 
While taking steps to seek security. 

By hindeiing ventuious means. 

Enter MURAT, Prince EugI-ne, and the Prince of Neufch&tel. 
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Murat 

There is no choice 

But leaving’, sire. Enormous bulks of powder 
Lie housed beneath us ; and outside these panes 
A park of our artillery stands unscreened. 

Napol^.ON (saturninely) 

What I have won I disincline to cede ! 

Voice of a Guard (without) 

The Kremlin is aflame ! 

They look at each other. Two officers of Napoli’.O.v’s guard and an 
interpreter enter, with one of the Rusaan military police as a pi isoncr. 

First Officer 

We have caught this man 
Firing the Kremlin : yea, in the very act ! 

It is extinguished temporarily, 

We know not for how long. 

NAPOLlf.ON 

Inquire of him • 

What devil set him on. (They inquire. ) 

Secon’d Officer 

The governor, 

He says ; the Count Rostopchin, sire. 

Napol£on 

So ! Even the ancient Kremlin is not sanct 
From their infernal scheme ! Go, take him out ; 

Make him a quick example to the rest. 

Exeunt guards with their prisoner to the court below, whence a musket- 
volley resounds in a few minutes. Meanwhile the flames pop and spit mote 
loudly, and the window-panes of the room they stand in crack and fall in 
fragments. 

Incendiarism afoot, and we unuaie 
Of what foul tricks may follow, I w ill go. 

Outwitted here, we’ll march on Petersburg, 

The devil if we won’t ! 


The marshals murmur and shake their heads. 
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Bessieres 

Your paidon, sire, 

But we are all convinced that weather, time, 

Provisions, roads, equipment, mettle, mood, 

Serve not for such a perilous enterprise. 

N woi.iloN remains in f;loomy silence. Enter Berthier. 

NapoliIon (apathetically) 

Well, Berthier. More misfortunes ? 

Berthier 

News is brought. 

Sire, of the Russian aimy’s whereabouts. 

That fox Kutuzof, after marching east 
As if he w ere conducting his whole force 
To Vladimir, when at the Riazan Road 
Down-doubled sharply south, and in a curve 
Has wheeled round Moscow, making for Kalouga, 

To strike into our base, and cut us off. 

Murat 

Another reason against Petersburg ! 

Come what come may, we must defeat that army, 

To keep a sure retreat through Smolensk on 
To Lithuania. 

N.tPor.f.ON (jumping up) 

I must act ! We’ll leave. 

Or we shall let this Moscow be our tomb. 

May Heaven curse the author of this war — 

Ay, him, that Russian minister, self-sold 
To England, who fomented it. — ’Tw'as he 
Dragged Aiexander into it, and me ! 

The marshals are silent with looks of incredulity, and Caulaincourt shrugs 
his shoulders. 

Now no more words ; but hear. Eugene and Ney 
With their divisions fall straight back upon 
The Petersburg and Zwenigarod Roads ; 

Those of Davoiit upon the Smolensk route. 

I will retire mcanw’hile to I’ctrowskoi. 

Come, let us go. 

N VPOLf ON and tlie in.ti'.hals move to tho door. Tn leaving, the Emperor 
pauses and looks back. 
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I fear that this event 

Marks the beginning of a train of ills. . . . 

Moscow was meant to be my rest, 

My refuge, and — it vanishes away ! 

[Exeunt NapoliIon, maishals, etc. 
The smoke grows denser and obscures the scene. 


SCENE IX 

THE ROAD FROM SMOLENSKO INTO LITHUANIA 

The season is far advanced towaids winter. The point of observation is 
high amongst the clouds, which, opening and shutting fitfully to the wind, 
reveal the eaith as a confused expanse meiely. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Where are we ? And why are we where we are f 

Shade of the Earth 

Above a wild waste garden-plot of mine 
Nigh bare in this late age, and now grown chill, 
Lithuania called by some. I gather not 
Why we haunt here, where / can work no charm 
Either upon the ground or over it. 

Spirit of the Years 
The wherefore will unfold. The rolling brume 
That parts, and joins, and parts again below us 
In ragged restlessness, unscreens by fits 
The quality of the scene. 

Spirit of the Pities 

/ notice now 

Primeval woods, pine, birch — the skinny growths 
That can sustain life well where earth affords 
But sustenance elsewhere yclept starvation. 

Spirit of the Years 
And what see you on the far land-verge there, 

Labouring from eastward towards our longitude ? 
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Spirit of the Pities 
An object like a dun-pi led caterpillar. 

Shuffling its length in painful hcancs along. 

Hitherward. . . . Yea, what is this Thing we see 
Which, moving as a single monster might. 

Is yet not one but many ? 

Spirit of the Years 

Even the Army 

Which once was called the Grand; now in retreat 
From Moscow's muteness, urged by That within it; 
Together with its train of followers — 

Men, matrons, babes, in brabblitig multitudes. 

Spirit of the Pities 
And why such flight f 

Spirit of the Years 

Recording Angels, say. 
Recording Angel I (in minor plain-song) 

The host has turned from Moscow where it lay, 

And Israeli ike, moved by some master-sway. 

Is made to wander on and waste away 1 

Angel II 

By track of Tanitino first it flits ; 

Thence swerving, strikes at old faroslawits ; 

The which, accurst by slaughterwg swords, it quits. 

Angel I 

Harassed, it treads the trail by which it came. 

To Borodino, field of bloodshot fame. 

Whence stare unburied horrors beyond name t 

Angel II 

And so and thus it ttears Smolensko's walls. 

And, stayed its hunger, starts attew its crawls. 

Till floats down one white morsel, which appals. 

What has floated down from the sky upon the Ai my is a flake of snow. 
Then come another and another, till natuml features, hitherto varied with the 
tints of autumn, are confounded, and all is phantasmal grey and white. 

2 A 
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The caterpillTT sh-ipe still creeps labonouslv nearer but insteid of 
increasing in si/e the riles of peft»pecti\e it gets more 'iitenuaicd and 
there vc left up n the gro ind lehiid it minute pirts of itself which are 
spe<>dil) flaked over and rcnii n as \ hite p mples b\ the \va\«ide 

‘'PIRIT OF IHE \rVRS 
Thtse aioim that (hop off ate smtfftd out souls 
Who ate enrhoshd by ike cattsstng stit l 

Pines n e mournfulU on each side of the ncarng object ravens in flocks 
advance with it overhead wating to pick out the ves of strays who fall 
I he snowstorm increases descending in tufts wh ch anlnidhlc haken off 
1 he sky seems to join itaelf to the land Iht marching hj,urcs drop rapidl) 
and almost inim^'diateU become white grave mound 

I ndowed with cilaig 1 powers of audition aa of vis >n \e are struck 
by the momnful taciturnity that prevails Nature la mute Save for the 
inctasant flogging of the w ind broken and lacerated horiscs there are no 
sounds 

With growing nearness more is levelled In the glades of the forest 
parallel to the French columns columns of Russians aie seen to be moving 
And when the French presentlj reach ICrasnoje thev are surrounded b> packs 
of cloaked Cossacl s bearing lances like huge needlea a dozen feet long The 
fore pait of the French arm) gets through the town the rear is assaulted b) 
infantry and arcillcr) 

Spirit of the Pities 

The s/ range, oni eyed, i dule skaf oed, scat led old man, 
Rufhletdy heading; eoety onset m tdc, 

I seem to lecogmze 

Spirit of the \evrs 

Kutusof he 

The ceaselessly attacked one, Michael Nty j 
A pair at tiout as thou. Earth, c ct hast tujinn d > 
Kutuzof, ten years younger, looutd evtnp 
The iiwadets, and our drama finish here. 

With Bonapaite a captive or a cotpte 
But he ts oldj death eaen has beckoned him , 

And thus the so near seeming hayppens not 
Napoli^on himSLlf can be disccraed amid the rest marching on foot 
through the snowflakes in a fur coat and with a stout staff in his hand 
Further bad Ni Y is visible with the remains of the rear 

Fhcie IS something behind the regular columns like in articulited tail 
and IS they draw on it shows itsf If to be a disordtrlj rabble of followers of 
both se\cs So the whole miscdlinv arrives at the foreground where it is 
chc led b\ a laige river across the trad The soltheis themselves like the 
rablle aie in motley raiment some wearing rugs for warmth some quilts 
and cumins some even petticoats and other womens clothing Many are 
delirious fiom hunger and cold 
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But they set about doing whit is 1 necessit} foi the least hope of salvatioo. 
and throw a bridge acioss the stieim 

The point of vision descends to eirth close to the scene rf action 


SCENE X 

THE PRIDGE OF THE BERESINA 

The budge is o\ci the Beresini it Studzianki On eich side of the river 
are swiinpy meidows now hird with frost while further bick are dense 
forests Ice doits down the deep blick sticam m lirge cakes 

DUMB SHOW 

The French sappeis ire working up to then shoulders in the water at the 
building of the budge Those so immeistd woik till stiffened with icc to 
immobility the^ die from the chill when others succeed them 

Cavilrv meinwhilc ittempt to swim their hoises across and some infantry 
try to wide thiough the stieim 

^nothci budge is begun hud bj the constiuction of which advances with 
gie Iter speed ind it becomes fit for the passage of carnages and artillery 
Nmoli on is seen to come across to the homeward bank which is the 
forcgiound of the scene \ good portion of the 11 my also under DavoUT 
Ney and Oudinot lands by degrees on this side But Victor s corps is 
yet on the left or Moscow side of the stream mov in^ towards the bridge and 
Partonm \ux with the rear guard who has not yet crossed is at Bonssow 
some way below wheie there is an old peiminent budge partly broken 
Enter with speed horn the distance the Russians under TchapliTZ 
More under TcHiCiiAGon enter the scene down the river on the left or 
further bank and cross by the old bridge of Bonssow But they aie too far 
from the new crossing to intercept the French as yet 

PLATorr with his Cossacks next appeals on the stige which is to be such 
a tragic one He comes from the forest and appioachcs the left bank likewise. 
So also docs WiTTGLNSinv who strikes in between the uncrossed Victor 
and PARraNNL\ux Plaioff thereupon descends on the latter who 
surienders with the rear guard and thus seven thousand more are cut off 
from the already emaciated Grand Army 

Ten \i LIT/ of Tchichagofi s division has meanwhile got round by the 
old bridge at Bonssow to the French side of the new one, and attacks 
Oudinot but he is repulsed with the strength of despair The French 
lose a further five thousand in this 

We now look across the river at Victor and his division, not yet over, 
and still defending the new budges Wittglnsilin descends upon him, 
but he holds Ins gi ound 

The detei mined Russians set up a Inileiv of twelve cannon so os to 
command the two new bndg s with the confused ciowd of soldiers carnages 
and bagt^age picssing to cioss I he batten discharges into the surging 
multitude Moie Russians come up and foiming a semiciicle lound the 
bridges and the mass of 1 rench fire yet nioic both on them with lound shot 
and can'ster As it gets daik the flashes light up the strained faces of the 
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fugitives. Under the discharge and the wciglit of traffic, the bridge for the 
artiliery gives way, and the throngs upon it roll shrieking into the stream and 
are drowned. 

Semichorus I of the Pities (aerial music). 

So loudly swell their shrieks as to be heard above the roar of guns 
and the wailful wind, 

Giving in one brief cry their last wild word on that mock life 
through which tluy have harlequined ! 

Semichorus II 

To the other bridge the living heap betakes itself, the weak pushed 
over by the strong; 

They loop together by their clutch like snakes ; in knots they 
are submerged and borne along. 

Chorus 

Then women are seen in the waferfloiu — limply bearing their 
infants between wizened white arms stretching above; 

Yea, motherhood, sheerly sublime in her last despairing, and 
lighting her darkest declension with limitless love. 

Meanwhile Tchichagoff has come up with his twenty-seven thousand 
men, and falis on Oudi.not, Net, and “the Sacred Sejuadron.” Altogether 
we see forty or fifty thousand assailing eighteen thousand half-naked, badly 
armed wretches, emaciated with hunger and encumbered with several 
thousands of sick, wounded, and stragglers. 

Victor and his rear-guard, who have protected the bridges all day, come 
over themselves at last. No sooj."r have they done so than the final bridge 
is set on fire. Those who are up-m it burn or drown ; those who are on the 
further side have lost their last chance, and perish either in attempting to 
wade the stream or at the hands of the Russians. 


Semichorus I of the Pities (aerial music) 

What will be seen in tlte morning light? 

What will be learnt when the spring breaks bright. 
And the frost unlocks to the sun’s soft sight? 

Semichorus II 

Death in a thousand motley forms; 

Charred corpses hooking each otheds arm r 
In the sleep that defies all war^s alarms I 
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Chorus 

Pale cysts of souls m every stage. 

Still bent to embraces of love or rage , — 

Souls passed to lohere History pens no P>age. 

The n.imes of the buining bridge go out as it consumes to the water's 
edge, and dnikncss in.intlcs aJI, nothing continuing but the pur] of the river 
and the clickings of floating ice. 


SCENE XI 

THL OPr.N COUXl’R\ HtTWEEN SMORGONI AND WILNA 

The wintci IS moic merciless, and snow continues to fall upon a deserted 
expiiise of unenclosed land m Eithuania. Some scatteied birch bushes 
meige in a foicst in the backgiound 

It is giouing daik, though nothing distinguishes where the sun sets. 
Theic IS no sound except that of a shuffling of fict in the direction of a 
Divouic Ileio aie gatheicd tattcicd men like skeletons. Their noses and 
ears ate fiost-bitten, and pus is oo/ing from then c)es. 

These sliicken sindos in ,i Iniibo of gloom are among the last suiviiors of 
the I'lcnch army. I'ew of them can) arms One squad, ploughing through 
snow <ibov e then knees, and w ith tcicics dangling from their hair that chnk 
like gl iss-lustios as they walk go into the birch wood, and aie heaid chopping. 
They bung back boughs, with which they make a screen on the windward 
side and contiive to light a fiie With then swords they cut rashers from a 
dead hoi sc, and gull tlicin ni the fl.ames, using gunpowder for salt to eat 
them with Two othcis ictuin fiom a seaich, with a dead rat and some 
candle-ends Their meal sh,aied, some try to repair their gaping shoes and 
to tic up their Icct, that aie chilblained to the bone. 

\ sti igglci enters, who whisiveis to one or two soldiers of the group. A 
shuddci lulls thiough them at Ins words. 

First Soldier (dazed) 

What — gone, do you say? Gone? 

Straggler 

Yes, I say gone ! 

He left us at Smorgoni hours ago. 

The Sacred Squadron even he has left behind. 

By this time he’s at Warsaw or beyond, 

Full pace for Paris. 

SreoND Soldier (jumping up wildly) 

Gone ? How did he go ? 

No, buiely 1 He could not desert us so 1 
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S’l RAGGLER 

He Started in a carriage, with Roustan 
The Mameluke on the bo\ ; Caulaincourt, too, 

Was inside with him. Monton and Duroc 
Rode on a sledge behind. — The order bade 
That we should not be told it for a while. 

Other soldiers spring up as they realize the news, and stamp hither and 
thither, impotent with rage, grief, and despaii, many in their physieal weak- 
ness sobbing like children. 

Spirit Sinister 

Good. It is the selfish and unconscionable characters who are 
so much regretted. 

STR.tGGLER 

He felt, or feigned, he ought to leave no longer 
A land like Prussia ’twixt himself and home. 

There was great need for him to go, he said. 

To quiet France, and raise another army 
That shall replace our bones. 

Several (distractedly) 

Deserted us ! 

Deserted us ! — O, after all our pangs 
We shall see France no more ! 

Some become insane, and go dancing round. One of them sings. 

Mad Soldier’s Song 

I 

Ha, for the snow and hoar ! 

Ho, for our fortune’s made ! 

We can shape our bed without sheets to spread, 

And our graves without a spade. 

So foolish Life adieu. 

And ingiate Leader too. 

— Ah, but we loved you true 1 
Yet — he-he-he 1 and ho-ho-ho ! — 

We’ll never return to you. 

II 

What can we wish for more ? 

Thanks to the frost and flood 
We are grinning crones — thin bags of bones 
Who once were flesh and blood. 
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Si) foolish Life adieu, 

And ingrate Leader too. 

— Ah, hut we loved you true ! 

Yet — he-he-he ! and ho-ho-ho ! — 

We’ll never return to you. 

Exhausted, they again crouch round the fire. Oflicers and privates press 
together for uarmth. Other stragglers arrive, and sit at the backs of the 
first. With the progress of the night the stars come out in unusual brilliancy, 
Sirius and those m Oi ion fiashing like stilettos ; and the frost stiffens. 

The fire sinks and goes out ; hut the Frenchmen do not move. The day 
dawns, and still they sit on. 

In the backgi ound enter some light horse of the Russian army, followed 
by KUTtJzoF himself and a few of his staff. He presents a terrible appear- 
ance now — bravely saving though slowly dying, his face puffed with the 
intense cold, his one eye staring out as he sits in a heap in the saddle, his 
head sunk into Iiis shoulders. The whole detachment pauses at the sight of 
the French asleep. They shout ; but the bivouackers give no sign, 

KUTlizOF 

Go, Stir them up 1 We slay not sleeping men. 

The Russians advance and prod the Fiench with their lances. 

Russian Officer 

Prince, here's a curious picture. They are dead. 

KuxdzOF (with indifference) 

Oh, naturally. After the snow was down 
I marked a sharpening of the air last night. 

We shall be stumbling on such frost-baked meats 
Most of the way to Wilna. 

Officer (examining the bodies) 

They all sit 

As they were living still, but stiff as horns ; 

And even the colour has not left their cheeks, 

Whereon the tears remain in strings of ice. — 

It was a marvel they were not consumed : 

Their clothes are cindered by the fire in front, 

While at their back the frost has caked them hard. 

KunJzOF 

’Tis well. So perish Russia’s enemies ! 

Exeunt Kutuzof, his staff, and the detachment of horse in the direction 
of Wilna ; and with the advance of day the snow resumes its fall, slowly 
burying the dead bivouackers. 
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SCENE XII 

PARIS. THE TUILERIES 

An antechamber to the Empress Marie Louise's bedroom, at half-past 
eleven on a December night. The Duchess op Mortebellu and another 
lady-in-waiting are discovered talking to the Empress. 

Marie Louise 

I have felt unapt for anything to-night, 

And I will now retire. 

She goes into her child's room adjoining. 


Duchess of Moxtebello 

For some long while 
There has come no letter from the Emperor, 

And Paris brims with ghastly nimourings 
About the far campaign. Not being beloved, 

The town is over dull for her alone. 

Re-enter Marie Louise. 

Marie Louise 

The King of Rome is sleeping in his cot 
Sweetly and safe. Now, ladies, I am going. 

She Withdraws. Her tiring-women pass through into her chamber. They 
presently return and go out. A manservant enters, and bars the window- 
shutters with numerous bolls. Exit manserv ant. The Duchess retires. The 
other lady-in-waiting rises to go into her bedroom, which adjoins that of the 
Empress. 

Men's voices are suddenly heard in the corridor w iihout. The lady-in- 
waiting pauses with parted lips. The voices grow louder. The lady-in- 
waiting screams. 

Marie Louise hastily re-enters in a dressing-gown thiown over her 
night-clothes. 

Marie Louise 

Great God, what altercation can that be ? 

I had just verged on sleep when it aroused me ! 

A thumping is heard at the door. 

Voice of Napoleon (without) 

Hoik ! Pray let me in ! Unlock the door 1 
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Ladv-in- Waiting 

Heaven’s mercy on us ! Wliat man may it be 
At such an hour as this ? 

Marie Louise 

O it is he ! 

The lady-in-waiting unlocks the door. NapoliLon enters, scarcely recog- 
nisable, in a fur cloak and hood over his ears. He thiows olT the cloak and 
discloses himself to be in the shabbiest and muddiest attire: Marie Louise is 
agitated almost to fainting. 

Spirit Ironic 
Is it %vith fright or joy f 

Marie Louise 

I scarce believe 

What my sight tells me 1 Home, and in such sad garb ! 

[Napoleon embraxms her. 

Napoleon 

I have had great work in getting in, my dear ! 

They failed to recognize me at the gates, 

Being sceptical at my poor hackney-coach 
And poorer baggage. I had to show my face 
In a fierce light ere they would let me pass. 

And c\en then they doubted till I spoke. — 

M’hat think you, dear, of such a tramp-like spouse } 

(He waims his hands at the lire,} 

Ha — it is much more comfortable here 
Than on the Russian plains ! 

Marie Louise (timidly) 

You have suffered th^re ? — 

Your face is thinner, and has lines in it ; 

No marvel that they did not know you ! 

Napoleon 

Yes: 

Disasters many and swift have swooped on me 1 — 

Since crossing— ugh ! — the Beresina River 
1 have been compelled to come incognito ; 

Ay — as a fugitive and outlaw quite. 
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Marie Louise 

We’ll thank Heaven, anyhow, that you arc safe. 

I had gone to bed, and everybody almost ! 

What, now, do you require ? Some food of course ? 

The child in rhe adjoining chamlier begins to cry. asvakened by the loud 
tones of NAPOLitoR. 

' Napoleon . 

Ah — that’s his little voice I I’ll in and see him. 

Marie Louise 
I’ll come with you. 

NapoliSon and the Empress pass into the other room. The lady-in- 
waiting calls up yawning servants and gives orders. The servants go to 
execute them. 

Re-enter Napoleon and Marie Ix>i;isb. The lady-in-waiting goes out. 

Napoleon 

I have said it, dear ! 

All the disasters summed in the bulletin 
Shall be repaired. 

M IE Louise 

And are they terrible ? 

Napoleon 

Have you not read the last-sent bulletin, 

Dear friend ? 

Marie Louise 
No recent bulletin has come. 

Napoleon 

Ah — I must have outstripped it on the way 1 
Marie Louise 

And where is the Grand Army ? 

Napoleon 

Oh — that’s gone. 

Marie Louise 
Gone? But — gone where? 
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Napoleon 

Gone all to nothing, dear. 

Marie Louise (incredulously) 

But some six hundred thousand I saw pass 
Through Dresden Russia-wards 

N.tPOL^ON (flinging himself into a chair) 

Well, those men lie — 

Or most of them — in layers of bleaching bones 
’Twixt here and Moscow. ... I have been subdued ; 

But by the elements ; and them alone. 

Not Russia, but God’s sky has conquered me ! 

(With an appalled look she sits beside him.) 
From the sublime to the ridiculous 
There’s but a step !— I have been saying it 
All through the leagues of my long journey home — 

And that step has been passed in this affair ! . . . 

Yes, briefly, it is quite ridiculous. 

Whichever way you look at it. — Ha-ha ! 

Marie Louise (simply) 

But those six hundred thousand throbbing throats 
That cheered me deaf at Dresden, marching east 
So full of youth and spirits — all bleached bones — 
Ridiculous ? Can it be so, dear, to — 

Their mothers, say ? 

Napol£on (with a twitch of displeasure) 

You scarcely understand. 

I meant the enterprise, and not its stuff. . . . 

I had no wish to fight, nor Alexander, 

But circumstance impaled us each on each ; 

The Genius who outshapes my destinies 
Did all the rest ! Had I but hit success, 

Imperial splendour would have worn a crown 
Unmatched in long-scrolled Time ! . . . Well, leave that 
now. — 

What do they know about all this in Paris ? 

'Marie Louise 

I cannot say. Black rumours fly and croak 
Like ravens through the streets, but come to me 
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Thinned to the vague ! — Occurrences in Spain 
Breed much disquiet with these other things. 

Marmont’s defeat at Salamanca field 
Ploughed deep into men’s brows. The cafes say 
Your troops must clear from Spain. 

N.apoleon 

We’ll see to that 1 

I’ll find a way to do a better thing ; 

Though I must have another army first — 

Three hundred thousand quite. Fishes as good 
Swim in the sea as have come out of it. 

But to begin, we must make sure of France, 

Disclose ourselves to the good folk of Paris 
In daily outings as a family group. 

The type and model of domestic bliss 
(Which, by the way, we are}. And I intend, 

Also, to gild the dome of the Invalides 
In best gold leaf, and on a novel pattern. 

Marie Louise 
To gild the dome, dear ? Why ? 

Napoleon 

To give them something 
To think about. They’ll take to it like children, 

And argue in the cafes right and left 
On its artistic points. — So they’ll forget 
The woes of Moscow. 

A chamberlain- in-waiting announces supper. Marie Louise and 
Napoleon go out. The room darkens and the scene closes. 


ACT SECOND 

SCENE I 

the PL.AIN OF VITORIA 

It is the eve of the longest day in the )e.>r ; .iI‘o llie e\c of the battle of 
Vitoria. The English army in the Peninsula, and their Spanish and Portu- 
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guesc allies, arc bivouacking on the western side of the Plain, about six miles 
from the town. 

On some high ground in the left mid-distance may be discerned the 
M.vkql’is of Wf-IXIncton's tent, uith Gentkaes Hill, Picton, 
PoxsoNbv, Gr.viiaii, and others of his staft, going in and out in consulta- 
tion on the momentous event imjicnding. Near tlic foreground arc some 
hussars sitting round a fire, the evening being damp ; their horses are 
picketed behind. In the immediate front of the scene are some troop-ofiicers 
talking. 

First Officer 

This grateful rest of four-and-twenty hours 
Is priceless for our jaded soldiery ; 

And we have reconnoitred largely, too ; 

So the slow day will not have slipped in vain. 

Second Officer (looking towards the headquarter tent) 

By this time they must nearly have dotted down 
The methods of our master-stroke to-morrow : 

I have no clear conception of its plan, 

Even in its leading lines. What is decided ? 

First Officer 

There are outshaping three supreme attacks, 

As I decipher. Graham’s on the left. 

To compass which he crosses the Zadorra, 

And turns the enemy’s right. On our right. Hill 
Will start at once to storm the Puebla crests. 

The Chief himself, with us here in the centre. 

Will lead on by the bridges ‘Tres-Puentes 
Over the ridge there, and the Mendoza bridge 
A little further up. — That’s roughly it ; 

But much and wide discretionary power 
Is left the generals all. 

The oflicers walk away, and the stillness increases, so that the conversa- 
tion at the hussars' bivouac, .a few yards further back, becomes noticeable. 

Sergeant Young 1 

I wonder, I wonder how Stourcastle is looking this summer 
night, and all the old folks there 1 

Second Hussar 

You was born there, I think I’ve heard ye say. Sergeant ? 

^ 'rjioiniis VounR of Sturmiiister-Ncwton : served twentj'-one years in the Fifteenth 
(King’s) Hussars ; died 1853 ; fought at Vitoria, Toulouse, and Waterloo. 
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Sergeant Young 

I was. And though I ought not to say it, as father and 
mother are living there still, ’tis a dull place at times. Now 
Budmouth-Regis was e.vactly to my taste when we were there 
with the Court that summer, and the King and Queen a- 
wambling about among us like the most everyday old man and 
woman you ever see. Yes, there was plenty going on, .md only 
a pretty step from home. Altogether we had a fine time 1 

Third Huss.ar 

You walked with a girl there for some weeks. Sergeant, if my 
memory serves ? 

Sergeant Young 

I did. And a pretty girl ’a was. But nothing came on’t. A 
month afore we struck camp she married a tallow-chandler’s 
dipper of Little Nicholas Lane. I was a good deal upset about 
it at the time. But one gets over things ! 

Second Hussar 

’Twas a low taste in the hussy, come to that. — Howsomever, 
I agree about Budmouth. I never had pleasanter times than 
when we lay there. You had a song on it. Sergeant, in them 
days, if I don’t mistake ? 

Serge.ant Young 

I had ; and have still. ’Twas made up when we left by our 
bandmaster that used to conduct in front of Gloucester Lodge at 
the King’s Mess every afternoon. 

The Sergeant is silent for a minute, then suddenly hursts into melody. 

SONG 

Budmouth Dears 

I 

When we lay where Budmouth Beach is,’ 

O, the girls were fresh as peaches. 

With their tall and tossing figures and their eyes of blue 
and brown ! 

And our hearts would ache with longing 
As we paced from our sing-songing. 

With a smart Clink ! Clink f up the Esplanade and down. 
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II 

They distracted and delayed us 
By the pleasant pranks they played us, 

And what marvel, then, if tioopers, even of regiments of 
renown, 

On whom flashed those eyes divine, O, 

Should forget the countersign, O, 

As we tore Clink! Clink.' back to camp above the town. 

in 

Do they miss us much, I wonder, 

Now that war has swept us sunder, 

And we roam from wheie the faces smile to where the 
faces frown? 

And no more behold the features 
Of the fair fantastic creatures. 

And no more Clink.' Clink! past the parlours of the 
town ? 

IV 

Shall we once again there meet them ? 

Falter fond attempts to greet them ? 

Will the gay sling-jacket ^ glow again beside the muslin 
gown ? — 

Will they archly quiz and con us 
With a sideway glance upon us. 

While our spurs Clink! Clink! up the Esplanade and 
down ? 

[Applause fiom the other hussars. 
More songs are sung, the night gets darker, the fii es go out, and the eamp 
sleeps. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME, FROM THE PUEBLA HEIGHTS 

It is now day ; but a summer fog pervades the prospect. Behind the fog 
is heard the roll of bass and tenor drums and the clash of cymbals, with notes 
of the popular march " The Downfall of Paris.” 

By degrees the fog lifts, and the Plain is disclosed. From this elevation, 
gazing north, the expan.se looks like the palm of a mqnstrous right hand, a 
little hollowed, some half-dozen miles across, wherein the ball of the thumb 

1 Hussars, it may he remembered, used to wear a pelisse, dolman, or ^sling-iarket” 
(a.s the men c.dled it , which hiina loosely over the shoulder. The wiiter is tible to recall 
the picturesque effect of this uniform. 
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IS louqhly repiesented b> heights to the cist on which the Ficncli ccntic his 
gathered the Mount of M ns ind of the Moon (the opposite side of 
the pilm) b^ the posit on of tlic 1 n^libh on the left oi west of the phin ind 
the Line of Life b\ the /idoiii in unf id ible luci luniiin^ fiom the 
town down tnc pliin ind dioppin^ out of it thiough i piss in th( Puebli 
lleiirhtb to the so ith jUbt beneith our (lomt of ob^eiintion — ihit is to si} 
tow irdb the wiist ol the suppose I liind I he It ft of the 1 nghsh inii} under 
Gk\h\m would oeeup) the mounts it the bi'«e of the fingus while the 
bent finger tips might represent the Cintibnin Hills bciond the plim to the 
noith or bick of the scene 

Fio n the ifore^'iid stoii} crests of Puebl i the white tow n ind ehutch toweis 
of Vitoiia cm he desciied on i slope to tlie light ten of the field of battle 
V wirm run succeeds the fog foi a shoit while bunging up the fragrant 
scents fiom the fields Mneiiids and giidens now m the full leifigc of June, 

DUMB SHOW 

All the English foices conicige forward — thit is cistwiidh — the centre 
over the west ridges the right through the Piss to the soutli the left down 
the Bilbao road on the north we«t the bands of the diveis leginients sti iking 
up the same quick march The Downfill of Pans 

Spirit of the Yevrs 

You see the scene And yet you see it not 

What do you notice now ? 

There immedpH) is sho\in visuallj the electric stite of mind that 
animates Wlllingion Gi \ii\m Hili Kempi I’icion Coimlli and 
other responsible ones outlie Biitishside ind on the 1 rcnch King JOSEPH 
stationary on the hill oierlookmg his onn centre and smiounded b} a 
numerous staff that includes his adviser MtRSHtL JouEDaN uith far away 
m the fi' 1 1 Ga/ D Erlon Reili e and other niai shals This \ ision, 
resembling as a whole the inteiior of a beating binm lit bi phosplioieseence, 
m an instant fades again back to the normal 

Anon we see the English hussars with then flung pelisses galloping across 
the Zadorra on one of the fres Puentes in the midst of the field as had been 
planned the English lines in the foreground under Hii i pushing the enemy up 
the slopes , and far m the distance to the left of Vitoria whiffs of giey smoke 
follow^ by low rumbles show that the left of the English aimy under 
Graham is pushing on there 

E I Jge after bridge of the half dosen over the Zadorra is crossed by the 
Britisli , and Wellington, in the centre with Picton seeing the hill and 
village of ^rinez in front of him (eastward) to be weakly held carries the 
regini"nts of the seventh and third divisions m a quick run towards it 
Supported b) the hussars they ultimatel} fight their way to the top in a 
chaos of smoke flame dust shouts and booming echoes loud-voiced 
Picton m an old blue coat and round hat swearing as he goes 

Meanwhile the French who are opposed to the English right in the fore- 
ground ha\e been turned by Hiil the heights ate all abandoned and the 
eoluiniis fall back m a eonfused throng b) tin road to Viton i hard pi essed 
by tne British who capture abandoned guns amid mdesci ibable tumult till 
the Erench make a stand m front of the town 
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Spirit of the Pities 
Wliat's toward in the distance ? — say ! 

Semichorus 1 of Rumours (aerial music) 

Fitfully flash strange sights thei ej yea, 

Unwonted spectacles of sfweat and siare 
Behind the French, that jnake a stand 
With eighty cannon, match in hand . — 

Upon the highway from the tosvn to rear 
An eddy of distraction reigns, 

Where lumbering treasure, baggage-trains. 

Padding pedestrians, haze the atmosphere. 

Semichorus II 

Men, women, and their children fly. 

And when tlu English over-high 
Direct their death-bolts, on this billo^vy throng 
Alight the too far-ranging balls. 

Wringing out piteous shrieks and calls 
Front the pale mob, in monotones loud and long. 

Semichorus I 
To leftward of the distant din 
Reille meantime has been driven in 
By Graham’s measured overmastering might . — 
Henceforward, masses of the foe 
Withdraw, and, firing as they go. 

Pass rightwise from the cockpit out of sight. 

Chorus 

The sunset slants an ochreous shine 
Upon the English knapsacked line. 

Whose glistering bayonets incline 
As bends the hot pursuit across the plain ; 

And tardily behind them goes 

Too many a mournful load of those 

Found wound-weak s while with stealthy crawl. 

As silence wraps the rear of all. 

Cloaked creatures of the starlight strip the slain. 


2 B 
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SCENE III 

THE S4ME THE ROAD FROM THE TOWN 

With ihe going do%\n of the sun the English aimy finds itself in complete 
possession of the mass of waggons and carnages distantly beheld fiom the 
rear — laden \\ith pictures, trersuic, flour, \egetablLS, furnituie finei} pairots, 
monke\s and ^\omen- most of the male sojourners in the town ha\ing taken 
to their heels 'ind disappeared across the flclds * 

The loid is choked with these vehicles, the women the\ cairy including 
wives, niisiicsses actresses, dancets nuns, and prostitutes, which struggle 
through droves ot oxen, sheep, goats, horses, asses, and mules — a Noah’s ark 
of living creatures in one vast procession 

Tlierc enteis rapidl> in ftont of this thioiig a catrir»gc containing King 
J osrPH BoN\p\Rri: and an attendant, followed by anothei vehicle with 
luggage 

Joseph (inside carnage) 

The bare unblinking tiuth heieon is this ; 

The Enghshry aie a put suing aimy, 

And we a flying biothel ! See oiu men — 

They leave then guns to save their mistiesses f 

The carriage is fiicd upon fiom outside the scene The King leaps from 
the vehicle and mouius a horse 

Enter at full gallop liom the left Capi \in \V\ \dh \m and a detachment of 
the Tenth Hussais in chase of the King's cainage, and from the right a 
troop of Trench diagoons, who engage with the hussais and hindei puisuit. 
E\it King Joseph on horseback , afterwards the hussars and dragoons go 
out fighting 

The Biitish infantry enter irregulaily led by a sergeant of the Eighty- 
seventh mockingly caErjing Marsh \ i JoURi) vn s biton. The aowd 
lecedes I he soldiers lansack the Kings carriages, cut fiom their frames 
canvases by Murillo, Vtlasqucz, and Zurbaran, and use them as package- 
wrappers tnrowing the papers and aicbives into the load 

Thev next go to a waggon m the background, which contains a laige chest. 
Some of the soldiers burst it with aciasb It is full of monc}, which rolls 
into the road The soldiers begin ^rambling, but are restored to order; 
and they lUiaich on 

Enter more companies of infantry, out of control of their officers, who are 
running behind They see the dollars, and take up the scramble for them , 
next ransacking other waggons and absU acting therefrom uniforms, ladies’ 
raiment jewels plate, wines, and spmts. 

Some irraythem in the finery, and onesoldin puts on a diamond necklace ; 
others load themselves with the money still Iving about the load It begins 
to rain and a pnvate who has lost his kit cuts a hole m the middle of a 
deframed olrl inastei and, putting it over his head weais it as a poncho 

Enter Wellington and others, grimy and perspinng. 
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First Officer 

The men are plundering in all directions ! 

Wellington 

Let ’em. They’ve striven long and gallantly. 

— What documents do I see lying there ? 

Second Officer (examining) 

The archives of King Joseph’s court, my lord ; 

His correspondence, too, with Bonaparte. 

Wellington 

We must examine it. It may have use. 

Another company of soldiers enters, dragging some equipages that have 
lost their horses by the ti.ices being cuL The carriages contain ladies, who 
shriek and weep at finding themselves captives. 

What women bting they there? 

Third Officer 

Mixed sorts, my lord. 

The wives of many young French officers, 

The mistresses of more — in male attire. 

Yon elegant hussar is one, to wit j 
She so disguised is of a Spanish house, — 

One of the generals’ loves. 

Wellington 

Well, pack them off 
To-morrow to Pamplona, as you can ; 

We’ve neither list nor leisure for their charms. 

By God, I never saw so many wh s 

In all my life before ! 

[Exeunt Wellington, officers, and infantry. 

A soldier enters with his arm round a lady in rich costume. 

Soldier 

We must be married, my dear. 

Lady (not knowing his language) 

Anything, sir, if you’ll spare my life ! 

Soldier 

There’s neither parson nor clerk here. But that don’t matter 
— hey ? 
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Lady 

Anything, sir, if you’ll spare my life ! 

Soldier 

And if we’ve got to uninarry at cockcrow, why, so be it — 
hey? 

Lady 

Anything, sir, if you’ll spare my life ! 


Soldier 


A sensible ’ooman, whatever it is she says ; that I can see by 
her pretty face. Come along then, my dear. There’ll be no 
bones broke, and we’ll take our lot with Christian resignation. 

[E.\eunt soldier and I.ady. 

The crowd thins away as darkness closes in, and the growling of artillery 
ceases, though the wheels of the Hying encnty are still heard in the distance. 
The fires kindled by the soldiers as tliey make their bivouacs blase up in the 
gloom, and throw their glares a long way, revealing on the slopes of the hills 
many suffering ones who have not yet lieen carried in. The last victorious 
regiment comes up from the rear, fifing and drumming ere it reaches its resting- 
place the last bars of “ The Downfall of Paris ” : — 





SCENE IV 


A FETE AT VAUXHALL GARDENS 

It is the Vitoria festival at Vauxhall. The orchestra of the renowned 
gardens exhibits a blaze of lamps and candles arranj^cd in the shape of a 
temple, a great artificial sun glowing at the top, and under it in illuminated 
characters the words *‘Viioria" and “Wellington." The band is playing the 
new air “The Plains of Vitoria.'* 

All round the colonnade of the rotunda are to be read in like illumination 
the names of Peninsular victories, underneath them hguring the names of 
British and Spanish generals who led at those battles, surmounted by wreaths 
of laurel. The avenues stretching away from the rotunda into the gardens 
charm the eyes with their mild multitudinous lights, while festoons of lamps 
hang from the trees elsewhere, and transparencies representing scenes from 
the war. 

The gardens and saloons are crowded, among those present being the 
King’s sons — the Dukes of York, Clarence, Ki'.nt, and Camrrii^ge — 
Amliassadors, peers, and peeresses, and other persons of quality, English and 
foreign. 
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In the immediate foreground on the left hand is an alcove, the interior of 
which is in comparative obscurity. Two foieign attaches enter it and sit 
clow n. 

First Attach i'; 

Ah — ^now for the fireworks. They are under the direction of 
Colonel Congreve. 

At the cud of an alley, purposely kept dark, fireworks are discharged. 

Second Att.vche 

Very good ; very good. — This looks like the Duke of Sussex 
coming in, I think. Who the lady is with him I don’t know. 

Enter the Duke oi Sussex in a Highland dress, attended by several 
ofliccis in like attiic. lie walks about the gardens with LADY CHARLOTTE 
Campbcll. 

First Attach^ 

People have been paying a mighty price for tickets — as much 
as fifteen guineas has been offered, I hear. I had to walk up to 
the gates ; the number of coaches struggling outside prevented 
my driving near. It was as bad as the battle of Vitoria itself. 

Second AttachiS 

So Wellington is made Field-Marshal for this achievement. 

First AttachiE 

Yes. By the by, j^ou have heard of the effect of the battle 
upon the Conference at Reichenbach ? — that Austria is to join 
Russia and Prussia against France? So much for Napoldon’s 
marriage ! I wonder what he thinks of his respected father-in- 
law now. 

Second Attache 

Of couree, an enormous subsidy is to be paid to Francis by 
Great Britain for this face-about ? 

First Attach^ 

Yes. As Bonaparte says, English guineas are at the bottom 
of everything 1 — Ah, here comes Caroline. 

TIio Princess of Wales arrives, attended by LadV Anne Hamilton and 
L VDY Glenbervie. She is conducted forward by the Duke of Gloucester 
and Coi,ONEL Sr. LrUGER, and we.rrs a white satin train with a dark 
embroidered bodice, and a giecn wiealh with diamonds. 

Repeated hurrahs greet her from the crowd. She bows courteously. 
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Second Attach^ 

The people are staunch to her still 1 . . . You heard, sir, 
what Austrian Francis said when he learnt of Vitoria? — “A 
warm climate seems to ajfree with my son-in-law no better than a 
cold one.” 

First Attache 

Ha-ha-ha I 

Marvellous it is how this loud victory 

Has couched the late blind Europe’s Cabinets. 

Would I could spell precisely what was phrased 
’Twi.'ct Bonaparte and Mettemich at Dresden — 

Their final word, I ween, till God knows when ! — 

Second Attach^ 

I own to feeling it a sorry thing 

That Francis should take English money down 

To throw off Bonaparte. ’Tis sordid, mean ! 

He is his daughter’s husband after all. 

First Attach^ 

Ay ; yes 1 . . . They say she knows not of it yet. 

Second Attache 

Poor thing, I daresay it will harry her 
When all’s revealed. But the inside on’t is, 

Since Castlereagh’s return to power last year 
Vienna, like Berlin and Petersburg, 

Has harboured England’s secret emissaries. 

Primed, purse in hand, with the most lavish sums 
To knit the league to drag Napoldon down. . . . 

(More fiieworks. ) That’s grand. — Here comes one Royal 
item more. 

The Duchess of York enters, attended by her ladies and by the 
Hon. B. Craven and Colonel Barclay. She is received with signals of 
respect. 

First Attach^ 

She calls not favour forth as Caroline can 1 


Second Attach^ 

To end my words : — Though happy for this realm, 



SCENE IV 


PART THIRD 


375 


Austria’s desertion frankly is, by God, 

Rank treachery ! 

First Attache 

Whatever it is, it means 
Two hundred thousand swords for the Allies, 

And enemies in batches for Napoleon 

Leaping from unknown lairs. — Yes, something tells me 

That this is the beginning of tbe end 

For Emperor Bonaparte ! 

The Prin'Cuss of Walks prepares to leave. An English diplomatist joins 
the attaches in the alcove. The Prin'cess and her ladies go out. 

Diplomatist 

I saw you over here, and I came round. Cursed hot and 
crowded, isn’t it ! 

Second Attach^ 

What is the Princess leaving so soon for ? 

Diplom.vtist 

Oh, she has not been received in the Royal box by the other 
members of the Royal Family, and it has offended her, though 
she was told beforehand that she could not be. Poor devil ! 
Nobody invited her here. She came unasked, and she has gone 
unserved. 

First Attach^ 

We shall have to go unserved likewise, I fancy. The scramble 
at the buffets is terrible. 

Diplomatist 

And the road from here to Marsh Gate is impassable. Some 
ladies have been sitting in their coaches for hours outside the 
hedge there. We shall not get home till noon to-morrow. 

A Voice (from the back) 

Take care of your watches I Pickpockets I 

First Attach 6 

Good. That relieves the monotony a little. 

Excitement in the throng. tVhen it has subsided the band strikes up a 
country dance, and stewards with white ribbons and laurel leaves are seen 
bustling about. 
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Second Attach^ 

Let us go and look at the dancing. It is “Voulez-vous 
danser” — no, it is not, — it is “Enrico” — two ladies betw’een two 
gentlemen. 

[They go from the alcove. 

Spirit of the Years 

From this phantiumagoria let us roam 
To the chief wheel and capsta7t of the show. 

Distant afar. I pray you closely read 
What I reveal — whet'ein each feature Imlks 
In measure with its value humanly. 

Tlie beholder finds himself, as it were, caught up on high, and while the 
Vauxhall scene still dimly twinkles below, he gazes southward towards Central 
Europe — the contorted and attenuated dcorchd of the Continent appearing as 
in an earlier scene, but now obscure under the summer stars. 

Three cities lootn out large : Vienna there, 

Dresden, which holds NapoUon, over here. 

And Leipzig, whitJur we shall shortly wing. 

Out yonderwards.' 'Twixt Dresden and Vienna 
What thing do you discern ? 

Spirit of the Pities 

Something broadfaced, 
Flatfolded, parchment-pmle, and in its shape 
Rectangular j but moving like a cloud 
The Dresden way. 

Sfir't of the Years 

Yet gaze more closely on it. 

Spirit of the Pities 
The object takes a letter’s lineaineids 
Though swollen to nuunsail measure, — magically, 

I gather from your words j and on its face 
Are three vast seals, red- — sigmfying blood 
Must I suppose f It moves on Dresden town. 

And dwarfs the city as it passes by . — 

You say NapoUon' s there f 

Spirit of the Years 

The docunmit. 

Sized to its big importance, as I told, 
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Bears in it formal declaration, signed, 

Ofiear dy Fratitis saith his latcf inked son. 

The Emperor of France. Noio let us go 
To I..cipaig city, and aioait the bloia. 

A chnotlc gloom ensues, accompniiietl liy .i i ushiiig like that of a mighty 
tvind. 


ACT THIRD 
SCENE I 

LEIPZIG. NAPOLEON’S QUARTERS IN THE REUDNITZ SUBURB 

The sitting-room of a private mansion. Evening. A large stove-fire and 
candles burning. The October wind is heard « ithout, and the leaded panes 
of the old n indows shalce mournfully. 

Semichorus I of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

PFe come ; and learn as Timds disordered deaf sands run 
That Castlereagh's diplomacy has wiled, wa.ved, won. 

'The beacons flash the fevered news to eyes keen bent 

That Austria's formal words of war are shaped, sealed, sent. 

Semichorus II 

So; Poland's three despoilers primed by Buds gross pay 
To stem NapoUoiis might, he waits the weird dark day ; 

His proffered peace declined with scorn, in fell force then 
They front him, with yet ten-score thousand more massed men. 

At the back of the room C.tULAiNCOURT, Duke OF ViCENZA, and 
JoUANNU, one of Napoldon's confidential secretaries, are unpacking and 
laying out the Emperor's maps and papers. In the foreground Berthier, 
Murat, Lauriston, and seveial officers of Napoldon’s suite, are holding a 
desultory conversation while they await his entry. Their countenances are 
Overcast. 

Murat 

At least, the scheme of marching on Berlin 

Is now abandoned. 


Lauriston 

Not without high words ; 
He yielded, and gave order prompt for Leipzig 
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But coldness and reserve have marked his mood 
Towards us ever since. 

Bkrthier 

The march hereto 

He has looked on as a retrogressive one, 

And that, he ever holds, is courting woe. 

To counsel it was doubtless full of risk. 

And heaped us with responsibilities ; 

— Yet ’twas your missive, sire, that settled it (to Murat). 
How stirred he was ! “ To Leipzig, or Berlin ? ” 

He kept repeating, as he drew and drew 
Fantastic figures on the foolscap sheet, — 

“ The one spells ruin — t’other spells success, 

And which is which ? ” 

Murat (stiffly) 

What better could I do ? 

So far were the Allies from sheering off 
As he supposed, that they had moved in march 
Full fanfare hither I I was duty-bound 
To let him know. 

Lauriston 

Assuming victory here. 

If he should let the advantage slip him by 
As on the Dres len day, he wrecks us all ! 

’Twas damnabl.- —to ride back from the fight 
Inside a coach, is though we had not won ! 

Caul iNCOUrt (from the back) 

The Emperor was ill ; I have ground for knowing. 
Napoleon enters. 

Napoleon (buoyantly) 

Comrades, the outlook promises us well ! 

Murat (dryly) 

Right glad are we you tongue such tidings, sire. 

To us the stars have visaged differently ; 

To wit : we muster outside Leipzig here 
Levies one hundred and ninety thousand strong. 
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The enemy has mustered, outside us. 

Three hundred and fifty thousand — if not more. 

Napoleon 

All that is needful is to conquer them ! 

We are concentred here : they lie a-spread, 

Which shrinks them to two-hundred- thousand power: — 
Though that the urgency of victory 
Is absolute, I admit. 


Murat 

Yea ; otherwise 

The issue will be worse than Moscow, sire 1 

Makmont, Duke op Ragusa (Wellington's arlversaiy in Spain), is 
announced, and enters. 

Napoleon 

Ah, Marmont ; bring you in particulars ? 

Marmont 

Some sappers I have taken captive, sire, 

Say the Allies will be at stroke with us 
The morning next to-morrow’s. — I am come, 

Now, from the steeple-top of Liebenthal, 

Where I beheld the enemy’s fires bespot 
The horizon round with raging eyes of flame : — 

My vanward posts, too, have been driven in. 

And I need succours — thrice ten thousand, say. 

Napoleon (coldly) 

The enemy vexes not your vanward posts ; 

You are mistaken. — Now, however, go ; 

Cross Leipzig, and remain as the reserve. — 

Well, gentlemen, my hope herein is this : 

The first day to annihilate Schwarzenberg, 

The second Blucher. So shall we slip the toils 
They are all madding to enmesh us in. 

Berthier 

Few are our infantry to fence with theirs I 
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' Napoleon’ (cheerfully) 

We’ll range them in two lines instead of three, 

And so we shall look stronger by one-third. 

Berthier (incredulously) 

Can they be thus deceived, sire ? 

Napoleon 

Can they ? Yes ! 

With all my practice I can err in numbers 
At least one-quarter ; why not they one-third 
Anyhow, ’tis worth trying at a pinch. . . . 

Augemcai; is suddenly announced. 

Good ! I’ve not seen him yet since he arrived. 

Enter Augeke.vu 

Here you are then at last, old Augereau ! 

You have been looked for long. — But you ate no more 
The Augereau of Castiglione days 1 (bitterly). 

Augereau 

Nay, sire ! I still should be the Augereau 
Of glorious Castiglione, could you give 
The boys of Italy back again to me ! 

Napoleon 

Well, let it drop. . . . Only 1 notice round me 
An atmospheie of scopeless apathy 
Wherein I do not share. 

Augereau 

There are reasons, sire, 

Good reasons, for despondence 1 As I came 
I learnt, past question, that Bavaria 
Swerves on the very pivot of desertion. 

This adds some threescore thousand to our foes. 

Napoleon (irritated) 

That consummation long has threatened us ! . . . 
Would that you showed the steeled fidelity 
You used to show ! Except me, all are slack 1 
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(To Murat) Why, even you yourself, my brother-in-law. 
Have been inclining to abandon me ! 

Murat (vehemently) 

I, sire ? It is not so ! I stand and swear 
The grievous imputation is untrue. 

You should know better than believe these things, 

And well remember I have enemies 
Who c\ cr wait to slander me to you ! 

Nai’OLi'on t.more calmly) 

Ah yes, yes. That is so. — ^And yet^ — and yet 
You have deigned to weigh the feasibility 
Of treating me as .Austria has done 1 . . . 

But I forgive you. You arc a worthy man ; 

You feel teal friendship for me. You are brave. 

Yet 1 was wrong to make a king of you. 

If I had been content to draw the line 
At vice-king, as with young Eugene, no more, 

As he has laboured you’d have laboured too 1 
But as full monarch, you have foraged rather 
For your own pot than mine ! 

MUR.vr and the m.irshals are sik-nt, and look at each other with troubled 
countenances. Napoi.i';oN goes to the table at the back, and bends over 
the charts with C.tuLAi.vcuuKT, dictating desultory notes to the secretaries. 

Spirit Ironic 

A scer might say 

This sm'ow's nf a sad iMsl-Suppcr iaik 
’Tuixt his disciples and this Christ of war/ 

Enter an attendant. 

Attendant 

The Saxon King and Queen and the Princess 
Enter the city gates, your Majesty. 

They seek the shelter of the civic walls 
Against the risk of capture by the Allies. 

Napolkon 

Ab, so ? My friend Augustus, is he near ? 
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I will be prompt to meet him when he comes, 

And safely quarter him. (He returns to the map. ) 

An interval. The clock strikes midnight. The Emi'EROK rises abruptly, 
sighs, and comes forward. 

I now retire, 

Comrades. Good-night, good-night. Remember well 
All must prepare to grip with gory death 
In the now voidless battle. It will be 
A great one and a critical ; one, in brief. 

That will seal France’s fate, and yours, and mine ! 

All (fervidly) 

■We’ll do our utmost, by the Holy Heaven ! 

Napol^o.v 

Ah — what was that ? (He pulls back the window-curtain.) 

Sever.al ■ . 

It is our enemies. 

Whose southern hosts are signalling to their north. 

A white rocket is beheld high in the air. It is followed by a second, and 
a third. There is a pause, daring which NapoliIon and the rest wait 
motionless. In a minute or two, from the opposite side of the city, three 
coloured rockets are sent up, in evident answer to the three white ones. 
NapoliIoN muses, and lets the curtain drop. 

Napoleon 

Yes ; Schwarzenberg to Bliicher. ... It must be 
To show that they are ready. So are we ! 

He goes out without saying more. The marshals and other officers 
withdraw. 

The room darkens, and ends the scene. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE CITY AND THE BATTLEFIELD 

Leipzig is viewed in aerial perspective from a position above the south 
suburbs, and reveals itself as standing in a plain, with rivers and marshes on 
the west, north, and south of it, and higher ground to the east .and 
south-east. 

-At this date it is somewhat in the shape of the letter D, the straight part 
of which is the river Pleisse. E.xcept .ns to this side it is surrounded by 
armies — the inner horseshoe of them being the French defending the city ; 
the outer horseshoe being the Allies about to attack it. 
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Far over the city— as it were at the top of the D — at Lindenthal, we see 
Makmont stationed to meet Bl.dcilER when he arri\es on that side. To 
the right of him is Nr.v, and turther off to the riglu, on heiglits eastw'ard, 
M.\CDt»N.\LD. Then round ihecurve Unv.inK the south in older, Augereau, 
LaurtstijN (behind whom is Naih)I/uX hiiiLself and iho reserve of Guards), 
Victor (at Wachaii), and Pomatowski, near the IMeisse River at the 
bottom of the D. Near him arc the cavaliy of Kellekmaxn and 
Milhaud, and in the same direction Murat with his, covering the great 
avenues of approach on the south. 

Outside all these stands Schwarzknberg’s army, of which, opposed to 
Macdonwld and Lauriston*. are Kleixau's Austrians and Ziehen’s 
Prussians, covered on the flank by Cossacks under Platoff. Opposed to 
Victor and 1*oniato\vski arc Meerfkldt and Hesse-Homburg’.s 
Austrians, Wittgexsteix’s Russians, Kleist's Prussians, Guilay’S 
Austrians, with LiruTENSTKiN*'? and Tiiielmaxx’s light troops: thus reaching 
round across tlie Klster into the morass on our near left — the lower point 
of the D. 


Semichorus I of Rumours (aerial music) 

. T/iis is the combat of Napolion's hope. 

But not of his assurance / Shrunk in power 
He broods beneath Octobers clammy cope. 

While hemming hordes wax denser ci'ery hour. 

Semichorus II 

He knows, he knot's that though in equal fight 
He stands as heretofore the matihed of none, 

A feeble skill is propped by numbers’ might. 

And no7v three hosts dose round to crush out one ! 

DUMB SHOW 

The Leipzig clocks imperturlKiIily strike nine, and the Itnttle which is to 
decide the fate of Europe, and perhaps the world, begins with three booms 
from the lino of the Allies. They arc the signal for a general cannonade of 
devastating intensity. 

• So massive is the contest that we soon fail to individualize the combatants 
as beings, and can only observe them as amorphous drifts, clouds, and 
waves of conscious atoms, surging and rolling together ; can only particularize 
them by racel tribe, and language. Nationalities from the uttermost parts 
of Asia here meet those from the Atlantic edge of Europe for the first and 
last time. By noon the sound becomes a loud droning, uninterrupted and 
breve-like, as from the pedal of an organ kept continuously down. 

Chorus of Rumours 

Now triple bailie beats about the town. 

And now contracts the huge elastic ring 
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Offightin» as those within go down. 

Or spreads, as those soithout shoso faltering > 

It becomes .ippiient th\t the I lench hate a paiticulii intention, the 
Allies only a geneial one Thit of the 1 lench is to liieak thiough the 
enemy’s centre and siiiiound his light lo this end N M’OI 1 ()\ launches 
fresh columns, and e.iniuItaneously OuDiNOi suppoits Vic 1 ok against 
EugLne of Wijkii mulrg's light, uliile on tin otliei side of him the 
c,tvalry of MiiiivuD and KrLLrkMAS\ prep ires to chiige XapoliIon's 
combination is siicccssful, and drncs back I UGi M Mtaiinhili, Schwarzen- 
jiERG is stuck fast, useless, in the inaishes between the I’leisse and the 
Elster. 

By thiee o'elock the \lhed centre, which Ins held out agiinst the assaults 
of the Fiench riglit and left, is bioken through b\ the eaialiy under Murat, 
L \tour-M \ uii<iURG, and Ki lluim\nn 

The bells of Leipzig 1 ing 

Chorus of the Pities 

TJwse chimings, ill -advised and picmatnrc / 

Who knows if suJi vast valour ivill endun ’ 

The Austio-Russiansaie withdrawn from the ninishcs bi ScinvAk/ENBERC. 
But the French cavalry also get entangled m the swamps, and simultaneously 
Makhont is beaten at Mockern 

Meanwhile Niii, to the noith of Leipzig, hai mg heard the battle raging 
southward, leaves his position to assist m it. He has neiilj aimed when he 
hears Bluciii r attacking at the point he came from, and sends back some 
of his divisions. 

Bertrand has kept open the west load to Lindeiiau and the Rhine, the 
only French line of letreat 

Evening finds the battle a drawn one With the nightfall three blank 
shots reverberate hollowly. 

Semichorus I of Rumours 

Tluy sound to say that, for this moaning night. 

As Nature sleeps, so too shall sleep the fight ; 

Neither the victor. 

Semichorus II 

. But, for France and him, 

Half-won is losing! 


Chorus 

his hopes drop dim, 
Since nothing less than vittoiy to-day 
Had saved a cause whose ruin is delay ! 

The night gets thicker and no more is seen. 
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SCENE III 

THE SASIE, FROM THE TOWER OF THE I’LEISSENBURG 

The tower commands a view of great part of the battlefield. Day has 
just dawned, and citirens, saucer-eyed from anviety and sleeplessness, are 
discot ercd watching. 

First Citizen 

The winj increased at midnight while I watched, 

With flapping showers, and clouds that combed the moon. 
Till dawn began outheaving this huge day. 

Pallidly — as if scared by its own issue ; 

— This day that the Allies with bonded might 
Have vowed to deal their felling finite blotv. 

Second Citizen 

So must it be ! They have welded close the coop 
Wherein our luckless Frenchmen arc cnjailed 
With such compression that their fiont has shrunk 
From fine miles’ fanicss to but half as far. — 
iNIen say Napoldon made resolve last night 
To marshal a retreat. If so, his way 

Is by the Bridge of Lindenau alone. 

Tlicy look across in the cold cast light at the long straight causeway from 
the KansUdt Gate at the noith-uest comer of the town, and the Lindenau 
bridge over the lilster IjeJ ond. 

, Fir.st Citizen 

Last ni.ght I saw, like wolf-packs, hosts appear 
Upon the Dresden ro.ad ; and then, anon. 

The .already stout arrays of Schwarzenberg 
Grew stoutened more. I witnessed clearly, too. 

Just before dark, the bands of Bemadotte 
Come, hemming in the north more thoroughly. 

The horizon glowered with a thousand fires 
As the unyielding circle shut around. 

As it grows lighter they scan and define the armies. 

Third Citizen 

Those lying there, ’twixt Connewitz and Dolitz, 

Are the right wing of horse Murat commands. 

Ne.xt, Poniatowski, Victor, and the rest. 


■? r 
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Out here. Napoleon’', centre at Probstheida, 

Where he has bivouacked. Those round this way 
Are his left wing' with Ncy, that face the north 
Between Paunscloif and Gohlis. — Thus, you see 
They are skilfully sconced within the villages, 

With cannon ranged in front. And every copse, 

Dingle, and grove is packed with riflemen. 

The heavy sky Ije^lns to clear with the full arrival of the morning. The 
sun bursts out, and the ijre\ iously dark and gloomy masses glitter in the rays. 
It is now seven o'clock, and w ith the shining of the sun the battle is resumed. 

The army of Bohemia to the south and e.ast, in three great columns, 
marches concentrically upon Xapou'ok’S new and much-contracted line — 
the first column of thirty-five thousand under ; the second, the 

central, forty-five thousand under 15 vrclay de Tolly ; the third, twenty- 
five thousand under the Prinxe oe llEbSE-Ho\tBUKG. 

An interval of suspense. 

First Citizen 

Ah, see 1 The French bend, falter, and fall back. 

Another interval. Then a huge rumble of artillery resounds from the 
north. 

Semichorus I o’ Rumours (aerial music) 

Now Bliicher has Or -ived; and now falls lo / 

Marmont withdraw • before him. Bernadotle 
Touching Bennigse ', joins attack •with him, 

And Ney must needs recede. This serves as sign 
To Sekwareenber^i to bear upon Probstheida — 

NapoUosis keysicne and dependence lure. 

But for long whiles he fails to win his will. 

The chief himself being nigh — outmatching might with skill. 

Semichorus II 

meanwhile, stung still sharplier, still withdraws 
Nearer the town, and met by new mischance. 

Finds him forsaken by his Saxon wing — 

Fair files of thrice twelve thousand footmaniy. 

But ralljn/tg those still true with signs and calls. 

He warely closes up his remnant to the walls. 

Semichorus 1 

Around Probstheida still the conflict rolls 
Under Napoltoris eye surpassingly. 
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Like sedge before the scythe the sections fall 
And bayonets slant and reek. Emh cannon-blaze 
Makes the air thick •a.dth huinim limbs ; while keen 
Contests rage hand to hand. Throats shout “ advame,'‘ 
And forms walm, wallow, and slack suddenly. 

Hot ordnance split and shiver and tebou9id. 

And firelocks fouled and flintless overstrew the ground. 

Semichorus II 

At lens’ th the Allies, daring tumultuously. 

Find them inside Probstheida. There is fixed 
Napoleon's cardinal and centre hold. 

But need to loose it grenvs his gloosny fear 
As night begins to brown and treacherous mists appear. 

Chorus 

Then, on the three fronts of this reaching field, 

A furious, far, and final cannonade 
Bwtis from two thousand mouths and shakes the plain, 
And hastens the sure end/ Towards the west 
Bertrand keeps open the retreatusg-way. 

Along which wambling waggons since the noon 
Have crept in closening file. Dusk draws around; 

The marching remnants drowse canid their talk. 

And worn and harrowed horses slumber as they walk. 

In the darkness of the distance spread cries from the maimed animals and 
the wounded men. IMultitudes of the latter contrive to crawl into the city> 
until the streets aie full of them. Their voices are heard calling. 

Second Citizen 

They cry for water ! Let us now go down, 

And do what mercy may. 

[E.\eunt citizens from the tower. 

Spirit of the Pities 

A fire is lit 

Near to the Thonberg wind-wheel. Can it be 
Napol/on tarries yetf Let us go see. 

The distant firelight becomes clearer and closer. 
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SCENE IV 

THE SWE A1 THE THONI’I I G WINDMII I 

By the ne^^I} hchtert fiie V \poH*oN is seen inlking up and down much 
agitated and worn With him aie Mur vr Bi it mil I \uci ni \u Victor, 
and other marshals of corps that ha\e been engaged in this pait of the field — 
all perspiring, muddy, and fatigued 

N APOLLON 

Baseness so gross I had not guessed of them ' — 

The thirty thousand false Bataiians 
I looked on losing not unplacidl) , 

But these troth sweating sober Sosonry 
I leckoned staunch b> Mitue of their king ' 

Thirtj-five thousand gone' It magnifies 
A failuie into a catastiophe . . 

Murat, we must retieat piecipitately, 

And not as hope had dieamed ' Begin it then 
This terv hour — Bcithier, write out the oideis — 

■ Let me sit down 

A chair is brought out from the mill N \potf on sinl s into it and 
BrRTHltR stooping over the fire begins willing to the Fmptioi s dictation, 
the marshals looking with gloom) faces at the flirnmg logs 

NAPOLfoN has hardly dictated a lint when he stops short Blrthieh 
turns round and finds that he has diopt asleep 

Murat (sullenly) 

Far better not disturb him , 

He’ll soon enough awake ' 

They wait muttering to one another m tones expiessing wear) indifference 
to issues N tPOLfoN sleeps heavily for a quarter of an houi during which 
the moon rises over the field At the end he st irts up and stares around him 
with astonishment 

NapolLon 

Am I awake, 

Or is this all a dream ■’ — Ah, no Too real ' . . 

And yet I have seen ere now a time like this 

The dictation is resumed AVhile it is in progress thcie can be heard 
between the words of N Moi I ON the peisistcnt cries from the plain rising 
and falling hie those of a vast rool erv fir aw a) mteimnded with the 
trampbng of hoofs and the nimble of wheels The biioinc fires of the 
engirdling enemy glow all around except for a small segment to the west — the 
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track of retreat, still kept open by Bertkaxd, and already taken by the 
bagff.ige-waggons. 

The orders for its adoption by tlie entire army being completed, NAPOLEON 
bids adieu to his marshals, and rides witli Bektiiier and Caulaincourt into 
Leipzig. Ezeunt also the others. 

Se-michorus I OF Pities 
Now, as in tlu dream of one sick to death, 

There comes a narrowing rooin 
That fens him, body and limbs and breath, 

To wait a hideous doom, 

Seaiichorus II 

So to Nafoldon in the hush 

Thai holds the town and towers 
Through this dire night, a creeping crush 
Seems inborne with the hours. 

The scene closes under a rimy mist, which makes a lurid cloud of the 
firelights. 


SCENE V 

THE SAME. A STREET NEAR THE RANSTADT GATE 

. High old-fashioned houses form the street, along whieh, from the east of 
the city, is streaming a confusion of waggons, artillery, chariots, horsemen, 
foot-soldiers, camp-followers, and wounded, in hurried exit through the gate 
w'estw ard upon the highro,ad to T-indenau Ltitzen, and the Rhine. 

In front of an inn calleil the •' Prussian Arms " are some attendants of 
Napoleon waiting with horses. 

First Officer ' 

He has just come from bidding the king and queen 
A long good-bye. ... Is it that they will pay 
For his indulgence of their past ambition 
Ily sharing now his ruin ? Much the king 
Did beg of him to leave them to their lot, 

And shun the shame of capture needlessly. 

(He looks anxiously towards the door. ) 

I would he’d haste ! Each minute is of price. 

Second Officer 

The king will come to terms with the Allies. 
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They will not hurt him. Though he has lost his all, 

His case is not like ours 

The cheers of the approaching enemy grow louder. XapoliIon comes 
out from the " Prussian .\rms," heggird and in disordered attire. He is 
about to mount, but, perceismg the biocUed state of the street, he hesitates. 

N.apol6ox 

God, what a crowd ! 

I shall more quickly gain the gate afoot. 

There is a byway somewhere, 1 suppose ? 

A citizen approaches out of the inn. 

Citizen 

This alley, sire, will speed yon to the gate ; 

I shall be honoured much to point the way. 

NapolIon 

Then do, good friend. (To attendants) Bring on the 
horses there ; 

If I arrive soonest I will wait for you. 

The citizen shows Nafol€on the way into the ail^. 

Citizen 

A garden’s at the end, your Majesty, 

Through which you pass. Beyond there is a door 
That opens to the Elster bank unbalked. 

NAFOLitoN disappears into the alley. His attendants plunge amid the 
traffic with the horses, and thread their tray down the street. 

Another citizen comes from the door of the inn and greets the first. 

First Citizen 

He’s gone ! 

Second Citizen 
I’ll see if he succeed. 

He re.enters the inn and soon appears at an upper window. 

First Citizen (from below) 

You see him ? 

Second Citizen (gazing) 

He is already at the garden-end ; 

Now be has passed out to the river-brim, 
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And plods along it towards the Ranstadt Gate. . . . 

He finds no horses for him ! . . . And the crowd 
Thrusts him about, none recognizing him. 

Ah — now the horses do arrive. He mounts, 

And hurries through the arch. . . . Again I see him — 
Now he’s upon the causeway in the marsh ; 

Now rides across the bridge of Lindenau. . . . 

And now, among the troops that choke the road 
I lose all sight of him. 

A third citizen enters from the direction NapoliSon has taken. 

Third Citizen (breathlessly) 

I have seen him go ! 

And while he passed the gate I stood i’ the crowd 
So close I could have touched him 1 Few discerned 
In one so soiled the erst Arch-Emperor ! — 

In the lax mood of him who has lost all 
He stood inert there, idly singing thin : 

“ Malbrough s’en va-t-en guerre ! ” — until his suite 
Came up with horses. 

Second Citizen (still gazing afar) 

Poniatowski’s Poles 
Wearily walk the level causeway now ; 

Also, meseems, Macdonald's corps and ReyniePs. 

The frail-framed, new-built bridge has broken down : 
They’ve but the old to cross by. 

First Citizen 

Feeble foresight ! 

They should have had a dozen. 

Second Citizen 

All the corps — 

Macdonald’s, Poniatowski’s, ReyniePs — all — 

Confusedly block the entrance to the bridge. 

And — verily Blucher’s troops are through the town, 

And are debouching from the Ranstadt Gate 
Upon the Frenchmen’s rear! 

A thunderous report stops his words, echoing through the city from the 
direction in wliich he is gazing, and rattling all the windows. A hoarse 
chorus of cries becomes audible immediately after. 
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First, Third, eic.. Citizens 

Ach, Heaven ! — what’s that ? 

Second Citizen 

The bridge of Lindenau has been upblosvn ! 

Semichorus I of Pities (aerial music) 

There leaps io the sky an earthen wave, 

And stones, and men, as though 

Some rebel churchyard crew upd)-ave 
Their sepulchres froni-bclow. 

Semichorus II 

To Heaven is blown Bridge Lindcnati; 

Wrecked re;^'ments reel therefrom ; 

And rank and pie tn masses plough 
The sullen Elster-Strom. 

Semichorus I 

A gulf is Lindenau; and dead 
Are pfties, hundreds, tens; 

And every aerrent ripples red 

With marshal^ blood and mcds. 

Semichorus II 

The smart Macdonald ssvtms therein. 

Ami barely wins the verge; 

Bold Poniatowski plunges in 
Never to re-emerge 1 

First Citizen 

Are not the French across as yet, God save tnem r 

Second Citizen (still gazing above) 

Nor Reynieris corps, Macdonald’s, Lauriston’s, 

Nor yet the Poles. . . . And Blucher’s tioops approach, 

And all the French this side are prisoners. 

— Now for our handling by the Prussian host ; 

Scant comtesy for our king ! 

Other citi/i ii"! appear beside him at the vmdow, and fuilhrr conversation 
continuis < iitii< ly above. 
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Chorus of Ironic Spirits 
The Battle of the Xation^ no^e is closing, 

And all is lost to One, to many gaineds 
The old dynastic routine reimpoiing. 

The new dynastic structure unsustained. 

Now e7<ery neighbouring realm is Franeds warder. 
And smirhing satisfaction loill be feigned: 

The which is seemlier? — so-called ancient order. 

Or that the hot-breatKd war-horse ramp unreined ? 
The October night thickens and curtains the scene. 


SCENE VI 

THE PYRENEES. NEAR ITIE RIVER NIVELLE 

Evening. The dining-room of Wellington’s quarters. The table is 
laid for dinner. The battle of the Nivellc has just been fought. 

' Enter Welling roN, Hill, Bcresfokd, .steWart, Hope, Clinton, 
CoLBORNE, Cole, Kempt (with a bound-up wound), and other officers. 

Wellington 

It is slraiige that they did not hold their grand position more 
tenaciously against us to-day. By God, I don’t quite see why we 
should have beaten them 1 

COLBORNE 

My impression is that they had the stiffness taken out of them 
by something they had just hcar^ of. Anyhow, startling news 
of some kind was icceivcd by those of the Eighty-eighth we took 
in the signal-redoubt after I summoned the Commandant. 

Wellington 

Oh, what news ? 

COLBORNE . 

I cannot say, my lord. I only know that the. latest number 
of the Imperial Gazette was seen in the hands of some of them 
before the capture. They had been reading the contents, and 
were cast down. 

Wellington 

I wonder what the news could, have been ? 


That’s interesting. 



394 


THE DYNASTS 


j»CT m 


Hill 

Something- about Honey’s army in Saxony would be most 
probable. Though I question if there’s time yet for much to 
have been decided there. 


Beresford 

Well, I wouldn’t say that. A hell of a lot of things may have 
happened there by this time. 

COLBORNE 

It was tantalizing, but they were just able to destroy the paper 
before we could prevent them. 

Wellington 

Did you question them ? 

COLBORNE 

Oh yes. But they stayed sulking at being taken, and would 
tell us nothing, pretending that they knew nothing. Whether 
much were going on, they said, or .iitlc, between the army of the 
Emperor and the army of the Allies, it was none of their business 
to relate it ; so they kept a gloo .-.y silence for the most part. 

WE! • INGTON 

They will cheer up a b'. and be more communicative when 
they have had some dinner 

€ole 

They are dining here, my lord ? 

Wellington 

I sent them an invitation an hour ago, which they have 
accepted. I could do no less, poor devils. They’ll be here in a 
few minutes. See that they have plenty of Madeira to whet their 
whistles with. It will screw them up into a better key, and 
they’ll not be so reserved. 

The conversation on the day’s battle becomes general. Enter as guests 
French officers of the Eighty-eighth regiment now prisoners on parole. They 
arc welcomed by Wkllington and the staff, and all sit down to dinner. 

For some time the meal proceeds almost in silence ; but wine is passed 
freely, and both French and English officers become talkative and merry. 
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Wellington (to the French Commandant) 

More cozy this, sir, than — I'll warrant me — 

You found it in that damned redoubt to-day ? 

COilMANUAXT 

The devil if ’tis not, monseipieur, sure ! 

Wellington 

So ’tis for us who were outside, by Cod 1 

Commandant (gloomily) 

No ; we were not at ease ! Alas, my lord, 

’Twas more than flesh and blood could do, to fight 
After such paralyzing tidings came. 

More life may ti icicle out of men through thought 
Than through a gaping wound. 

Wellington 

Your reference 

Bears on the news from Sa.xony, I infer ? 

Second French Officer 
Yes : on the Emperor’s ruinous defeat 
At Leipzig city — brought to our startled heed 
By one of the Gazettes just now arrived. 

All the English officers stop speaking, and listen eagerly. 

Wellington 

Where are the Emperor’s headquarters now ? 
Commandant 

My lord, there are no headquarters. 

Wellington 

No headquarters r 

Commandant 

There are no French headquarters now, my lord. 

For there is no French army! France’s fame 
Is fouled. And how, then, could wo fight to-day 
With our hearts in our shoes 1 
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Wellington 

Why, that bears out 
What I but lately said ; it was not like 
The brave men who have faced and foiled me here 
So many a long year past, to give away 
A stubborn station quite so readily. 

Beresford 

And what, messieurs, ensued at Leipzig then ? 

Several French Officers 

Why, sirs, should we conceal it? Thereupon 
Part of our army took the Liitzen road ; 

But twenty thousand of our rear were ginned 
Behind a blown-up bridge. Those in advance 
Arrived at Liitzen with the Emperor — 

The scene of our once famous victory ! 

In such sad sort retreat was hurried on, 

Erfurt was gained with Bliicher hot at heel. 

To cross the Rhine seemed then our only hope ; 

Alas, the Austrians and the Bavarians 
Faced us in Hanau Forest, led by Wrede, 

And dead-blocked our escape. 

Wellington 

Ha. Did they though ! 

Second French Officer 

But if brave hearts were ever desperate, 

Sir, we were desperate then ! We pierced them through, 
Our loss unrccking. So by Frankfurt’s walls 
We fared to Mainz, and there recrossed the Rhine. 

A funeral procession, so we seemed, 

U pon the long bridge that had rung so oft 

To our victorious feet ! . . . What since has coursed 

We know not, gentlemen. But this we know. 

That Germany echoes no French footfall now! 

An English Officer 
One sees nut why it should. 
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Second French OrricER 

e’ll Icive It so. 

Conversition on the Leip?n; disnstci continues till the dinner ends The 
French prisoners Louiteousi} tike then Iet\e tiid go out 

Wellington 

Very good set of fellows I could wish 

They all weie mine ' . . . Well, u ell, there was no crime 

In tiying to ascertain these fat events • 

They would have sounded soon fiom other tongues. 

Hill 

It looks like the first scene of act the last 
For out and all men’s foe ' 

Wellington 

I count to meet 

The Allies upon the cobble-stones of Pans 
Before another half-year’s suns have shone. 

— But there’s some work for us to do here yet : 

The dawn must find us fording the Nivelle 1 

[E\eunt Weli ington and ofliceis. 
The room darkens 


ACT FOURTH 

SCENE I 

« 

THE UPPER RHINE 

The view is from a vague altitude over the beautiful country traversed by 
the Upper Rhine which stretches through it m birds-eye perspective. At 
this dnte in Europe's history the stream forms the frontier between France 
and Germany 

It IS the morning of New Years Day, and the shine of the tardy sun 
reaches the fronts of the beetling castles, but scarcely descends far enough to 
touch the waielets of the riier winding leftwards across the many-leagued 
picture from Schaffhausen tQ Coblenz. 
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DUMB snow 

At firbt nothin^ — nut L\cn the ii\u itsUf — slums lo move \\\ the panor.inu. 
But anon Cf^rtiiii stianjjc diiU j^atchcs in the landscape, lle\.uoub and iibtind- 
shaped, aie dibceincd to be inoviii" slowly. Onl\ one rno\able object on 
earth is laigc enough lo lie conspicuous hcrefiom, and tint is an auny. The 
moving shapes ai e ai mics 

'Ihe ncaiest, almost beneath us, is dchhng acioss the ii\cr by a budge of 
boats, near the junction of the Rhine and the Xcckai , whcic the o\al town of 
Mannheim, standing in the folk between the two rivers, h.is from here the 
look a hunnn head in a cleft stick Maitial music fiom many bands 
strikes up as the ciossing is cffc'ctcd, and the undulating columns twinkle as 
if they were scaly seipents. 


Spirit of Rumour 

It is the Rit\i>ian ho\ty invading F7‘antc / 

Many miles to the left, down-sticim, nc.ii the little town of Caube, 
anothei army is seen to be simultaneously crossing the pale cm rent, its arms 
and accoutrements twinkling in like manner. 

Spirit of Rumour 

Thither the Prusnan levies^ too^ advance / 

Turning now to the light, far awa\ b. Basel (beyond which the Swiss 
mountains close the scene), a still kiigci tram of wai -geared humanity, two 
hundred thousand strong, is discernible. It has already ciosscd the water, 
which is much nai rower hero, and has advanced se\eial miles westward, 
where its ductile mass of ’’I'yncss and glitter is beheld parting into six 
columns, that march on in f vuous courses of vaiyiiig diiection. 

iRiT OF Rumour 

There glides < \d Austrians invading force ! — • 

Panting^ too, ai-is-ioords with foot and horse^ 

Of one inten: a until the other twain^ 

And IVellin^^ on, from ihe soniky in tipper Spain, 

All these daik and giey columns, convciging westward by sure degrees, 
advance without opposition. They glide on as if by gravitation, in fluid 
flgures, dictated by the conformation of the country, like water from a burst 
icservoir ; mostly snake-shaped, but occasionally with batrachian and saurian 
outlines. In spite of the immensity of this human mechanism on its surface, 
the winter landscape wears an impassive look, as if nothing were happening. 

Evening closes in, and the Dumb Show is obscured. 

SCENE II 

PARIS. THE TUILERIES 

It is Siind.ayjust after mass, and the principal ofliccis of tlie National 
Guaid are assembled in the Salle des Mar^chaux. They stand in an attitude 
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of suspense, some with the pimt of s.idness on then f.tces, some with that of 
pel pleMty. 

'I he door leidintr fiom the 1 fill to the adjomim; eh.ipLl is thi own open 
Iheie entei fioin the chtjiel with the list notes of the seniee the EjUPi.kdli 
N iFOLi'tiN and the I^MIMISS; and simultaneously fioni a door opposite 
Maiivml ni Mi,\ ILSQUKitl, the goieiness, who cairies in hei aims the 
King 01 Roml, now a fan child between two and thiee lie is clothed in a 
mimatuic umfnim of the Guaids themsehes 

M \D \M i iiL Mom lsql iou brings forw ai d the child and sets him on his 
feet nc,u his niothci N iPOLi'oN, with a mouinful smile, giving one hand 
to the boy and the othci to Maril Lot ISL, en favnUe, leads them forward. 
Hie Guaid buists into eheeis 


Napoli'on 

Gentlemen of the Xation.il Giiaul and fiiends, 

I hate to Ic.ne you ; and befoic I fate 
To lleaten knows what of peisonal destiny, 

I give into your loyal guaidianship 
Those dealest in the world to me ; my wife. 

The Empress, and my son the King of Rome. — 

I go to shield your loofs and kin fiom foes 
Who have daicd to pierce the fences of your land; 

And knowing that )ou house those dears of mine, 

I statt afar in all tranquillity, 

Stayed by my trust in youi proved faithfulness. 

(Enthusiastic cheers from the Guard. ) 

Officers (with emotion) 

We proudly swear to justify the trust ! 

And never will we see another sit 

Than you, or yours, on the gieat throne of France. 

N.apol£on 

I ratify the Empress’ regency. 

And re-confirm it on the last year’s lines, 

My brother Joseph stoutening her rule 
As the Lieutenant-General of the State. — 

Vex her with no divisions ; let regard 
For property, for order, and for France 
Be chief with all. Know, gentlemen, the Allies 
Aie di unken with success. Their late advantage 
They have handled wholly for their own gross gajjl. 

And made a pastime of my agony. 

That I go clogged with cates I sadly own ; 
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Yet I primed with hope ; ay, in desjiite 
Of a la'll iorrow that has sunk upon me, — 

The grief of hearing, good and constant friends, 

That my own sister's consort, Naples' king. 

Blazons himself a backer of the Allies, 

And marches nith a Neapolitan force 
Against our puissance under Prince Eugene. 

The varied operations to ensue 
May bring the enemy largely Paris-wards ; 

But suffer no alarm ; before long days 

I will annihilate by flank and rear 

Those who have risen to trample on our soil ; 

And as I have done so many and proud a time. 

Come back to you with ringing victory ! — 

Now, see : I personally present to you 
My son and my successor ere 1 go. 

He takes the child in his arm and carries him round to the officers 
severally. They are much affected nd raise loud cheers. 

You stand by him at'., her? You swear as much ? 


•OFFICERS 

■We dol 

Napoleon 

This you repeat — you promise it ? 

Officers 

We promise. May the dynasty live for ever ! 

Their shouts, which spread to the Carrousel without, are echoed by the 
soldiers of the Guard assembled there. The Emi’ress is now in tears, and 
the Emperor supports her. 

Marie Louise 

Such whole enthusiasm I have never known ! — 

Not even from the Landwehr of Vienna. 

,'\niid repeated protestations and farewells NapoliiON, the Empress, the 
Kino or Rome, Madame de Montesquiou, etc., go out in one direction, 
and the officers of the National Guard in another. 

The CUT tain falls for an interval. 

Wlion it rises again the apartment is in darkness, and its atmosphere 
chillv. Tlie January night-wind howls without. Two sei rants enter hastily, 
and light candles and a fire. The hands of the clock arc ))ointiiig to three. 

Thu rpoiu is hardly in order wbeu Uie Emperor enters, eejuipped for the 
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intended journey; and with him, his left aim hemg lound her waist, walks 
hlAKiE Lolisi m a dieS',m"-eown On his light arm lie caiiics the King 
OF Rome and m hia hand a bundle of papeis. Coi m IJirikvnu and a 
few iiicnilieis of the household follow 

Reaching the midillc of the 100m, he kisses the child and cnibiaccs the 
isMPltl ss, who IS ttaifid, the child weeping likewise. K \l*ol foN takes the 
papeis to the file, thiusts them in. and watches them cunsuiiie ; then bums 
other bundles brought bi his attendants. 

Napoleon (gloomily) 

Better to treat them thus ; since no one knows 

What comes, or into whose hands he may fall 1 

Marie Louise 

I have an appichcnsion — unexpl.ained — 

That I shall ne\er see jou any more 1 

Napoli' ON 

Dismiss such fears. You may as well as not. 

As things are doomed to bo they will be, dear. 

If shadows must come, let them come as though 

The sun were due and you weio trusting to it : 

’Twill teach the woild it wrongs in bringing them. 

They embi ace finally. Esciint N tPol.f ON, etc. Afterwards Marie 
Louise and the child. 


Spirit of the Years 
Her instinct foin'ardly is keen in cast. 

And yet how limited. True it may be 
They ntrocr more loitl meet; although — to use 
The bounded prophecy lam dowered with — 
The screen that will maintain their severance 
Would pass her own believing; proxdng it 
No gaol-grille, no scath of scorching war. 

But thin persuasion, pressing on her pulse 
To breed aloofness and a mind averse; 

Until his image in her soul will shape 
Dwarfed as a far Colossus on a plain, 

Or pgurc-hcad that smalls upon the main. 

The lights aie extinguished and the hall is left in darkness. 


2 D 
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SCENE* III 

THE SVME THE APARTMENTS OE THE EAIPRESS 

A Miith moining, vtiging on se\en o dock thious its diceiless stale into 
the pin itc diawing looni of II \KIC Loots! niiini itiiig tlic gilt furniture to 
only 1 feeble shine luo eh-imbeiluns of the piliec aie theie m waiting 
Ihe} look fiuiii the windows and yawn 

First Champiriain 

Here’s a watering fot spiing hopes' Who would have 
supposed when the Empeior left, and appointed het Regent, that 
she and the Regency too would ha\e to scuiiy aftci m so shoit a 
time ' 

Second Chamberlain 

Was a coutse decided on last night ? 

First Chamberlain 

Yes. The Pi ivy Council sat till long past midnight, debating 
the burning question whethei she and the child should icmain or 
not. Some were one way, some the othei She settled the 
matter by saying she w ould go 

Second Chamberlain 

I thought It might come to that I heaid the alaim beating 
all night to assemble the National Guaid , and I am told that 
some Aolunteeis hiAC marched out to siippoit Maiinont. But 
they aie a meie handful what can they do ’ 

A clatter of wheels and a champing and piiiiciiig of hoiscs is heard out- 
side the palace Ml M \ \i cntcis and diatis ofliccrs of the household, 
then fiom liei bcdiooiii at the othei end M M II Lcibisi in a tiaielling diess 
and hat, leiding the Kiag ot Komi . attiied foi ti i\el likewise She looks 
districted and pale Nest come the Duciirss or MoNriBillo lady of 
honour, the Countess de Lu^av, Madame de Caseigliom, Madame 
DE Montesquiou ladles of the palace and others, all in tra\ ellmg trim 

King or Rome (plaintnely) 

Why ate we doing these stiange things, mamma. 

And what did we get up so caily foi ^ 

Marie Louisi 

I cannot, dear, explain So many events 
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Enlarge and make so many hours of one, 

That it would be too hard to tell them now. 

King of Rome 

But you know why we are setting out like this ? 

Is it because we fear our enemies? 

Marie Louise 

We are not sure that we are going yet. 

It m.ay be needful ; but don’t ask me here. 

Some time I’ll tell you. 

Slic sits down irresolutelvi and bestows recognitions on the assembled 
ofTiei.ds \t ith a preoccupied air. 

King of Rome (in a murmur) 

1 like being here best ; 

And I don’t want to go I know not where ! 

hlARiE Louise 

Run, dear, to Mamma ’Quiou and talk to her 

(lie goes across to Madame de Montesquiou. ) 
I hear that women of the Royalist hope 

(to tlie Duchess of Montebello) 
Have bent them busy in their private rooms 
With working white cockades these several days. — 

Yes — I must go 1 

Duchess of Montebei.t.o 

But why yet. Empress dear ? 

We may soon gain good news ; some messenger 
Hie from the Emperor or King Joseph hither? 

IM.arie Louise 

King Joseph I await. He’s gone to eye 
The outposts, with the Ministers of War, 

To learn the scope and nearness of the Allies ; 

He should almost be back. 

A silence, till approaching feet are suddenly heard outside the door. 

Ah, here he comes ; 

Now we shall know ! 

Enter precipitately not Joseph but officers of the National Guard and 
others. * 
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Officers 

Long live the Empress-regent ! 

Do not quit Paris, pray, your Majesty. 

Remain, remain. We plight us to defend you ! 

M.vrie Louise (agitated) 

Gallant messieurs, I thank you heartily. 

But by the Emperor's biddance I am bound. 

He has vowed he’d liefer see me and my son 
Blanched at the bottom of the smothering Seine 
Than in the talons of the foes of France. — 

To keep us sure from such, then, he ordained 
Our swift withdrawal with the Ministers 
Towards the Loire, if enemies advanced 
In overmastering might. They do advance ; 

Marshals Marmont and Mortier are repulsed, 

And that has come whose hazard he foresaw. 

All is arranged ; the treasure is awheel. 

And papers, seals, and cyphers packed therewith. 

Officers (dubiously) 

Yet to leave Paris is to court disaster ! 

Marie Louise (with petulance) 

I shall do what I say ! . . . I don’t know what — 

What shall I do ! 

She bursts into tears and rushes into her bedroom, foUowed by the young 
King and some of her ladies. There is a painful silence, broken by sobbings 
and expostulations uithin. Re-enter one of the ladies. 

Lady 

She’s sorely overthrown ; 

She flings herself upon the bed distraught. 

She says, “ My God, let them make up their minds 
To one or other of these harrowing ills. 

And force me to’t, and end my agony ! ” 

An official enters at the main door. 

Offici.\i, 

I am sent here by the Minister of War 
To her Imperial Majesty the Empress. 

Re-enter Marie Louise and the King of Rome. 
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Your Majesty, my mission is to say 
Imperious need dictates youi instant flight. 

A vanwaid regiment of the Piussi.in packs 
Has gained the shadow of the city walls. 

Meklval 

They are armed Europe’s scouts ! 

Enter CVMBACitKLS the Arch-Chancellor, Count Beauharnais, 
CORVISARF the physician, DL B.tussEr, De Canisy the equerry, and 
others. 

CAMBAC^RilS 

Your Majesty, 

There’s not a trice to lose The force well-nigh 
Of all compacted Europe crowds on us, 

And clamours at the walls ! 


Beauharnais 

If you stay longer, 

You stay to fall into the Cossacks’ hands. 

The people, too, are waxing masterful : 

They think the lingering of your Majesty 
Makes Paris more a peiil for themselves 
Than a defence for you. To fight is fruitless, 

And wanton waste of life. You have nought to do 
But go ; and 1, and all the Councillors, 

Will follow you. 

Marie Louise 

Then I was right to say 
That I would go 1 Now go I surely will. 

And let none try to hinder me again ! 

[She prepares to leave. 

King of Rome (crying) 

I will not go 1 I like to live here best 1 
Don’t go to Rambouillet, mamma ; please don’t. 

It is a nasty place ! Let us stay here. 

O Mamma ’Quiou, stay with me here ; pray stay! 

Marie Louise (to the Equerry) 

Biing him down. 

Exit Marie Louise in tears, followed by ladies-in-waiting and others. 
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De Canisy 

Come now. Monseigneur, come. 

He catches up the boy in his arms and pieparcs to follow the Empress. 

King of Rome (kicking) 

No, no, no! I don’t want to go away fiom my house — I 
don’t want to ! Now papa is away I am the master ! (Heelings 
to the door as the cqueny is bearing him through it ) 

De CvNisY 

But you must go. 

The child’s fingeis are pulled away Ewt DC Cvs'lsY with the King of 
Romu, who IS heard screaming as he is earned down the stall c.tse. 

Madame de Montesquiou 

I feel the child is light ! 

A premonition has enlightened him. 

She ought to stay. But, ah, the die is cast I 

Madamk nc Monilsquiou and the lemamdoi of the pai ty follow, and 
the room is left empty. 

Enter seivants hastily. 

First Servant 

Sacred God, where are we to go to for grub and good lying 
to-night ? What are ill-used men to do ? 

Second Serv.ant 

I tiudge like the rest. All the true philosophers are gone, 
and the middling true are going. • 1 made up my mmd like the 
truest that ever was as soon as I heaid the general alaim beat. 

Third Servant 

1 stay here. No Allies are going to tickle our skins. The 
storm which roots — Dost know what a metaphor is, comrade? 
I brim with them at this histoiic time I 

Second Serv.vnt 

A weapon of war used by the Cossacks ? 

Third Servant 

Your imagination will be your rum some day, my man! It 
happens to be a weapon of wisdom used by me. hly metaphor 
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is one may’st have met with on the rare times when Ih’hast been in 
good society. Here it is : The stoim which roots the pine spares 
the p — s — b — d. Now do ye sec ? 

F1R.ST AND Second Sduv.ants 

Good ! Your teaching, friend, is as sound as true religion ! 
We’ll n<it go. Hearken to nhat’s doing outside. (C.ni-i.iscs aie 
heard moving. Serv.mts go to the window and look dt/Wn.) Lord, 

there’s the Duchess getting in. Now the Mistress of the 
Wardrobe ; now the Ladies of the Pal, no ; how the Prefects ; 
now the Doctors. What a time it fakes! There aic near a 
dozen berlines, as I am a patiiotl Those other carriages bear 
treasure. How quiet the people are! It is like a funeial 
procession. Not a tongue cheers her ! 

Third Servant 

Now there will be a nice convenient time for a little good 
victuals and drink, and likewise pickings, before the Allies arrive, 
thank Mother Molly ! 

Front a distant part of the city bands are heard playing military marches. 
Guns nc.-it resound. Another servant rushes in. 


Fourth Servant 

Montmartre is being stormed, and bombs are falling in the 
Chaussee d’Antin I 

[E.vit fourth servant. 

Third Servant (pulling something from his pocket) 

Then it is time for me to gird my armour on. 

Second Serv.ant 
W hat hast there ? 

Third set vant holds up a cnimpled white cockade and sticks it in his hair. 
The firing gets louder. 

First and Second Servants 
H ast got another ? 

Third Servant (pulling out more) 

Ay — here they are ; at a price. 

Tile others purchase cockades of thint servant. A military march is 
again heard. Re-enter fourth servant. 
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Fourth Servant 

The city has capitulated ! The Allied sovereigns, so it is 
said, will enter in grand procession to-morrow : the Prussian 
cavalry first, then tlie Aiibtrian foot, then the Russian and 
Prussian foot, then the Russian horse and artillery. And to cap 
all, the people of Paris arc glad of the change. They ha\e put 
a rope round the neck of the statue of Napoleon on the column 
of the Grand Army, and arc amusing themselves with twitching it 
and crying “ Strangle the tyrant 1 ” 

Second Servant 

Well, well 1 There’s rich colours in this kaleidoscopic 
world ! 

Third Servant 

And there’s comedy in all things — when they don’t concern you. 
Another glorious time among the many we’ve had since eighty- 
nine. We have put our armour on none too soon. The 
Bourbons for ever ! 

[He loiivos, followed by first and second servants. 

Fourth Servant 

My faith, I think I’ll turn Englishman in my older years, 
where there’s not these trying changes in the Constitution ! 

[Follows the others. 

The Allies' military marUi waxes loader as the scene shuts. 


SCENE IV 

FONTAINEBLEAU. A ROOM IN THE PALACE 

NapoliIon is discovered walking impatiently up and down, and glancing 
at the clock every few minutes. 

Enter Ney. 

Napoleon (without a greeting) 

Well — the lesult? Ah, but your looks display 
A leaden dawning to the light you bring ! 

What — not a regency? What — not the Empress 
To hold it in trusteeship for my son ? 
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Ney 

Sire, things like revolutions turn not back, 

But go straight on. Imperial go\crnance 
Is coffined for your family and yourself ! 

It is declared that military repose, 

And France’s well-doing, demand of you 
Your abdication — unconditioned, sheer. 

This verdict of the sovereigns cannot change. 

And I have pushed on hot to let you know. 

Napoleon (with repression) 

I am obliged to you. You have told me promptly 1 — 
This was to be expected. I had learnt 
Of Marmont’s late defection, and the Sixth’s ; 

The consequence I easily inferred. 

Ney 

The Paris folk are flaked with white cockades ; 

Tricolors choke the kennels. Rapturously 
They clamour for the Bourbons and for peace. 

Napoleon (coldly) 

I could give Paris peace as well as they 1 
Ney (dubiously) 

Well, sire, you did not. And I should assume 
They have judged the future by the accustomed past 

Napoleon (tartly) 

I can draw inferences without assistance 1 
Ney (persisting) 

They see the brooks of blood that have flowed forth ; 
They feel their own bereavements ; so their mood 
Asked no deep reasoning for its geniture. 

NAPOLfiON 

I h.ive no remarks to make on that just now. 

I’ll think the matter over. You shall know 
By noon to-morrow my definitive. 
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Ney (turning to go) 

I trust my saying what had to be said 
Has not afifrontcd you ? 

Napoleon (bitterly) 

No ; but your haste 

In doing it has galled me, and has shown me 
A heart that heaves no longer in my cause ! 

The skilled coquetting of the f iovernment 
Has nearly won you from old fellowship ! . . . 

Well ; till to-morrow, marshal, then, Adieu. 

[Ney goes. 

Enter Caulaincourt and MAcnoNAt.n. 

Ney has got here before you ; and, I deem. 

Has truly told me all ? 

Caulaincourt 

We thought at first 

We should have had success. But fate said No ; 

And abdication, making no reserves. 

Is, sire, we are convinced, with all respect. 

The only road, if you care not to risk 
The Empress’ loss of every dignity. 

And magnified misfortunes thrown on France. 

Napoleon 

I have heard it all ; and don’t agree with you. 

My assets are not quite so beggarly 
That I must close in such a shameful bond I 
What — do you rate as nought that I am yet 
Full fifty thousand strong, with Augereau, 

And Soult, and Suchet true, and many more .? 

I still may know to play the Imperial game 
As well as Alexander and his friends I 
So — you will see. Where are my maps ? — eh, where? 
I’ll trace campaigns to come ! Where’s paper, ink. 

To schedule all my generals and my means ! 

Caulainxourt 

Sire, you have not the generals you suppose. 
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Macdonald 

And if you had, the mere anatomy 
Of a real army, sire, that’s left to you, 

Must yield the war. A bad e.sample tells. 

Napoleon 

Ah — from your manner it is worse, I see, 

Than I cogni/e ! . . . O Marmont, Marmont, — yours, 
Yours was the bad sad lead ! — I treated him 
As if he were a son ! — defended him. 

Made him a marshal out of sheer affection, 

Built, as ’twere rock, on his fidelity ! 

“ Forsake who may,” I said, “ I still have him. ’ 

Child that I was, I looked for faith in friends ! . . . 

Then be it as you will. Key’s manner shows 
That even he inclines to Bourbonry. — 

I faint to leave France thus — curtailed, pared down 
From her late spacious bordeis. Of the whole 
This is the keenest sword that pierces me. . . . 

But all’s too late ; my course is closed, I see. 

I’ll do it — now. Call in Bertrand and Key ; 

Let them be witness to my finishing ! 

In much agitation he goes to the writing-table and begins drawing up a 
paper. nitKTKAND and Ney enter; and behind them arc seen through the 
doorway the faces of Cv).s''.ta\t thcttltt, Roi;sT.\N the MaiTOluke, and oihir 
servants. Alt wait in silence till the Kuperor lias done writing. He turns 
in his seat without looking up. 

Napoleon (reading) 

“ It having been declared by the Allies 
That the prime obstacle to Europe’s peace 
Is France’s empery by Napoleon, 

This ruler, faithful to his oath of old. 

Renounces for himself and for his heirs 
The throne of France and that of Italy ; 

Because no sacrifice, even of his life. 

Is he averse to make for France’s gain." 

— And hereto do I sign. (He turns to the table and signs.) 
The niarsh.r1s, moved, rush forward and seize his hand. 

Mark, marshals, here ; 

It is a conquering foe I covenant with, 

And not the traitors at the Tuileries 
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Who call themselves the Government of France ! 
Caulaincouit, go to Pans as befoie, 

Ney and Macdonald too, and hand in this 
To Ale\andcr, and to him alone. 

lie gives the dociiiiiLiit, anil bids them ndieii .dinost without speech 
The marshals and otheis go out. NapoliIon continues sitting with his chin 
on Ins chest. 

An inten.al of silence There is then he.ird in ihe coiiidor a sound of 
whetting Pntci Kousian the Mameluke, with a whetstone in his belt .ind 
a sword in his Ii.md. 

Roustan 

After this fall, your Majesty, ’tis plain 

You will not choose to live ; and knowing this 

I bung to you my swoid. 


Roustan. 


Napoleon (with a nod) 

I see you do. 


Roustan 

Will you, sire, use it on yourself. 
Or s’ all I pass it thiough you ? 


Napoleon (coldly) 

Neither plan 

is quite expedient for the moment, man. 


Neither ? 


Roustan 


Napoleon 

There may be, in some suited time. 
Some cleaner means of cariying out such woik. 


Roustan 

Site, you refuse ? Can you suppoit vile life 
A moment on such terms ? Why then, I pray. 

Dispatch me with the weapon, or dismiss me. 

(He holds the sword to N \POUloN, who shakes his head ) 

I live no longer iindei such disgiace ! 

[Exit Rousi \N haughtily 

NwoifoN vents a sardonic laugh, and tliiows hinisLlf on a sofa, where 
he bv and bv falls asleep 

The dooi is softly opened RousrtN and Cons 1 ANT peep in. 
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Constant 

To-night would be as good a time to go as any. He will 
sleep there for hours. I have my few francs safe, and I deserve 
them ; for I have stuck to him honourably through fourteen 
trying years 

Roustan 

How many francs have you secured ? 

Constant 

Well — more than you can count in one breath, or even two. 

Roustan 

Where ? 

Constant 

In a hollow tree in the Forest. And as for your reward, you 
can easily get the keys of that cabinet, where there are more 
than enough francs to equal mine. He will not have them, and 
you may as well take them as strangers. 

Roustan 

It is not money that I want, but honour. I leave, because I 
can no longer stay with self-respect 

Constant 

And I because there is no other such valet in the temperate 
zone, and it is for the good of society that I should not be 
wasted here. 

Roustan 

Well, as you propose going this evening I will go with you, 
to lend a symmetry to the drama of our departure. Would that 
I had served a more sensitive master 1 He sleeps there quite 
indifferent to the dishonour of remaining alive 1 

NapoliIon shows signs of waking. Constant and Roustan disappear. 
Napoleon slowly sits up. 

Napoleon 

Here the scene lingers still 1 Here linger II... 

Things could not have gone on as they were going ; 

I am ama/.ed they kept their comse so long. 

But long or short they have ended now — at last 1 
(Footsteps are heard passing through the court without.) 
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Hark at them leaving me ! So politic rats 
Desert the bhip that’s doomed. By morrow-dawn 
I shall not have a man to shake my bed 
Or say good-morning to ! 


Si’iKiT OF THE Years 

Herein behold 

How heavily grinds the Will upon his brain, 
' His halting hand, and his unlightcd eye. 

Spirit Ironic 

A picture this for kings and subjects too / 


Spirit of the Pities 
Yet is it but Napoleon who has failed. 
The pale pathetic peoples still plod on 
Through hoodwinkings to light! 


Napoleon (rousing himself) 

This now must close. 

Roustan misunderstood me, though his hint 
Serves as a fillip to a flaccid brain. . . . 

• — How gild the sunset sky of majesty 
Better than by the act esteemed of yore ? 

Plutarchian heroes outstayed not tlieir fame, 

And what nor Brutus nor Thcmistocles 
Nor Cato nor Mark Antony survived, 

Why, why should I ? Sage Cabanis, you primed me 1 

lie unlocks a case, takes out a little b.tg containing a pliial. pours from it 
a liquid into a glass, and drinks. He then lies down and falls asleep again. 

Re-enter CovsT.VNr softly «ith a bunch of keys in his hand. On his way 
to the cabinet he turns and looks at N.wu.i'on. Seeing the glass and a 
strangeness in the Empuuok, be abandons his object, rushes out, and is heard 
calling. 

Enter Maret and Bertrand. 


Bertrand (shaking the Emperor) 

What is the matter, sire ? What’s this you’ve done ? 

Napoleon (with difficulty) 

Why did you interfere ! — But it is well ; 

Call Caulaincourt. I’d speak with him a trice 
Before I pass. [Maret hurries out, 



SCENE IV 


PART THIRD 


41 S 


Enter IVAN the physician, and presently Caul vlvcouet. 

Ivan, renew this dose ; 

'Tis a slow workman, and requites a fellow ; 

A^c has impaired its early promptitude. 

I\ AN shakes his head and ruslies as\.iy disUaeted. C'AULAtNCOUET seizes 
Napoleon's hand. 


C.VULAINCOURT 

Why should you bring this cloud .upon us now ! 
Napol£on 

Restrain your feelings. Let me die in peace. — 

My wife and son I recommend to you ; 

Give her this letter, and the packet there. 

Defend my memoty, and protect their lives. 

• (They sbalce him. He vomits. ) 

Caulaincourt 

He’s saved — for good or ill — as may betide 1 
Napoleon 

God — here how difficult it is to die : 

How easy on the passionate battle-plain 1 

They open a w indow and carry him to it. He mends. 

Fate has resolved what man could not resolve. 

I must live on, and wait what Heaven may send ! 

Macddnw.d and other marshals re-enter. A letter is brought from 
Mahie Louise. N.tPoLi'.ON reads it. and becomes more animated. 

They are well ; and they will join me in my exile. 

Yes : I will live ! The future who shall spell ? 

My wife, my son, will be enough for me. — 

And I will give my hours to chronicling 

In stately words that stir futurity 

The might of our unmatched accomplishments ; 

And in the tale immortalize your names 
By linking them with mine. 

He soon falls into a coiiv.tlcscejrf sleep. The marshals, etc. , go out. 

The room is left in darkness. 
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SCENE V 

BAYONNE. THE BRITISH CAMP 

The foreground is an elevated stretch of land, dotted o\cr in rows with 
the tents of the Peninsular arm> On a paiadc immediately bmond the tents 
the infanti V 'ire diawn up, aw \uing something. Still failher back, behind a 
biook .ne the I tench soldiciy, also tanked in the same manner of reposeful 
c\peciation In the middle distance we see the town of Hijonne, standing 
within Its /igMs; fortifications at the junction of the ii\cr Adoiii with the Nive. 

On tile other side ot the Adourtises the citadel, a fortified angiilai structure 
standing dcl'iched A Urge and brilliant tricolor flag is wating indolently 
ftom i stiff on the summit The Bay of Biscay, into which the Adour flows, 
is seen on the left hoti/on as a level line 

The stillness observed by the soldiery of both aimies, and by everything 
else in the scene except the flag, is at Ust broken bv the hung of a sign'il-gun 
from a batteiy in the town wall The e\cs of the thousands picsciit rivet 
themselves on the citadel. Its waving tricolor mo\ es dow n the flagstaff and 
disappears. * 

The Rcgijients (unconsciously) 

Ha-a-a-a ! 

In a few seconds there shoots up the same staff another flat; — one intended 
to he white, but hating apparently been folded away a long time, it is 
mildewed and dingy 

Fiom all the guns on the at}' fortifications a salute peals out This is 
responded to by the English infantry and ai tillery w ith a feu dc joie 

The Regiments 

Hun ah h h-h ! 

t 

The various battalions are then inarched away m their respectne directions 
and dismissed to their tents The Bourbon standard is hoisted everywhere'' 
beside those of England, Spain, and Portugal 
The scene shuts. 


SCENE VI 

A HIGHW.W IN THE OUTSKIRTS OF AVIGNON 

The Rhone, the old city wills, the Rochcr des Dorns and its edifices, appear 
at the back plane of the scene under the giev light of dnw n In the foi egi ound 
several postillions and ostlers with relays of hoists aie waitiiig by the loadside, 
garmg northwaid and listening for sounds few loungcis hate assembled. 

First Postiiiion 

He ought to be nigh by this time. I should say he'd be very 
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glad io get to this here Isle of Elba, «here\cr it may be, if words 
be true that he’s treated to such ghastly comialiments on’s way ! 

Second Postillion 

Blast-me-bluc, I don’t caic i\hat happens to him ! Look at 
Joachim Murat, him that’s made King of Naples; a man who 
was only in the same line of life as oursches, born and bred in 
Cahors, out in Perigord, a poor little whindling place not half as 
good as our o\\ n. M’hy should he have been lifted up to king’s 
anointment, and we not even have had a rise in wages ? That’s 
what I say. 

First Postillion 

But now, I don't find fault with that dispensation in particular. 
It was one of our calling that the Emperor so honoured, after all, 
when he might have anointed a tinker, or a lagman, or a street 
woman’s pensioner even. Who knows but that we should have 
been kings loo, but for my crooked legs and your running 
pole- wound 

Second Postillion 

We kings ? Kings of the underground country, then, by this 
time, if ne hadn't been too lotten-deshed to follow the drum. 
Howeter, I'll think oter your defence, and I don’t mind liding a 
stage with him, for that matter, to save him from them that 
mean mischief here. I’ve lost no sons by his battles, like some 
others we know. 

Lntci a Tr.\vlx,li,r on hoisebatk. 

Any tidings along the road, sir, of the Emperor Napoleon that 
was ? 

Traveller 

Tidings verily! He and his escort arc thicatened by the mob 
at every place they come to. A returning courier I have met 
tells me that at an inn a little way beyond here they have strung 
up his effigy to the sign-post, smeared it with blood, and 
placarded it “ The Doom that awaits Thee ! ” He is much 
delayed by such humorous insults. I have hastened ahead to 
bscape the uproar. 

Second Postillion 

I don’t know that you have escaped it. The mob has been 
waiting up all night for h'm here. 

2E 
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JMvrket-Woman (coming up) 

I hope by the Viigin, as ’a called heisclf, that tlieic'll be no 
riots here ! Though I have not much pity foi a man who could 
treat his first wife as ho did, and that’s my real feeling. He 
might at least ha\ e kept them both on, foi half a husband is better 
than none for poor women. Hut I’d show mercy to him, that’s 
true, rather than have my stall upset, and messes in the streets 
wi’ folks’ brains, and stabbings, and I don’t know what all ! 

Fiii.sT Postillion 

If we can do the horsing quietly out hcic, theie will be none 
of that. He’ll dash past the town without stopping at the inn 
where they expect to waylay him. — Hark, what’s this coming ? 

An appioachiiig coiuge is hcaid Two couiieis entei , then a. i,.un.tge 
conUining GnxEKtL Drouoi ; then a carnage with NtPOLfoN and 
Bertr.vnd; then otheis with the Commissioner!, of the Powcis, — all on the 
way to Elba 

The carnages halt, and the change of horses is set about mstaiulv But 
before it is half completed BoNVPtRrc’s aimal gets known, and thiongs of 
men and women armed with sticks and hammeis rush out of Atignon and 
sunound the cairiagcs. 

POPUL-ACE' 

Ogre of Corsica 1 Odious tyrant ! Do«n with Nicholas I 

Bertrand (looking out of carniTge) 

Silence, and doff your hats, you ill-manneied devils ! 

Populace (scornfully) 

Listen to him! Is that the Corsican? No; wheie is he? 
Give him up ; give him up I Wc’ll pitch him into the Rhone .’ 

Some cling to the wheels of N.tPOLfoN’s c.irriage, while otheis, more 
distant, throw stones at it. A stone bieaks the carrmge window. 

Old Woman (shaking her fist) 

Give me back my two sons, murderer! Give me back my 
children, whose flesh is rotting on the Russian plains ! 

Popul.\ce 

Ay ; ghe us back our kin — our fathers, our brothers, our sons 
— victims to your cuist ambition ! 

One of the mob soi/cs tlie carnage dooi-li.uidle anti lues to mifisten it .V 
valet of Bonaparte’s seated on the box draws his sword and threatens to 
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cut the mull's arm off. The doors of the Commissioners' coaches open, and 
Sir Neil C.\mi*iiell, Gem.r.\l Koller, and Count Schuvaloff — the 
English, Austrian, and Russian Conimissioiicrs— hmip out and come forward, 

Campbell 

Keep order, citizens 1 Do you not know 
That the ex-Emperor is wayfaring 
To a lone isle, in the Allies’ sworn care. 

Who have given a pledge to Europe for his safety? 

His fangs being drawTi, he is left powerless now 
To do you further harm. 

Schuvaloff 

People of France 

Can you insult so miserable a being ? 

He who gave laws to a cowed world stands now 
At that world’s beck, and asks its charity. 

Cannot you see that merely to ignore him 
Is the worst ignominy to tar him with. 

By showing him he’s no longer dangerous ? 

Old Woman 

How do we know the villain mayn’t come back ? 

While there is life, my faith, there’s mischief in him ! 

Enter an officer with the Town-guard. 

OFnCER 

Citizens, I am a zealot for the Bourbons, 

As you well know. But wanton breach of faith 
I will not brook. Retire ! 

The soldieis dri\e back the mob and open a passage forward. The Com- 
missioners re-enter their carriages. NAPOLTtoN puts his head out of his 
window for a moment. He is haggard, shabbily dressed, yellow-faced, and 
wild-eyed. 

Napoleon 

I thank you, captain ; 

Also your soldiery : a thousand thanks ! 

(To Bertrand within) My God, these people of Avignon here 
Are headstrong fools, like all Provengal folk. 

— I won’t go through the town ! 

Bertrand 


We’ll round it, sire ; 
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And then, as soon as we gef past the place, 

You must disguise for the remainder miles. 

Napolkox 

I’ll mount the white cockade if they invite me ! 

What does it matter if I do or don’t ? 

In Europe all is past and over with me. . . . 

Yes — all is lost in Europe for me now ! 

Bertrand 

I fear so, sire. 

Napoleon (after some moments) 

But Asia waits a man, 

And — who can tell ? 

Officer of Guard (to postillions) 

Ahead now at full speed. 

And slacken not till you have slipped the town. 

The postillions urge the horses to a gallop, and the carriages are out of 
sight in a few seconds. 

The scene shuts. 


SCENE VII 

MALMAISON. the empress JOSEPHINE’S BEDCHAMBER 

The walls are in uhite panels with gilt mouldings, and the furniture is 
upholstered in white silk w ith needle-worked flowers. The long windows and 
the bed are similarly dniped, and the toilet senice is of gold. Through the 
panes appears a broad flat lawn adorned with vases and iigures on pedestals, 
and entirely surrounded by trees — just now in their first fresh green under 
the morning rays of Whitsunday. The notes of an organ arc audible from a 
chapel below, where the Pentecostal Mass is proceeding. 

JosiipHiNE lies in the bed in an advanced stage of illness, the Abb6 
Bertrand standing beside her. Two ladies-in-waiting are seated near. 
By the door info the ante-room, which is ajar, Horeau the physician-in- 
ordinary and Buurdois the consulting physician are engaged in a low 
con\eis.ttion. 

HoreaU 

Lamoureux says that leeches would have saved her 

Had they been used in time, before I came. 

In that case, then, why did he wait for me ? 
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Bourdois 

Such whys are now too laic ! She is past all hope. 

I doubt if aught had helped hci'. Not disease, 

But heart-break and repinings ate the blasts 
That wither her long bloom. Soon we must tell 
The Queen Hortense the worst, and the Viceroy. 

Hore.vu 

Her death was made the easier task for grief 
(.■\s I regarded more than probable) 

By her rash rising from a sore-sick bed 
And donning thin and dainty May attire 
To hail King Fiederick-William and the Tsar 
As banquet-guests, in the old regnant style. 

A woman’s innocent vanity ! — but how dire. 

She argued that amenities of State 

Compelled the effort, since they had honoured her 

By offering to come, I stood against it. 

Pleaded and reasoned, but to no account. 

Poor woman, what she did or did not do 
Was of small moment to the State by then t 
The Emperor Alexander has been kind 
Throughout his slay in Paris. He came down 
But yester-evc, of purpose to inquire. 

Bourdois 

Wellington is in Paris, too, I learn, 

After his wasted battle at Toulouse 

Horeau 

Has his Peninsular army come rvith him f 
Bourdois 

I hear they have shipped it to America, 

Where England has another war on hand. 

We have armies quite sufficient here already — 

Plenty of cooks for Paris broth just now ! • 

— Come, call we Queen Hortense and Prince Eugene. 

[Exeunt physicians. 

The Aube Bl1{11!.\nd also goes out. JosilpHiNE murmurs faintly. 
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First Lady (going to the bedside) 

I think I heard you speak, your Majesty ? 

JOStPHINE 

I asked w hat hour it was — if dawn or eve ? 
First Lady 

Ten in the morning, Madame. You forget 
You asked the same but a brief while ago. 

Josephine 

Did I ? I thought it was so long ago ! . . 

I wished to go to Elba with him much. 

But the Allies prevented me. And why ? 

I would not have disgraced him, or themselves • 
I would have gone to him at Fontainebleau, 
With my eight horses and my household train 
In dignity, and quitted him no more. . . . 
Although I am his wife no longer now, 

I think I should have gone in spite of them. 
Had I not feared perversions might be sown 
Between him and the woman of his choice 
For whom he sacrificed me. 

Second Lady 

It is more 

Than she thought fit to do, your Majesty. 
Josephine 

Perhaps she was influenced by her father’s ire, 
Or diplomatic reasons told against her. 

And yet I was surprised she should allow 
Aught secondary on earth to hold her from 
A husband she has outwardly, at least. 

Declared attachment to. 

First Lady 

Especially 

With ever one at hand — ^his son and hers — 
Reminding her of him. 
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Josephine 

Yes. . . . Glad am I 

I saw that child of theirs, though only once. 

But — there was not full truth — not quite, I fear — 

In what I told the Emperor that day 
He led him in to me at Bagatelle, 

That ’twas the happiest moment of my life. 

I ought not to have said it. No 1 Forsooth 
My feeling had too, too much gall in it 
To let truth shape like that 1 — I also said 
That when my arms were round him I forgot 
That I was not his mother. So spoke I, 

But oh me, — I remembered it too well ! — 

He was a lovely child ; in his fond piate 

His father’s voice was eloquent. One might say 

I am well punished for my sins against him 1 

Second Lady 

You have harmed no creature, madame ; much less him 1 
Josephine 

0 but you don’t quite know 1 . . . My coquetries 
In our first married years nigh racked him through. 

1 cannot think how I could wax so wicked 1 . . . 

He begged me come to him in Italy, 

But I liked flirting in feir Paiis best, 

And would not go. The independent sptouse 
At that time was myself ; but afterwards 
I giew to be the captive, he the free. 

Always ’tis so : the man wins finally 1 
My faults I’ve ransomed to the bottom sou 
If ever a woman did 1 . . . I’ll write to him — 

I must — again, so that he understands. 

Yes, I’ll write now. Get me a pen and paper. 

First Lady (to Second Lady) 

’Tis futile ! She is too far gone to write ; 

But we must humour her. 

They fetch writing materials. On returning to the bed they find her 
motionless. Enter EugLne and Queen Hortense. Seeing the state their 
mother is m, they fill dow n on their knees by her bed. Josephine recognizes 
them and smiles. Anon she is able to speak again. 
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Josephine (faintly) 

I am dying, dears ; 

And do not mind it — notwithstanding that 
I feel I die regietted. You both love me ' — 

And as for Fiance, I ever have desired 

Her welfare, as you know — have wrought all things 

A woman's scope could reach to forwaid it. . . . 

And to you now who watch my ebbing heie, 

Declare I that Napoleon's first-chose wife 
Has net er caused her land a needless tear. 

Tell him — these things I have said — bear him my love — 
Tell him — I could not write ! 

An interval. She spasmodically Hings her arms o\er her son and daughter, 
lets them fall, and becomes unconscious They fetch a looking-glass, and 
find that her breathing has ceased. The clock of ihe Chateau strikes noon. 

The scene is veiled. 


SCENE VIII 

LONDON. THE OPERA-HOUSE 

The house is lighted up with a blaze of wa\ candles, and a State peiform- 
ance is about to begin in honour of the Allied soveicigns now on a visit to 
England to celebrate the Peace. Pcace-deviccs adoi n the ihe.itre A band 
can be heard in the street playing “The While Cockade ” 

An extended Royal box has been formed by lenioving the paititions of 
adjoining Ijoxes It is empty as yet, but the other pails of the house aie 
crowded to excess, and somewhat disorderly, the interior doors having been 
bioken down li) bcsiegeis, and many people having obtained admission 
without payment The picvalenl costume of tlic ladies is white satin and 
diamonds, with a few in lilac 

The curtain pses on the fiist act of the opera of “ Arislodenio,” M vdamu 
Gkvssim and Signou '1r\xilz/im being the leading voices Scarcely a 
note of the pci formance can be heard amid the exclamations of persons half 
sufTocated by the pressure 

At the end of the first act there follows a diveitisscment. The curtain 
having fallen, a silence of expectation succeeds. It, is a little past ten o'clock. 

Enter tlie Royal box the Prince Regent, accompanied by the Emperor 
A r.r.WNDf R OF RUsSiv, demonstrative in mannci now as always, the King 
or Prlssi with his mien of leseive, and many minor Rov \L Pi ksunages 
of Eiiiopc rh( 1C aie modemte acclamations At their back and in ncigh- 
bouiing lioxes T.fiko Livlrpool, Ix^rd Cash i ri u,h, ofiiceis in the suite 
of the sovcioigii*- inleipicteis, and others Ukc then places 

'Ih( cuitain ihcs again, and the pcifoimcis .arc discovcied di.iwn up in 
luu oil iln' 'I hev sing “God save the kirg ’’ llie soscicigns stand 

up, bow, and le&uine their scats amid more applause. 
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A Voice (from the gallery) 

Prinny, where’s your wife ? {Confusion. ) 

Emperor of Russia (to Regent) 

To which of us is the inquiry addressed, Prince ? 

Prince Regent 

To you, sire, depend upon’t — by way of compliment. 

'J'he second act of the Opera proceeds. 

Emperor of Russia 

Any later news from Elba, sir ? 

Prince Regent 

Nothing more than rumours, which," ’pon my honour, I "can 
hardly credit. One is that Bonaparte’s valet has written to say 
that the ex-Emperor is becoming imbecile, and is an object of 
ridicule to the inhabitants of the island. 

King of Prussia 

A blessed result, sir, if true. If he is not imbecile he is worse 
— planning how to involve Europe in another war. It was a 
short-sighted policy to offer him a home so near as to ensure its 
becoming a hot-bed of intrigue and conspiracy in no long time 1 

Prince Regent 

The ex-Empress, Mai ic- Louise, hasn’t joined him after all, I 
learn. Has she remained at Schonbrunn since leaving France, 
sires ? 

E.mperor of Russia 

"Yes, sir; with her son. She must never go back to France. 
Metternich and her father will know better than let her do that. 
Poor young thing, I am sorry for her all the same. She would 
have joined Napole'on if she had been left to herself. — And I was 
sorry for the other wife, too. I called at Malmaison a few days 
before she died. A charming woman ! Sie would have gone to 
Elba or to the devil with him. Twenty thousand people crowded 
down from Paris to see her lying in state last week. 

Prince Regent 

Pity she didn’t have a child by him, by God. 
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King of Prussia 

I don’t think the other one’s child is going to trouble us much. 
But I wish Bonaparte himself had been sent farther away. 

Prince Regent 

Some of our Government wanted to pack him off to St. Helena 
— an island somewhere in the Atlantic, or Pacific, or Great 
South Sea. But they were over-ruled. ’Twoiild have been a 
surer game. 

Emperor of Russia 

One hears strange stories of his sayings and doings. Some of 
my people were tolling me to-day that he says it is to Austria 
that he really owes his fall, and that he ought to have destroyed 
her when he had her in his power. 

Prince Regent 

Dammy, sire, don’t ye think he owes his fall to his ambition 
to humble England by the rupture of the Peace of Amiens, and 
trying to invade us, and wasting his strength against us in the 
Peninsula ? 

Emperor of Russia 

I incline to think, with the greatest deference, that it was 
Moscow that broke him. 

King of Prussia 

The rejection of my conditions in the terms of peace at Prague; 
sires, was the turning-point towards his downfall. 

Enter a box on the opposite side of the house the Pki.ncess of Wai.es, 
attended by Lady Charlotte Campbell, Sir W . Cell, and others. 
Louder applause now rings through the theatre, drowning the sweet voice of 
the Grassini in " Aristodemo. " 

Lady Charlotte Campbell 

It is meant for your Royal Highness 1 

Princess of Wales 

I don’t think so, my dear. Punch’s tvife is nobody when 
Punch himself is present. 

Lady Charlotte Campbei.l 

I feel convinced that it is by their looking this way. 
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Sir W. Cell 

Surely, ma'am, you will acknowledge their affection ? Other- 
wise we may be hissed. 

Princess of Wales 

I know my business better than to take that morsel out of my 
husband’s mouth. There — you see he enjoys it ! I cannot 
assume that it is meant for me unless they call my name. 

The Prince Regent rises and bows, tlie Ts.vr and the King of Prussia 
doing the same. 

L.vdy Charlotte Campbell 

He and the others are bowing to you, ma’am ! 

Princess of Wales 

Mine God, then ; I will bow too ! (She rises and bends to them.) 

Prince Regent 

She thinks we rose on her account. — A damn fool ! (Aside.) 

Emperor of Russia 

What — didn’t we ? I certainly rose in homage to her. 

Prince Regent 

No, sire. We were supposed to rise to the repeated applause 
of the people. 

Emperor of Russia 

H’m. Your customs sir, are a little puzzling. . . . (To the 
King of Prussia.) A fine-looking woman! I must call upon the 
Princess of Wales to-morrow. 

King of Prussia 

I shall, at any rate, send her my respects by my chamberlain. 

Prince Regent (stepping back to Lord Liverpool) 

By God, Liverpool, we must do something to stop 'em I They 
don’t know what a laughing-stock they’ll make of me if they go 
to her. Tell ’em they had better not. 

Liverpool 

I can hardly tell them now, sir, while we are celebrating the 
Peace and Wellington’s victories. 
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Prixce Regent 

Oh, damn the peace, and damn the war, and damn Boney, 
and damn Wellington’s victories ! — the question is, how am I to 
get over this infernal woman 1 — Well, well, — I must write, or send 
Tyrwhitt to-morrow morning, begging them to abandon the idea 
of visiting her for politic reasons. 

The Opera proceeds to the end, and is followed by a h)mn and chorus 
laudatory of peace. Nest a new ballet by' Mijnsii.uk Vkstris, in which 
M. Rozier and M.\d.\me Axciolini dance a pas-de-deux. Then the 
Sovereigns leave the theatre amid more applause. 

The pit and g.illery now call foi the Pri.ntess or \V m.f.s unmistakably. 
She stands up an 1 is warmly accLiimed, retut ning thiee stately cuitseys. 

A Voice 

Shall we burn down Carlton House, my dear, and him in it ? 

Princess of Wales 

No, my good folks ! Be quiet. Go home to your beds, and 
let me do the same. 

After some difficulty she gets out of the house. The people thin away. 
As the candle-snuffers extinguish the lights a shouting is heard without. 

Voices of Crowd 

Long life to the Princess of Wales 1 Three cheers for a 
woman wronged 1 

' The Opera-house becomes lost in darkness. 


ACT FIFTH 

SCENE I 

ELBA. THE QUAY, PORTO FERRAJO 

Night descends upon a beautiful blue cove, enclosed on three sides \ij 
mountains. The port lies towards the western (right-hand) horn of the 
concave, behind it being the buildings of the town ; their long white walls 
and rows of u indows rise tier above tier on the steep incline at the back, and 
aie intersected by narrow alleys and flights of steps that lead up to forts on 
the snmiuit. 

Upon a Kick between two of these forts stands the P.alace of the Mulini, 
N.\i’(ii,i'()\’s residence in Ferrajo. Its windows command the whole town 
and port. 
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Chorus of Ironic Spirits (aerial music) 

The Congress of Vienna st/s, 

And soar becomes a soar of svi/s. 

Where every Posoer perpends soithal 
Its dues as large, its friends/ as small; 

Till Priests of Peace prepare once more 
To f^lit as they has’e fought before I 

In Paris there is discontent; 

Medals are sorought that represent 
One noij unnamed. Men suhisper, ''•He 
Who once has been, again soil I be J" 


DUMB SHOW 

Under cover of the dusk thcie assembles in the bay a small flotilla com- 
prising a brig called t luconstani and several lesser vessels. 

Spirit of Rumour 
The guardian on behalf of the Allies 
Absents himself from Elba, Slosv surmise 
Too vague to pen, too actual to ignore. 

Have strained him hour by hour, and more and more. 

He takes the sea to Florence, to declare 
His doubts to Austrids minis t rat or there. 

Spirit Ironic 

When he returns, XapoUon soill be — sohere ? 

Boats put off fi om these ships to the quay, ivlierc are now discovered to 
have silently g.ttheicd a liorly of grenadiers of the Old Guard. T'he faces of 
Drouot and Cambro.vne .aic revc,dcd bj' the occasional Heck of a lantern to 
bo in command of them. They me quietly taken abunid the brig, and a 
number of men of different ai ms to the other vessels. 

Chorus of Rumours (aerial music) 

NapoUon is going, 

And nought smll prevent him; 

He snatches the snoment 
Occasion has lent him / 

And svhat is he going for. 

Worn with waPs labours ? 

— To reconquer Europe 
With seven hundred sabres. 
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About eight o’clock ue obieixe thit the windows of the PnHce of the 
Mulini are lighted and open and tint two women sit at tiiem the Lmpi ror s 
mother and the Princi ss Pvui is'i Ihcy wnte adieue to some one below, 
and in a short lime a little open low wheeled cai i lage, diaw n b\ the Princlss 
PtULiNLS two pomes, deseends from the house to the poit Theciowd 
evclainis “The Lnipcioi 1“ Nvpoiion appears in his gi ey grcat-eo it, and 
is much fatter th in when he left 1 laiicc lii klR \M1 sits beside him 

He quickly alights and enters the waiting boat It is a tense moment. 
As the boat rows off the sailors sing the Maiseillaisc, and the gathered 
inhabitants join in When the boat reaches the brig its sailois join in also, 
and shout "Pans or death 1" Yet the singing has a melaneholy cadence. 
A gun fires as a signal of departure The night is warm and balmy for the 
season. Not a bice/e is thcie to stn a sail, and the ships aie motionless. 

Chorus of Rumours 

Haste is salvation; 

And still he stays waiting ; 

The calm plays the tyrant^ 

His venture belaitng I 

Should the corvette return 
With the anxious Scotih colonel. 

Escape would be frustrate, 

Retention eternal. 

Four aching hours are spent thus Napoli'om remains silent on deck, 
looking at the town lights, whose reflections bore like augcis into the waters 
of the bay. The sails hang ilaccidly. Then a feeble breeze, then a strong 
south wind, begins to belly the sails ; and the vessels move 

Chorus of Rumours 

. The south wind, the south wind. 

The south wind will save him. 

Embaying the frigate 

Whose speed would enslave him; 

Restoring the Empire 
That f 01 tune orue gave him / 

The moon rises, and the ships silently disappear over the horizon as it 
mounts higher into the sky. 


SCENE II 

VIENNA. THE IMPERIAL PVLACE 

The fore part of the scene is the interior of a dimlv lit g.tllery with an 
opciiw ork SCI con or grille on one side of it that comm inds a hit d s ej e i lew 
of the grand saloon below. At present the screen is curtained. Sounds of 
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music and applause iii tlic saloon ascend into the gallery, and an irradiation 
from the same quarter shines up through chinks in the curtains of the grille. 

Enter the gallery Marie Ijhiise and the Countess op Bkignole, 
followed by the COUNT Neii'PERg, a handsome man of forty two with a 
bandage over one eye. 


Countess of Brignole 
Listen, your Majesty. You gather all 
As well as if you moved amid them there, 

And are advantaged with free sco23e to flit 
The moment the scene palls. 

Marie Louise 

Ah, my dear friend, 

To put it so is flower-sweet of you ; 

But a fallen Empress, doomed to furtive peeps 
At scenes her open presence would unhinge. 

Reads not much interest in them ! Yet, in truth, 

’Twas gracious of my father to arrange 
This glimpse-hole for my curiosity. 

— But I must write a letter ere I look ; 

You can amuse yourself with watching them. — 

Count, bring me pen and paper. I am told 
Madame de Montesquiou has been distressed 
By some alarm ; I write to ask its shape, 

Neippekg spreads writing materiab on a table, and Maeie. Louise sits. 
While she writes he staj^s near hci. Madame de Bkignole goes to the 
screen and parts the curtains. 

The light of a thousand candles blazes up into her eyes from below. The 
great hall is decorated in white and silver, enriched by evergreens and flowers. 
At the end a st.nge is arranged, and Tableaux Vivnnts arc in progress 
thereon, representing the history of the House of Austria, in w’hich figure the 
most charming women of the Court. 

There are present as spectatore nearly all the notables who have assembled 
for the Congress, including the Emi'ERor of Austria himself, his gay wife, 
who quite eclipses him, the Emperor Alexander, the King of Prussia — 
still in the mourning he has never abandoned since the death of Queen 
Louisa, — the King of Bavaria and his son, Metternich, TalletkaiTd, 
Wellington, Nesselrode, Hardenberg ; and minor princes, ministers, 
and officials of all nations. 

Countess of Brignole (suddenly from the grille) 

Something has happened — so it seems, madame 1 
The Tableau gains no heed from them, and all 
Turn murmuring together. 
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Marie Louise 

What may it be ? 

She rises with languid curiosity, and CoUKT Neipperg adroitly takes her 
hand and leads her forward. Ail three look down through the grille. 

Neipperg 

Some strange news, certainly, your Majesty, 

Is being discussed. — I’ll run down and inquire. 

Marie Louise (playfully) 

Nay — stay you here. We shall learn soon enough. 

Neipperg 

Look at their faces now. Count Metternich 
Stai'es at Prince Talley’rand — no muscle moving. 

The King of Prussia blinks bewilderedly 
Upon "Lord Wellington. 

Marie Louise (concerned) 

Yes ; so it seems. , . < 

They are thunderstruck. See, though the music beats, 
The ladies of the Tableau leave their place, 

And mingle with the rest, and quite forget 

That they are in masquerade. The sovereigns show 

By far the gravest mien. ... I wonder, now, 

If it has aught to do with me or mine ? 

Disasters mostly have to do with me 1 

Countess of Brignole 

Those rude diplomatists from England there. 

At your Imperial father’s consternation. 

And Russia’s, and the King of Prussia’s gloom. 

Shake shoulders with hid laughter ! That they call 
The English sense of humour, I infer, — 

To see a jest in other people’s troubles 1 

Marie Louise (hiding her presages) 

They ever take things thus phlegmatically ; 

The safe sea minimizes Continental scares 
In their regard. I rvish it did in mine ! 

But Wellington laughs not, as I discern. 
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Neipperg 

Perhaps, tliough fun for the other English here, 

It means new woik for him. Ah — notice now 
The music makes no moic pielencc to play ! 

Sovereigns and ministcis hate moved apart. 

And talk, and leave the ladies quite aloof — 

Even the (jrand Duchesses and Empress, all — 

Such mighty cogitations trance their minds ! 

Marie Louisi (with more anxietj-) 

Poor ladies ; yea, they diaw into the rear. 

And whisper ominous words among themselves ! 

Count Keippeig — I must ask you now — go glean 
What evil lowers. 1 am riddled thiough 
With strange surmises and more strange alarms ! 

The CouN I I •■s OP Montcsquiou enters. 

Ah — wo shall learn it now. Well — uhal, madame.'* 

Countess of Montksquiou (bicathlessly) 

Your Majesty, the Emperor Napoleon 
Has vanished out of Elba ! Whither flown, 

.'\nd how, and why, nobody says or knows. 

Marie Louise (sinking into a chair) 

My divination pencilled on my brain 
Something not unlike that ! The rigid mien 
That mastered Wellington suggested it. . . . 

Complicity will be ascribed to me. 

Unwitting though I standi . . . (A pause.) 

He’ll not succeed 1 
And my fair plans for Parma n ill be marred, 

And my son’s future fouled ! — I must go hence. 

And instantly declare to Meltcrnich 
That I know nought of this ; and in his hands 
Place me unquestioningly, with dumb assent 
To serve the Allies. . . . Methinks that I was bom 
Under an evil-coloured star, whose ray 
Darts death at joys ! — Take me away, Count. — You 
(to the two ladies) 

Can stay and see the end. 

[Exeunt M \RIE I.OUISE and N EippEHG. 

MnsDAMi's ue Mokti-squiou and de Bkig.vole go to the grille and 
watch and listen. 


. 2 F 
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Voice of Alexander (below) 

I told you, Prince, that it would never last ! 

Voice of Talleyrand 

Well, sire, you should have sent him to the Azores, 

Or the Antilles, or best, Saint-Helena. 

Voice of the King of Prussia 

Instead, we send him but two days from France, 

Give him an island as his own domain, 

A military guard of large resource. 

And millions for his purse ! 

Another Voice 

The immediate cause 
Must be a negligence in watching him. 

The British Colonel Campbell should have seen 
That apertures for flight were wired and barred 
To such a cunning bird ! 

Another Voice 

By all report 

He took the course direct to Naples Bay. 

Voices (of new arrivals) 

He has made his way to France — so all tongues tell — 
And landed there, at Cannes ! (F.xdtemem. ) 

Countess of Brignole 

Do now but note 

How cordial intercourse resolves itself 
To sparks of sharp debate ! The lesser guests 
Are fain to steal unnoticed from a scene 
Wherein they feel themselves as surplusage 
Beside the official minds. — I catch a sign 
The King of Prussia makes the English Duke ; 

They leave the room together. 

Countess of Montesquiou 

Yes ; -wit wanes. 

And all are going — Prince de Talleyrand, 

The Emperor Alexander, Mettemich, 
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The Emperor Francis. ... So much for the Congress 1 
Only a few blank nobodics remain, 

And they seem terror-stricken. . . . Blackly ends 
Such fair festivities. The red god War 
Stalks Europe’s, plains anew 1 

The curLciii of the gi'ille is dropped. Mi;sd.\mcs ok Montesquioo and 
DE Brignole leave the gallcr}'. The light is e-vtinguished there and the 
scene disappears. 


SCENE HI 

L.\ MURE, NEAR GRENOHLE 

A lonely i oad betw cen a lake and some hills, two or three miles outside 
the village of la Mure, is discovered. A battalion of the Fifth French 
royalist regiment of the line, under Commakd.vnt Lessard, is drawn up in 
the middle of the road with a company of sappers and miners, comprising 
altogether about eight hundred men. 

Enter to them from the south a small detachment of lancers with an aide- 
de-camp at their head. They ride up to within speaking distance. 

Lessard 

They are from Bonaparte. Present your arms 1 
Aide (calling) 

We’d parley on Napoleon’s behalf. 

And fain would ask you join him. 

Lessard 

All parole 

With rebel bands the Government forbids. 

Come five steps further, and we fire 1 

Aide 

To France, 

And to posterity through fineless time, 

Must you then answer for so foul a blow 

Against the common weal 1 

NapoliSon’s aide-de-camp and the lancers turn about and -ride back out 
of sight. The royalist troops wait. Presently there reappears from the same 
direction a small column of soldiery, representing the whole of Napoleon’s 
little army shipped from Elba. It is divided into an advance-guard under 
Colonel Mallet, and two bodies behind, a troop of Polish lancers under 
Colonel J erii.\nwski on the right side of the road, and some officers with- 
out troops on the left, under hDVJUR Pacconi, 
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Napoii'ov iiclcs in the midst of the adnnce guird in the old familiar 
“redingotc grisc, ’ cooked hit, and tricoloi cockade, his i\ ell-known profile 
keen against the h 11s He is attended by Gi nth \I s Bi rirvnd, DKOUor, 
and Cambronnl \\ hen they get within a gun shot of the royalists the men 
are halted Napoli on dismounts and steps forwaid ^ 

N VPOLLON 

Diiect the men 
To lodge then weapons underneath the arm, 

Points downwaid I shall not icqune them here. 

Colonel M\lllt 

Sire, is it not a needless jeopardy 
To meet them thus ^ The sentiments of these 
We do not know, and the fiist trigger pressed 
May end you. 

N VPOLLON 

I have thought it out, my friend. 

And value not my life as m itself. 

But as to France, severed from whose embrace 
I am dead already. 

He repeats the order, which is earned out There is a breathless silence, 
and people from the village gather round with tragic e\pectaUons 
NapoiLon walks on alone towards the Fifth battalion, throwing open his 
great-coat and revealing his uniform and the ribbon of the Legion of Honour. 
Raising his hand to his hat he salutes 

Lessard 

Present arms ' 

The firelocks of the royalist battalion are levelled at N APOLf ON. 

Napoleon (still advancing) 

Men of the Fifth, 

See — heie I ami . . . Old fiiends, do you not know me? 
If there be one among you who would slay 
His Chief of proud past years, let him come on 
And do It now ' (A pause ) 

Lessvrd (to his next officei) 

They ate death white at Ins woids 1 
They’ll file not on this man. And I am helpless. 
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SoLDirRS (sudclenlv) 

Why yes ' We knoii )ou, fithei Glad to see ye I 
The Emperoi foi e\ei ' ILi • Huz/t. ! 

^he^ throw then aims upon tht !;iound and iiishinc: font aid sinkdottn 
and sei/e Napoi f on s knees and kiss his hands 1 hose ttho cannot get mar 
him state then shakos and acclaim him possionatclj Bi HIRAND, DrouoI, 
andCiMBRONM Lome up 

N \POl I'ON (pntateh) 

All IS accomplished, Bcitiand i Ten days moie, 

And tie ate snUj, ttithin the Tuiletics. 

The soldieis tcai out their tthite cockades and liample on them, and dis- 
intLi from the boLtom of thur knaps icl s tncolois, tthieh they set up 

N non ON s ottn men nott atiite and fraternize with and embiace the 
soldieis of the I iflh ^\ hen the emotion has subsided NapoliIon forms the 
whole body into a square and addi esses them 

Soldieis, I come with these few faithful ones 
To sate lou ftom the Bouibons, — tieasons, tiichs, 

Ancient abusca, feudal t>iann) — 

Fiom whieh I once of old dchtered jou 
The Bouibon lliione is illegitimate 
Because not founded on the nation’s will, 

But plopped up foi the piofit of a few. 

Comtades, is this not so? 

A GkI N VDIFR 

^es, tetily, site. 

You are the Angel of the Loicl to us , 

We’ll match with )ou to death oi \ictoiy ' 

(Shouts. } 

At this moment a howling dog crosses in fiont of them with a white 
cockade lied to its tad The soldiery of liolh sides laugh loudly 

Napoi i on foi ins both bodies of tioops into one column Peasantry run 
up with buckets of sour wine and a single glass N tPOl r ON takes his turn 
with the rank and file in drinking from iL He bids the whole column follow 
him to Grenoble and Pans Tseunt soldiers headed by Napoleon. 

The secne shuts 


SCENE IV 

SCm)NBRU^N 

The gardens of the Pilacc rountams anil stituari aic seen mound, 
and the Gloi lette eolonnade ns,ng against the sky on a hill behind 
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The ex-EMPRF.'.s Marie Louise is discovered walking up and down. 
Accompanying her is the King of Rome — now a blue-eyed, fair-haired child 
— in the charge of the Countess of Montesquiou. Close by is Count 
Neipperg, and at a little dist.mce Mi'neval, her attendant and NapoliIon's 
adherent. 

The Emperor Francis and Metternicii enter at the other end of the 
parterre. 

Marie Louise (with a start) 

Here are the Emperor and Prince Metternich. 

Wrote you as I directed ? 

Neipperg 

Promptly so. 

I said your Majesty had had no part 
In this mad move of your Imperial spouse, 

And made yourself a ward of the Allies ; 

Adding, that you had vowed irrevocably 
To enter France no more. 

Marie Louise 

Your worthy zeal 

Has been a trifle swift. My meaning stretched 
Not quite so far as that. . . . And yet — and yet 
It matters little. Nothing matters much ! 

The Emperor and Metternich come forward. Neipperg retires. 

Francis 

My daughter, you did not a whit too soon 
Voice your repudiation. Have you seen 
What the Allies have papered Europe with ? 

Marie Louise 
I have seen nothing. 

Francis 

Please you read it, - Prince. 

Metternich (taking out a paper) 

“The Powers assembled at the Congress here 
Owe it to their own troths and dignities. 

And to the furtherance of social order, 

To make a solemn Declaration, thus : 
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By breaki ig the con\cnlion as to Elba, 

Napoleon Bonaparte foitliwitb destroys 
His only legal title to exi-,t, 

And as a conseiiuenre has hnilod himself 
Beyond the pale of ci\il inlenouise. 

Disturber of the tianquillily of the noild, 

There can be neither peace nor truce n ith him, 

And public r-engcance is his self-sought doom. — 

Signed by the Plenipotentiaries.” 

Marie Louise (pale) 

O God, 

H ow terrible 1 . . . What shall (she begins weeping. ) 

Kmc OF Ro.MF 

Is it papa 

They want to hurt like that, dear Mamina ’Quiou ? 

Then ’tuns no good my praying for him so ; 

And I can see that I am not going to be 
A King much longer 1 

Countess of Montesquiou (retiiing with the child) 

Pray for him, Monscigneur, 

Morning and evening just the same 1 They plan 
To take you off from me. But don't forget — 

Do as I say 1 

King of Rome 

Yes, Mamma 'Quiou, I will ! — ■ 

But why have I no pages now ? And why 
Does my mamma the Empress weep so much ? 

Countess of AIontesqltou 
We’ll talk elsewhere. 

[Montesquiou and the King of Rome withdraw to bach. 
Francis 

At least, then, you agree 
Not to attempt to follow Paris-wards 
Your conscience-lacking husband, and create 
More tioubles in the State ? — Remember this, 

I sacrifice my every man and horse 
Ere he rule France again. 
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Marie Louise 

1 am pledged already 
To hold by the Allies ; let that suffice 1 

Metternich 

For the clear good of all, your Majesty, 

And for your safety and the King of Rome’s, 

It most befits that your Imperial father 
Should have sole charge of the young king henceforth, 
^Vhile these convulsions rage. That this is so 
You will see, I think, in view of being installed 
As Parma’s Duchess, and take steps therefor. 

Marie Louise (coldly) 

I understand the terms to be as follows : 

Parma is mine — my very own possession, — 

And as a counterquit, the guardianship 
Is ceded to my father of my son, 

And I keep out of France. 

Metternich 

And likewise this : 

All missives that your Majesty receives 
Under Napoleon’s hand, you tender straight 
The Austrian Cabinet, the seals unbroke ; 

With those received already. 

Francis 

You discern 

How vastly to the welfare of your son 

This course must tend ? Duchess of Parma throned 

You shine a wealthy woman, to endow 

Your son with fortune and large landed fee. 

Marie Louise (bitterly) 

I must have Parma : and those being the terms 
Perforce accept 1 I weary of the strain 
Of statecraft and political embroil : 

I long for private quiet ! . . . And now wish 
To say no more at all. 

M£neval, who has heard her latter remarks, tarns sadly away. 
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tKVNClS 

Ihcie s iiou^h lo sij , 

All IS in tram to woik sua i-iully 

[1 1 \ii'> iid Mli ! Mr d j lit 

Makil Louisl retires toiw s tl e cl lil 1 1 tl c C iL\ 1 ‘•1. r Months 
QU loir Tt the b isk of tin pTiici e wlci Mi is nttl I \i mi g 

rmtr III flout Di Ml Ml o\ > r 1 1 si i cf N 1 1 < s t> si;uijcd 

as 1 fl 11 1st esTiiiii iiig tliL ki Mi m i it ss ^ si 111 -iiiJ comes 
foin 11 I 

Ml Nrt M 

Mill aie joti licie de Monliond ? All is hopeless ' 
ni Momkond 

Mhciefoiei’ Ihc olici o) the Rcijencv 
I come empoiieied to mikc, anti lull coiiduct her 
Safelj to fatiasbbuia with hci liitU son, 

If she shrink not to In etch liti as i nnii, 

And tiptoe fion a postun unpctccuctl ? 


Ml Mt vt 

Though such quaint gcti would mould hn lo a jouth 
Fan AS Adonis on a hunting, mom, 

Yet she’ll lefuse ' A Gcini in piuiki> 

Sits on hei still, nioie, kneaded b> then tils 
Theic’s no will left to hci 1 coiijuied liei 
To hold aloof, sign nothing 15ni m \ain 

DF Mon 1 ROND (looking low aids M uic Louise) 

I fam would put it to hti piivatcly ' 

Mlnii M 

A thing impossible No wind to liei 
Without a woid to him you see with her, 

Neipperg to wit She grows indifferent 
To dreams as Regent , visioning a future 
Wheiem her son and self are two of three 
But where the third is not Napoleon 

Dr Mon i ROND Cm sad suipnsc) 

I mat as well o hence then as I came, 

•knd I nrel to I'eivcn for one thing — th it success 
Attend Napoleon in the coming thiots > 
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M6neval 

I’ll walk with you for safety to the gate, 

Though I am as the Emperor’s man suspect, 

And any day may be dismissed. If so 
I go to Paris. 

[Exeunt M^mevau and de Montrond. 
Spirit Ironic 

Had he but persevered, and biassed her 
To slip the breeches on, and hie away, 

Who knows but that tlu map of France had shaped 
And it will neruer now / 

There enters from the other side of the gardens Maria Carolina, ex-Queen 
of Naples, grandmother of Marie Louise. The Utter, dismissing Montes- 
QUIOU and the child, comes forward. 

Maria Carolina 

I have crossed from Hetzendorf to kill an hour ; 

Why art so pensive, dear ? 

Marie Louise 

Ah, why 1 My lines 

Rule ruggedly. You doubtless have perused 
This vicious cry against the Emperor ? 

He’s outlawed — to be caught alive or dead. 

Like any noisome beast ! 

Maria Carolina 

Nought have I heard. 

My child. But these vile tricks, to pluck you from 
Your nuptial plightage and your rightful glory 
Make me belch oaths ! — ^You shall not join your husband 
Do they assert ? My God, I know one thing. 

Outlawed or no, I’d knot my sheets forthwith. 

Were I but you, and steal to him in disguise. 

Let come what would come ! Marriage is for life. 

Marie Louise 

Mostly ; not always ; not with Josephine ; 

And, maybe, not with me. But, that apart, 

I could do nothing so outrageous now. 

Too many things, dear grand-dame, you forget. 
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A puppet I, by force inflexible, 

Was bid to wed Napoleon at a nod, — 

The man acclaimed to me from cradle-days 
As the incarnate of all e\il things, 

The Antichrist himself. — I kissed the cup. 

Gulped down the inevitable, and married him ; 

But none the less I saw myself therein 

The lamb whose innocent flesh was dressed to grace 

The altar of dynastic ritual ! — 

Hence Elba flung no duty-call to me, 

Neither does Paris now. 

Carolina 
I do perceive 

They have worked on you to much effect already ! 

Go, join your Count j he waits you, dear. — Well, well ; 
The way the wind blows needs no cock to tell ! 

Exeunt severally (JuiiK.x M.iria C.tROi.tXA and Marie Louise with 
Neiwerg. 

The sun sets over the gardens and the scene fades. 


SCENE V 

LONDON. THE OLD HOUSE OF COMMONS 

The interior of the Chamber appeals as in Scene III., Act I., Part I., 
except that the windous are not open and the trees uithout are not yet green. 

Among the Members discovered m their places arc, of ministers and their 
supporters. Lord Castlehk.vgii the Foreign Secretary, VansittarT 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, B.itiiur.st, Pai-siehston the War Secretary, 
Rose, Ponsonby, .Arbuthnot, Lusiiington. Gakkow the Attorney-General, 
Shepherd, Long, Plunketi', B.vnkks; and among those of the Opposi- 
tion Sir Fhvncis Durdett, Whitbread, Tierney, Aberckomby, 
Dundas, Brand, Du.n'can.non, La.miitdn, Heathcote, Sir Samuel 
Romilly, G. Walpole, Ridley, Osborne, and Horner. 

Much interest in the debate is apparent, and the galleries are full. Ia>RD 
Castlereagh rises. 


C.ASTLEREAGH 

At never a moment in my stressed career. 
Amid no memory-moving urgencies, 

Have I, sir, felt so gravely set on mo 

The sudden, vast responsibility 

That I feel now. Few things conceivable 
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Could moie momentous to the futuie be 

Than what mi) spiin^ fiom counsel heie to night 

On me ms to meet the plot unp irallcled 

In full fieice pliy elsenheic Sn, this bein^ so, 

And seeing how the eients of these hist d.i)s 
Menace the toil of twent) anxious )eais, 

And peiil all that peiiods pitient aim, 

No auguiing mind can doubt that deeds which root 
In steadiest put pose only, will effect 
Delivcrince fiom a woild calamity 
As daik as an) m the vaults of lime 

Now, what we notice fiont and foiemost is 
That this convulsion speaks not, pictuies not 
The heait of Fiance It comes of aitifice — 

From the unique and sinistei influence 

Of a smait aim) gaincslei — upon men 

Who hav e shai ed his ovv n evcitements, spoils, and crimes. — 

This man, who calls himself most impiously 

The Empeior of 1 lance by Giacc of God, 

Has, in the scale of human chaiactei, 

Diopt down so low, that he has set at nought 
All pledges, stipulations, guaiantees, 

And stepped upon the only pedestal 
On which he caies to stand — his lawless will. 

Indeed, it is a fact scaice ciedible 

That so m)Steiiously m his own breast 

Did this adventuier lock the scheme he planned, 

Th it his companion Beitiand, chief in trust, 

Was unapprised thereof until the houi 
In which the oidei to embaik was given ' 

I think the House will leadily discern 
That the wise, waiy tiarkwa) to be tiod 
By out own country in the ciisis reached. 

Must he ’twixt two altcinatives, — of war 
In conceit with the Continental Powcis, 

Or of an armed and cautionary couise 
Sufficing foi the piesent phase of things 
Whatevei diffeicnces of view pievail 
On the so seiious and impending question — 

Whethei in point of piudent icckomng 
’Twcie betlci let the I’owei set uji exist. 

Or prompt!) at the outset deal with it — 
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Still, to all eyes it is imperati\e 

That some mode of safoguai dance be devised; 

And if I cannot range Ijefore the House, 

At this stage, all the teachings of the case, 

I will, if needful, on some future day 
Poise these nice matters on their merits here. 

Meanwhile I have to move: 

That .in address unto His Royal Highness 
Pic humbly offered for his gracious message, 

And to assure him that his faithful Commons 
Are fully roused to the dark harardries 
To which the life and equanimity 
Of Europe are exposed by deeds in France, 

In contravention of the plighted p.icts 
At Paris in the course of yester-year. 

That, in a cause of such n ide-waked concern. 

It doth afford us real relief to know 
That concert .lith His M.ajcsty’s Allies 
Is being cft'ectod with no loss of time — 

Such concert as will thoroughly provide 
For Europe’s full and long secuiity. (Cheers.) 

That we, with zeal, will speed such help to him 
So to augment his force by sea and land 
As shall empower him to set afoot 
Swift measures meet for its accomplishing. (Cheers.) 

Burdett 

It seems to me almost impossible. 

Weighing the language of the noble lord, 

To catch its counsel, — whether peace or war. (Hear, hear.) 

If I translate his words to signify 

The high e.xpcdiency of watch and ward, 

That we may not be t.iken unawares, 

I own concurrence ; but if he propose 
To plunge this realm into a sea of blood 
To reinstate the Bourbon line in France, 

I should but poorly do my duty here 
Did 1 not lift my voice protestingly 
Against so ruinous an enterprise 1 

Sir, I am old enough to call to mind 
The first fierce frenzies for the selfsame end. 

The fruit of which was to endow this man, 



446 


THE DYNASTS 


ACT T 


The object of your apprehension now, 

With such a mi>;ht as could not be withstood 
By all of banded Europe, till he roamed 
And wicckcd it wantonly on Russian plains. 

Shall, then, another scoie of scourging years 
Distract this l.uid to m.ake a Bourbon king ? 

Wrongly has Bonaparte’s late course been called 
A rude incursion on the soil of France. — 

Who ever knew a sole and single man 
Invade a nation thirty million strong. 

And gain in some few days full sovereignty 
Against that nation’s will ! — The truth is this : 

The nation longed for him, and has obtained him. . . . 

I have beheld the agonies of war 
Through many a weary season ; seen enough 
To make me hold that scarcely any goal 
Is worth the reaching by so red a road. 

No man can doubt that this Napoleon stands 
As Emperor of France by Frenchmen's wills. 

Let the French settle, then, thei*- own affairs ; 

I say we shall have nought t'' apprehend ! — 

Much as I might advance in proof of this. 

I’ll dwell not thereon now. I am satisfied 
To give the general reasons which, in brief. 

Balk my concurrence in the Address proposed. (Cheers.) 

PONSONBY 

My words will be but few, for the Address 
Constrains me to support it as it stands. 

So far from being the primary step to war. 

Its sense and substance is, in my regard, 

To leave the House to guidance by events 
On the grave question of hostilities. 

The statements of the noble lord, I hold. 

Have not been candidly interpreted 
By grafting on to them a headstrong will. 

As does the honourable baronet. 

To rob the French of Buonaparte’s rule. 

And force them back to Bourbon monarchism. 

That our free land, at this abnormal time. 

Should put her in a pose of wariness. 

No unwarped mind can doubt. Must war revive. 
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Let it be quickly waged ; and quickly, too, 

Reach its effective end : though ’tis my hope, 

My ardent hope, that peace may be preserved. 

Whiteread 

Were it that I could think, as does my friend, , 
That ambiguity of sentiment 
Informed the utterance of the noble lord 
(As oft does ambiguity of word), 

1 might with satisfied and sure resolve 
Vote straight for the Address. But eyeing well 
The fl\msy web there woven to entrap 
The credence of my honourable friends, 

I must with all my energy contest 
The wisdom of a new and hot crusade 
For fixing who shall fill the throne of France 1 
Already are the seeds of mischief sown ■, 

The Declaration at Vienna, signed 
Against Napoleon, is, in my regard. 

Abhorrent, and our country’s character 
Defaced by our subscription to its terms ! 

If words have any meaning it incites 
To sheer assassination ; it proclaims 
That any meeting Bonapaite may slay him ; 

And, wh.atso language the Allies now hold. 

In that outburst, at least, w’as war declared. 

The noble lord to-night would second it. 

Would seem to urge that we full arm, then wait 
For just as long, no longer, than would serve 
The preparations of the other Pow’ers, 

And then — pounce down on France 1 

Castlereagh 

No, no 1 Not so. 

Whitbread 

Good God, then, what are W'e to understand ? — • 
However, this denial is a gain. 

And my misapprehension owes its birth 
Entirely to that mystery of phrase 
Which taints all rhetoric of the noble lord. 

Well, what is urged for new aggression now, 
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To vamp up and replace the Bourbon line ? 
The wittiest man who ever sat here ^ said 
That half our nation’s debt had been incurred 
In efforts to supijrcss the Bourbon power, 

The other half in efforts to restore it, (laughter) 
And I must deprecate a further plunge 
For ends so futile ! Why, since Ministers 
Craved peace with Bonaparte at Chatillon, 
Should they refuse him peace and quiet now ? 

This brief amendment therefore I submit 
To limit Ministers’ aggressiveness 
And make self-safety all their chartering : 

“ We at the same time earnestly implore 
That the Prince Regent graciously induce 
Strenuous endeavours in the cause of peace. 
So long as it be done consistently 
With the duo honour of the English crown.” 

(Cheers. ) 


Castlereagh 

The arguments of Members opposite 
Posit conditions which experience proves 
But figments of a dream ; — that honesty. 

Truth, and good faith in this same Bonaparte 
May be assumed and can be acted on : 

This of one who is loud to violate 

Bonds the most sacred, treaties the most grave ! . . . 

It follows not that since ibis realm was won 
To treat \Vith Bonaparte at Chatillon, 

It can treat now. And as for assassination 
The sentiments outspoken here to-night 
Are much piore like to urge to desperate deeds 
Against the persons of our good Allies, 

Than are, against Napoleon, statements signed 
By the Vienna plenipotentiaries 1 

We are, in fine, too fully warranted 
On moral grounds to strike at Bonaparte, 

If we at any crisis reckon it 

E.vpedient so to do. The Government 

Will act throughout in concert with the Allies, 


^ ShendsD, 
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And Ministers are well within their rights 
To claim that their responsibility 

Be not distiirlied by hackneyed forms of speech (‘‘Oh, oh”) 
Upon war’s horrors, and the bliss of peace, — 

Which none denies ! (Cheers.) 

PONSONBY 

I ask the noble lord 

If that his meaning and pronouncement be 
Immediate war ? 


Castlereagh 

I have not phrased it so. 

Opposition Cries 

The question is unanswered ! 

There are c.\citcd calls, and the House divides. The result is announced 
as thirty.seven for WnniiRE.tD’s amendment, and ng.ainst it two hundred 
and twenty. 

The clock strikes twelve as the House adjourns. 


SCENE VI 

WESSEX. DURNOVER GREEN, CASTERBRIDGE 

On a patch of green grass on Dumover Hill, in the purlieus of Caster- 
bridge, a rough gallows has been erected, and an efilgy of NapoliIon hung 
upon it. Under the effigy are faggots of brushwood. 

It is the dusk of a spring evening, and n great crowd has gathered, 
comprising male and female inhabitants of the Dwrnover suburb, and 
villagers from dislancos of many miles. Also are present some of the 
count}' yeomanry in white leather breeches and scarlet, volunteers in scarlet 
with green facings, and the Reverend Mr. J’ai.meh, titsir of the parish, 
leaning against the post of his garden door, and smoking a clay pipe 
of preternatural length. Also Private C.ANTJ.E from Egdon Heath, 
and Solomon Longvv'ays of Casterbridge. The Durnover band, which 
includes a clarionet, serpent, oboe, tambourine, cymbals, and drum, is 
playing ‘‘ Lord Wellington's Hornpipe." 

A rustic enters at a furious pace by the eastern road, in shirt sleeves, with 
his smock-frock on his arm. 

Rustic (wiping his face) 

Says I, please God I’ll lose a quarter to zee he burned ! And 
I left 'stourcastle at dree o’clock to a minute. And if I’d known 
that I should be too late to zee the beginning on’t, I’d have lost 
a half to be a bit sooner. 

2 G 
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Yeoman 

Oh, you be soon enough good-now. He’s just going to be 
lighted. 

Rustic 

But shall I zee en die ? I wanted to zee if he’d die hard. 


Yeoman 


Why, you don’t suppose that Boncy himself is to be burned 
here ? 


Rustic 


What — not Boney that’s to be burned ? 


A Woman 

Why, bless the poor man, no ! This is only a mommet 
they’ve made of him, that’s got neither chine nor chitlings. His 
innerds be only a lock of straw from Bridle’s barton. 


Longways 

He’s made, neighbour, of a’ old cast jacket and breeches 
from our barracks here. Likeways Grammer Pawle gave us 
Cap’n Meggs's old Zunday shirt that she’d saved for tinder-box 
linnit ; and Keeper Tricksey of Mellstock emptied his powder- 
horn into a barm-bladder, to make his heart wi’. 


Rustic (vehemently) 

Then there’s no honesty left in Wessex folk nowadays at all ! 
“ Honey’s going to be burned on Durnover Green to-night,” — 
that was what a pa’cel of chaps said to me out Stourcastle way, 
and I thought, to be sure I did, that he’d been catched sailing 
from his islant and landed at Budniouth and brought to Caster- 
bridge Jail, the natural retreat of malefactors ! — False deceivers 
— making me lose a quarter who can ill afford it ; and all for 
nothing ! 

Longways 

’Tisn’t a mo’scl o’ good for thee to cry out against Wessex 
folk, when ’twas all thy own stunpoll ignorance. 

The Vic.VK OF Duknc'Ver removes bis pipe aiul spits pcrpendieulaily. 

Yicak. 

My dear misguided man, you don’t imagine that we should be 
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so inhuman in this Christian country as to burn a fellow-creature 
alive ? 

Rustic 

Faith, I won’t say I didn’t ! Durnovcr folk have never had 
the highest of Christian characters, come to that. And 1 didn’t 
know but that oven a pa’son might backslide to such things in 
these gory times — I won’t say on a Zunday, but on a week-night 
like this — when we think what a blasphemioiis rascal he is, and 
that there’s not a more charnel-minded villain towards womenfolk 
in the whole world. 

The effigy has by this time been kindled, and they watch it burn, 
the flames making the faces of the crowd bmss-bright, and lighting the grey 
tower of Durnovcr Church h.ird by. 

'WoM.VN (singing) 

Eayonols and firelocks! 

I ivouldn’t my mammy should know’t, 

But I've been kissed in a sentry-box, 

Wrapped up in a soldier’s coal 1 

Private Cantle 

Talk of backsliding to bum Boney, I can backslide to any- 
thing when my blood is up, or rise to anything, thank God 
fopt I ^^'hy, I shouldn’t mind fighting Boney single-handed, if 
so be I had the choice o’ weapons, and fresh Rainbarrow flints 
in my flint-box, and could get at him downhill. Yes, I’m a 
dangerous hand with a pistol now and then I . . . Hark, what’s 
that ? (.\ horn is hoard eastward on the London Road.) Ah, here 

comes the mail. Now we may learn something. Nothing 
boldens my nerves like news of slaughter ! 

Enter m.ul conch and sie.vming horses. It halts for a minute while the 
wheel is skidded and the horses stale. 

Several 

What was the latest news from abroad, guard, when you left 
Piccadilly White-Horse-Cellar ? 

GU-ARU 

You have heard, I suppose, that he’s given up to public 
vengeance, by Govev'mcnt orders? Anybody may take his life 
in ;my w.ay, f.iir or foul, and no questions asked. But Marshal 
Key, who was sent to fight him, flung his anns round his neck 
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and joined him with all his men. Next, the telegraph from 
Plymouth sends news landed there by The Spanenu, that he has 
reached Paris, and King Louis has fled. But the air got hazy 
before the telegraph had finished, and the name of the place he 
had fled to couldn’t be made out. 

The Vicar of Durnover blows a cloud of smoke, and again spits 
perpendicularly. 

Vicar 

Well, Pm d Dear me — dear me ! The Lord’s will be 

done. 

Guard 

And there are to be four armies sent against him — English, 
Proosian, Austrian, and Roosian : the first two under Wellington 
and Bliicher. And just as we left London a show was opened of 
Boney on horseback as large as life, hung- up with his head 
downwards. Admission one shilling ; children half-price. A 
truly patriot spectacle ! — Not that yours here is bad for a simple 
countr)’-place. 

The coach drives on down the hill, and the crowd reHeclively watches the 
burning. 

Woman (singing) 

I 

My Love’s gone a-fighting 
Where war-trumpets call. 

The wrongs o’ men righting 
Wi’ carbine and ball, 

And sabre for smiting. 

And charger, and all 1 

II 

Of whom does he think there 
Where war-trumpets call ? 

To whom does he drink there, 

Wi’ carbine and ball 

On battle’s red brink there, 

And charger, and all ? 

III 

Her, whose voice he hears humming 
Where war-trumpets call. 



SCENE VI 


PART THIRD 


4S3 


“ I \vait, Lo\ e, thy coming 
Wi’ caibine and ball, 

And bandsmen a-diiimming 
Thee, chaigei and all ! ” 

The flames reach the pouder in the effitj}', vt Inch is blown to jags. The 
band marches off plating “ When War's Alarms," the ci owd disperses, the 
\icai stands musing and smoking at his garden door till the lire goes out and 
dai kness cm tains the scene. 


ACT SIXTH 

SCENE I 

THE BELGIAN FRONTIER 

The village of Beaumont stinds in the centre foieground of a birds’-eye 
prospect across the Belgian fiontier from the French side, being close to the 
frontier on the Belgian side A vast foiest recedes from it towards the river 
banibie further back in the scene, which pursues a crinkled course between 
high banks from Maubeuge on the left to Charleroi on the nght. 

In the shadows that muffle all objects, innumerable bodies of infantry and 
cai airy are disceined bnouacking in and aiound the village. This mass of 
men forms the coiitial column of Napoleon's army 

1 ho right column is seen at a distance on that hand, also near the frontier, 
on the rotd leading towards Chailcioi , and the left column by Solre-sur- 
Sanibrc, where the frontiei and the i.sei ne.irly coincide. 

The obscurity thins and the June dawn appears 

DUMB SHOW 

The bivouacs of the central column become broken up, and a movement 
ensues iightwaids on Charlcioi The twcUe regiments of caialry which ate 
in adiance nioie off first, in half an hour more bodies moae, and more in the 
ne\t half hour, till bj eight o'clock the whole centi,il army is gliding on It 
defiles in strands by nariow Hacks thiough the forest Riding impatiently on 
the outskirts of the columns is Maksjial Nev, who has as yet received no 
command 

As the day develops, sights and sounds to the left and right rgveal that the 
two outside columns base also stalled, and aie creeping towards the frontier 
abreast with the centie Th.at the whole forms one great movement, co- 
ordinated by one mind, now becomes apparent Picceded by scouts the three 
columns comet gc 

'I he adi nice thiough dense woods bv nanow paths lakes time. The head 
of the middle and mam column foices hick some outposts, and reaches 
(.hultioi, dining out the Piiissian gencial Fit rrN. It seizes the bridge over 
the Sambio and blows up the gates of the town 

The point of cbsci vation now' descends close to the scen& 
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In the midst comes the Emi 1 1 ( tt with the Snppcrs of the Ginrd the 
Marines and the \o Guaid Ihe clittci 1 1 the sealed mhiliitants to 
their doois and windows Chieis ann. fiom some of them \s \ Mon dn 
passes up the steep etiect Tui»t bexond the town in front cf the Pellc ue 
Inn he dismounts V eliin is brought out in whieh he sits at d siitxexs the 
whole \ dlc> of the ‘^inibie Ihu tioops niaieh past theeiin^ him and 
diums loU and bu"ks blow So in the 1 wu i tiR is found to be isl cp 

\\ hen the ritde of ih i pa^ ii^ cease the silence wal es him His listless 
eye falls upon a half de! i ed poster on a w all opposite — the Deehiation of 
the Allies 

N\P 0 I 10 N (leadin^) 

. Bonipaite destrots llic oitlv Ic^j il title on which his 
existence depended . lie his deputed hin self of the pio- 
tection of the law, and has manifested to the Unncise th it there 
can be neithei peace noi tiuce with him The Poweis con- 
sequently declaie tint Napoleon Bonapaite has placed him'^elf 
without the pale of civil and social icl iiions, and th it as an enemy 
and disluiber of the tranqudlitv of the woild he has rendeied 
himself liable to public tengeance ” 

Ills flesh quixcis mill tuins with a stau as if f incMiig ihit some one 
nu\ be about ■> stab him in me back Jhen he rises mounts and iidts on 
Meanwhile the luyht column ciosscs the Siinbie without difficulty at 
Chitelet a UuV lower do mi the left coluwn at Muehiemae a little higher 
up , and the tliiee bmbs combine into one x ist iimx 

\s the c lit mi of th#* mist is falling the |X)int of xision soais again and 
there is affouie I a brief glimpse of what i-j doing fai iwax on the other side 
I lom all parts of 1 uiope long and sinister black hies arc ciiwling hitherxxard 
in serpentine linrs Ike *:lowwoims Ihioti^h giass They me the adxancmg 
armies of the Allies The Dumb bhoxx ends 


SCENE II 

A BALLROOM IN BRUSSELS ^ 

It IS a June midnight at the Duke \nd Dlcjii ss oi Richmonds A band 
of stringed instruments slioxxs in th# bad gruuiul rhe loom is crowded witn a 
bnlliant assemblage of more lhaa two hundred of the distinguished people 
sojourning in the city on account of the war and other reasons and of local 
personages of State and fashion The ball has opened with Ihe White 
Cockade 

Among those discovered present either dancing or looking on are the 

1 J Ins fame us ball has become so embedded in the 1 istorj of the Hundred Da>s as 
to 1 c an H Xc^r li part of it A ct m spite of ihc efforts that h x\ e been m ide o locate the 
roon %lu(,h siv the memorable j,athcrmij (by the prt ent untcr mire than tlnrtj years 
1 aJ in 1 f, other enthusiasts) a dispassionate juds,mcnt niu t dcn> that its site has as 
>ct 1 t^IJr^el Fven Sir W I r iscr is not cmMiicm? 1 1 e e\tnt 1 ii pened less than 
a eei uiij lut the spot is almost as phantisinil in Us elusixc as towered 

Comelut, lUc paUtce of Pn im, or the hill m Calvary* 
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Dl K.r ind Dlciii ‘•s is host and hostess th it son and eldest daughter the 
Duchess s biollicr tlic Dill 1 \\ i LI i\c 1 N the } i i\ci (1 Ok IM I the 
Dull oi lit nsw icie 1 \i \ \ v\ C \l i r 1 1 n the 1 n Scticlai \ o*' St ite 
theDLKJ i \i Miir the M \i R 1 1 1 1 Lssi i e the Dlki \M) Dlciii ss 
or 1 I \L1 II Gl M 1 \I \l V\ V Gl M I U Otll 1 \ \1 I 1 I HI) Ilii I 
I(in I \m C MN 11 \M III III M 1 \M) I \u\ Slsin Ciimon 

Sii II v\i) I \i \ IltMiii N Dmrwiiii Si W ii i i \\i a'<ii I \m Di 
L \Nrrt I I u L \ 1 I f Sii I ii\ 1 1 \t L l d 1 i i M i i\G 1 1 s I id 
LdW VPD S )M1 IlSl 1 L ID H \Y Cell MI \lIICIOMBY SlK HLsSCL 
\ivi\N Sir \ G 1 d n Sii \\ Pins \i\ Sir Di ms P\cr. Sir J \mes 
K i Ml I Sii In Mtsliti n Gl m i ti Mmilvmi Cilonei Cahi ron 
man\ thei cneeia I i ^,1 1 Hinotei an Duteh and Belgian ladles English 
and foie gn in 1 Seoteh i el daneeis from Higl land icgiments 

I he H in, lai A\ ill haing also leen danced the hostess calls up 
the Higllind s Ideis to sh \ thefaicgn guests whit a Seoteh leel is hi e 
The men ] nt thei han a m then h ] s aid tiea 1 it out biisl 1} 'W hile thej 
stand aside an 1 I est 1 1 e II inoieiian Danec is ealled 

Entei I II irs \M \\ 1 1 siLP \ D C to the 1 1 i\ri orORSNor Hie 
PiinceaOes ipnt\Mth him mil iceeiies a dispatch Aftei reading it he speal s 
to WnilNCICN and the tio aceonipanied bj the Dlke OS RICHMOND 
lotiie mtoan aleoiei thseiious faces Wllsill m passing bicU across the 
1 allioom iNcliai is a hastj nord aiith two or thiee of the guests Inown to 
him ajouiioOll e an on, them and goes out 

\ Ob N G O I iiCLR (to pai tnei ) 

Tiie Ficncli li tie ijasseel the Sainbie at Chaileioi • 

Parini r 

^\ hat — does it mean that Bonapaite indeed 
Is beaiiiij, down upon us? 

\ObNG OllICER 

That is so 

Ihc one at ho spoke to me in pissing out 
Is Aide to the Piince of Oian^e, bunging him 
Dispatches fiom Rebccquc, his chiei of Staff, 

Row at the fiont, not fai fiom In tine le Comte , 

He says that Ney, leading the Fiench van guaid, 

Has buist on Quatre-Bras 

Partner 

O hoind time ! 

Will )ou, then, hate to go and face them there ? 

Young Officer 

I shall, of couise, sweet Promptly too, no doubt 

(He gazes about the room > 
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See — the news spreads ; the dance is paralyzed. 

They are all whispering round. (The band stops.) Here 
comes one more, 

He’s the attache from the Prussian force 
At .our headquarters. 

Enter General Muifli-ng. lie looks prepossessed, and goes straight 
to Wellington and Richmond in the aleovc, who by this time have been 
joined by the Duke of Brunswick. 

Several Guests (at back of room) 

Yes, you see, it’s true ! 

The army will prepare to march at once. 

PiCTON (to another general) 

I am damn glad we are to be off. Pottering about here 
pinned to petticoat tails — it does one no good, but blasted harm 1 

Av'-.tiier Guest 

The ball cannot go r' ran it? Didn’t the Duke know the 
French were so near? if he did, how could he let us run risks 
so coolly ? 

Lady Hamilton Dalrymple (to partner) 

A deep concern weights those responsible 
Who gather in the alcove. Wellington 
Affects a cheerfulness in outward port, 

But cannot rout his real anxiety ! 

The Duchess of Richmond goes to her husband. 

Duchess 

Ought I to stop the ball ? It hardly seems right to let it 
continue if all be true. 

Richmond 

I have put that very question to Wellington, my dear. He 
says that we need not hurry off the guests. The men have to 
assemble some time before the officers, who can stay on Jiere a 
little longer without inconvenience ; and he would prefer that 
they should, not to create a panic in the city, where the friends 
and spies of Napoleon are all agog for some such thing, which 
they would instantly communicate to him to take advantage of. 



SCENE II 


PART THIRD 


4S7 


Duchess 

Is it safe to stay on ? Should we not be thinking about 
getting the children away ? 

Richmond 

There’s no hurry at all, even if Bonaparte were really sure to 
enter. But he’s never going to set foot in Brussels — don’t you 
imagine it for a moment. 

Duchess (anxiously) 

I hope not. But I n ish we had never brought them here 1 
Richmond 

It is too late, my dear, to wish that now. Don’t be flurried ; 
make the people go on dancing. 

The Duciinss retains to her guests. The Duke rejoins Wellington, 
Brunswick, Muffling, and the Princi; op Orange m the alcove^ 

Wellington 

We need not be astride till fi\e o’clock 
If all the men nie marshalled well ahead. 

The Biussels citizens must not suppose 
They stand in serious peril. . . . He, I think, 

Diiects his main attack mistakenly ; 

It should have been through Mons, not Charleroi. 

muffling 

The Austrian armies, and the Russian too, 

Will show nowhere in this. The thing that’s done. 

Be it a historied feat or nine days’ fizz, 

Will be done long before they join us here 

Wellington 

Yes, faith ; and ’tis a pity. But, by God, 

Bhicher, I think, and I can make a shift 
To do the business without troubling ’em 1 
Though I’ve an infamous army, that’s the truth,.— 

Weak, and but ill-equipped, — and what's as bad, 

A damned unpractised staff 1 

muffling 

We’ll hope for luck 
Bliicher concentrates certainly by now 
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Near Ligny, as he says in his dispatch. 

Your Grace, I glean, will mass at Quatre-Bras ? 

Wellington 

Ay, now we are sure this move on Charleroi 
Is no mere feint. Though I had meant Nivelles. 

Have ye a good map, Richmond, near at hand ? 

Richmond 

In the next room there’s one. (Exit Richmond.) 

Wellington calls up various general officers and aides from other parts 
of the room. Picton, Uxbridge, Hill. Clinton, Vivian, Maitland, 
PONSONUY, Somerset, and others join him in succession, receive orders, and 
go out severally. 

Prince of Or.vnge 

As my divisions seem to lie around 

The probable point of impact, it behoves me 

To start at once, Duke, for Genappe, I deem ? 

Being in Brussels, all for this damned ball, 

The dispositions out there have, so far. 

Been made by young Saxe W’eimar and Porponcher, 

On their own judgment quite. I go, your Grace ? 

Wellington 

Yes, certainly. ’Tis now desirable. 

Farewell ! Good luck, until we meet again. 

The battle won I 

[Exit Prince of Orange, and, shortly after. Muffling. 
Richmond returns with a map, which he spreads out on the table 
Wellington scans it closely. 

Napoleon has befooled me. 

By God he has, — gained four-and-twenty hours’ 

Good march upgn me ! 

Richmond 

What do you mean to do ? 
Wellington 

I have bidden the army concentrate in strength 
At Qtiatrc-Bras. But we shan’t stop him there ; 

So I must fight him /lere, 

(He marks Waterloo with his thumb-nail. ) 
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Well, now I have sped 
All necessary orders I may sup, 

And then must say good-bye. (To Brunswick.) This very 
day 

There will be lighting, Duke. You are fit to start? 

Brunswick (coming forward) 

I leave almost this moment. — ^Yes, your Grace — 

And I sheath not my sword till I have avenged 
My father’s death. I have sworn it ! 

Wellington 

My good friend, 

Something too solemn knells beneath your words. 

Take clieerful views of the affair in hand, 

And fall to’t with sang froid ! 

Brunswick 

But I have sworn I 

Adieu. The rendezvous is Quatre-Bras ? 

Wellington 

Just so. The order is unchanged. Adieu ; 

But only till a later hour to-day ; 

I see it is one o'clock. 

Wei,i.i<igton and Richmond go out of the alcove and join the hostess, 
Bku.nswick's black figure being left there alone. He bends over the map 
for a few seconds. > 

Spirit of the Years 

O Drnnsnuick, Duke of Deathsuounds / Even as he 
For sohom thou soeadst that filial weedery 
IVas waylaid by my tipstaff nine years since. 

So thou this day s/ialt feel his fendless tap, 

And join thy sire ! 

Brunswick (starting up) 

I am stirred by inner words. 

As 'twere my father’s angel calling me, — 

That prelude to our death my lineage know ! 

He stands in a reverie for a moment ; then, bidding adieu to the Duchess 
of Richmond and her daughter, goes slowly out of the ballroom by a 
side-door. 
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Duchess 

The Duke of Brunswick bore him gravely here. 

His sable shape has struck me all the eve 
As one of those romantic presences 
We hear of — seldom see. 

Wellington (phlegmatically) 

Romantic, — well. 

It may be so. Times often, ever since 

The late Duke’s death, his mood has tinged him thus. 

He is of those brave men who danger see, 

And seeing front it, — ^not of those, less brave 
But counted more, who face it sightlessly. 

Young Officer (to partner) 

The Generals slip away ! I, Love, must take 
The cobbled highway soon. Some hours ago 
The French seized Cha Ic-oi ; so they loom nigh. 

Part;-' t (uneasily) 

Which tells me that the hour you draw your sword 
Looms nigh us likewise ! 

Young Officer 

Some are saying here 

We fight this very day. Rumours all-shaped 
Fly round like cockchafers ! 

Suddenly there echoes into the ballroom a long-drawn metallic purl ol 
sound, making all the company start ; 


tr. tr, ir, tr, tr. 



Ah — there it is. 

Just as I thought 1 They are beating the G6ndrale. 


The loud roll of side-drums is taken up by other drums further and further 
away, till tlie hollow noise spreads all over the city. Dismay is written on 
the faces of the women. The Highland non-commissioned officers and 
privates march smartly down the ballroom and disappear. 

Spirit of the Pities 
Discc7'ned you stepping out in front of them 
That fiyin'e—of a pnle drum-major kind. 

Or fugleman — who wore a cold grimace t 
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Spirit of the Vevrs 

He was my old fi-icnd Death, in rarest trim. 

The occasion favouring his husbandry ! 

Spirit of the Pnins 

> 

Arc those who marched behind him, then, to fall? 

Spirit of the Years 

Ay, all well nigh, ere Time have hottred threescore. 

Partner 

Surely this cruel call to instant war 

Spares space for one dance more, that memory 

May store when you are gone, while I — sad me ! — 

Wait, wait and weep. . . . Yes — one there is to be ! 

Spirit Ironic 

Methinks flirtation grows too tender here I 

Country D\nce: "Tiih. Prime of Life"! 

Tlie sense of looming tragedy carries emotion to its climax. AH the 
younger officers stand up with their partners, foiming several figures of fifteen 
or tnenty couples each. The air is ccstasidng, and both sexes abandon 
themselves to the movement. 

Nearly half an hour passes before the figure is danced down. Smothered 
kisses follow the conclusion. The silence is broken from without by more 
long hollow tolling notes, so near that they thrill the window-panes. 

Several 

'Tis the Assemble. Now, then, we must go 1 

The officers bid farewell to their partners and begin leaving in twos and 
threes. When they are gone the vtonien mope and murmur to each other by 
the wall, and listen to the tramp of men and slamming of doors in the streets 
without. 

Lady Hamilton Dalrymple 

The Duke has borne him gaily here to-night. 

The youngest spirits scarcely capped his own. 

Dalrymple 

Maybe that, finding himself blade to blade 
With Bonaparte at last, his blood gets quick. 

I A favourite figure at this period. 
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French lancers of the Guard were seen at Frasnes 
Last midnight ; so the clash is not far off. 

[They le.ive. 


Dii Lancey (to his wife) 

(1 

I take you to our door, and say good-bye, 

And go thence to the Duke’s and wait for him. 

In a few hours we shall be all in motion 
Towards the scene of — what we cannot tell ! 

You, dear, will haste to Antwerp till it’s past. 

As we have arranged. 

[They Iciive. 

Wellington (to Richmond) 

Now I must also go. 

And snatch a little snooze ere harnessing. 

The Prince and Brunswick have been gone some while. 

Richmond \v.ilks to the door with him. Exit Wellington. Richmond 
returns. 

Duchess (to Richmond) 

Some of these left renew the dance, you see. 

I can.i'it stop them ; but with memory hot 

Of lho>c late gone, of where they are gone, and why, 

It smacks of heartlessness 1 

Richmond 

Let be ; let be ; 

Youth comes not twice to fleet mortality 1 

The duncing. however, is fitful and spiritless, few but eirilian partners 
being left for the ladies. Many of the latter prefer to sit in reverie while 
waiting for their carriages. 

Spirit of the Pities 

When those stout men-at-arms drew doorward there, 

I saw a like grimacing shadow march 
And pirouette before no few of them. 

Some of themselves beheld its some did not. 

Spirit of the Years 
Which were so ushered f 
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Spirit of tub ITiies 

Bruimjkk, who arw anil kmw; 

One also tnoved before Sir Thomas Piitoii, 

Who coolly conned and drily spoke to it ; 

Another danced in front of Ponsonby, t 

Who failed of heedino his. — Dc Tanicy, Hay, 

Gordon, and Cam cron, and many more . 

Were foot manned by like phantoms from the ball. 

Spirit of the Years 
Multiplied shimmerings of my Protean friend. 

Who means to couih them shortly. Thou isiilt eye 
Many fantastic moulds of him ere long. 

Such as, bethink thee, oft hast eyed before. 

Spirit of the Pities 
I have — too often 

The .ittomi.ileci d.inco dies out. the lemaining guests depart, the 
musicians Ic.ive the g.tllciy and dcpait also. Richmond goes to a window 
and pulls b.ick one of the curhuns. D.tun is barely visible in the sky, and 
the lamps indistinctly ictcal th.tt long lines of Hritish infantry have assembled 
in the street. In the irksomeness of waiting for their officers with marching- 
orders, they have lam down on the pavements, where many are soundly 
sleeping, their heads on tlieir knapsacks and their arms by their side. 

Duchess 

Poor men. Sleep waylays them. How tired they seem ! 
Richmond 

They’ll be more tired before the clay is done. 

A march of eighteen miles beneath the heat, 

And then to fight a battle ere they rest, 

fs what foreshacles. — Well, it is more than bed-time ; 

But little sleep for us or any one 
To-night in Bnissels 1 

He draws the window-curtain and goes out with the DUCHESS. Servants 
enter and extinguish candles. The scene closes in darkness. 


SCENE HI 

CHARI.EROI. NAPOI.ftON’s QUARTERS 

The same midnight. NAroi.foN is lying on a bed in his clotbes. In 
consultation with Soui/r, hia Qiiuf of Staff, who is sitting near, he dictates to 
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his Secretaiy orders for the morrow. They are addressed to Kki,l1'RM.\nn, 
Drouot, Lobau, Gi'.R.tRD, and other of his marshals. SouLT goes out to 
dispatch them. 

The Secretary resumes the reading of repot ts. Presently M.\ksii.vl Ney 
is announced. He is heard stumbling up the stairs, and enters. 

" Napolkon 

Ah, Ney ; why come you back? Have you secured 
The all-important Crossways ?. — safely sconced 
Yourself at Quatre-Bras ? 

Ney 

Not, sire, as yet. 

For, marching forwards, I heard gunnery boom. 

And, fearing that the Prussians had engaged you, 

I stood .Tt pause. Just then 

NAPOLfeN 

My charge was this : 

Make it imucssible at any cost 

That Wellington and Blucher should unite. 

.‘\s it’s from Brussels that the English come, 

And from Namur the Prussians, Quatre-Bras 
Lends it alone for their forgathering : 

So, why exists it if not in your hands ? 

Ney 

My reason, sire, was rolling from my tongue.— 

Hard on the boom of guns, dim files of foot 
sVhich read to me like massing Englishry — 

The vanguard of all Wellington’s array — 

I half-discerned. So, in pure wariness, 

I left the Bachelu columns there at Frasnes, 

And hastened back to tell you. 

Napoleon 

Ney ; O Ney 1 

I fear you are not the man that once you were ; 

Of yore so daring, such a faint-heart now 1 
I have ground to know the foot that flustered you 
Were but a few stray groups of Nelherlanders ; 

For my good spies in Brussels send me cue 
That up to now the English have not stirred. 

But cloy themselves with nightly revel there. 
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• Ney (bitterly) 

Give me another opportunity 
Before you speak like that ! 

Napoleon 

You soon will have one ! . 

But now — no more of this. I have other glooms 
Upon my soul — the much^disquieting news 
That Bouimont has deserted to our foes 
With his whole staff. 


Ney 

We can afford to let him. 
Napoleon 

It is what such betokens, not their worth, 

That ithets it ! . . . Love, respect for me, have waned; 
But I will right that. We’ve good chances still. 

You must return foot-hot to Quatre-Bras ; 

There Kellermann’s cuirassiers will piomptly join you 
To bear the English backward Brussels way. 

I go on towards Fleurus and Ligny now. — 

If Bliichei’s force retreat, and Wellington’s 
Lie somnolent in Biussels one day more, 

I gain that city sans a single shot ! •. . . 

Now, friend, downstairs you’ll find some supper ready, 
W’hich you must tuck in sharply, and then off. 

The past day has not ill-advantaged us ; 

We have stolen upon the two chiefs unawares. 

And in such sites that they must fight apart. 

Now for a two hours’ rest. — Comrade, adieu 
Until to-moriow 1 


Ney 

Till to-morrow, sire 1 

[Exit Ney. 

NapoliSon falls asleep, and the Secretary waits till dictation shall be 
resumed. Bussy, the orderly officer, comes to the door. 

Bussy 

Letters — arrived from Paris. (Hands letters. ) 


2 H 
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Secretary 

He slinll have them 
The moment he awakes. These eighteen hours 
He’s been astride ; and is not what he was. — 

Much news from Paris? 

Bussy 

I can only say 

What’s not the news. The courier has just told me 
He’d nothing from the Empress at Vienna 
To bring his Majesty. She writes no more. 

Secret.vry 

And never will again ! In my legard 
That bird’s forsook its nest for good and all. 

Bussy 

All that they hear in Paris from her court 
Is thiough our spies theie. One of them reports 
This rumour of her : that the Archduke John, 

In taking leave to join our enemies heie, 

Said, “ Oh, my poor Louise ; 1 am grieved for you.. 

And what I hope is, that he’ll be run through. 

Or shot, or break his neck, for your own good 
No less than ours.” 

Napoli^ON (waking) 

By “ he ” denoting me ? 

Bussy (starting) 

Just so, your Majesty. 

Napoleon (peremptorily) 

What said the Empress ? 

Bussy 

She gave no answer, sire, that rumour bears. 

Napoli^on 

Count Neipperg, whom they have made her chamberlain. 
Interred his wife last spring — is it not so ? 
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Bussy 

He did, your Majesty. 

Napoleon 

H’m. . . . You may go. 

Bossy. 

Tile Secrctiiry reads letters aloud in succession. He conies to the last ; 
begins it ; reaches a phrase, and stops abruptly. 

Mind not ! Read on. No doubt the usual threat, 

Or prophecy, from some mad scribe ? Who signs it ? 

Secretary 

The subscript is “ The Duke of Enghien ! ” 

Napoleon (starting up) 

Bah, man ! A treacherous trick ! A hoax — no more 1 

Is that the last ? 

SECRETARY 

The last, your Majesty. 

Napoleon 

Then now I’ll sleep. In two hours have me called. 

Secretary 

I’ll give the order, sire. 

[The Secretary goes. 

The candles are removed, except one, and NapolIiON endeavours to 
compose himself. 

Spirit Ironic 

A Utile moral panorama would do him no harm, after that 
reminder of the Duke of Enghien. Shall it be, young 
Compassion ? 

Spirit of the Pities 

What good— if that old Years tells us be true? 

But I say naught. To ordain is not for me I 

Thereupon a vision passes before Napoleon as he lies, comprising 
hundreds of thousands of skeletons and corpses in various stages of decay. 
They rise from his various battlefields, the flesh dropping from them, and 
gaze reproachfully at him. His intimate officers who have been slain he 
recognizes among the crowd. In front is the Duke of Enghien as 
showman. 
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Napoi.^on (in his sleep) 

Why, why should this reproach be dealt me now ? 

Why hold me my own master, if I be 
Ruled by the pitiless Planet of Destiny ? 

He jumps up in a sweat and puls out the last candle ; and the scene is 
curtained by darkness. 


SCENE IV 

A CHAMBER OVERLOOKING A MAIN STREET IN BRUSSELS 

A June sunrise j the beams stmggling through the window-curtains. A 
canopied bed in a recess on the left. The quick notes of " Brighton Camp, 
or the Girl Tve left behind me." strike sharply into the room from fifes and 
drums without. A young lady in a drying-gown, who has c\idently been 
awaiting the sound, springs from the bed like a hare from its form, undraws 
the window-cui tains and opens the window. 

Columns of British soldiery are marching past from the Parc southward 
out of the city by the Namur Gate. The windows of other houses in the 
street rattle open, and become full of gazers. 

A tap at the door. An older lady enters, and comes up to the first. 

Younger Lady (turning) 

O mamma — I didn’t hear you ! 

Elder Lady 

I was sound asleep till the thumping of the drums set me 
fantastically dreaming, and when I awoke I found they were 
real. Did they wake you too, my dear ? 

Younger Lady (reluctantly) 

I didn’t require waking. I hadn’t slept since we came home. 

Elder Lady 

That was from the excitement of the ball. There are dark 
rings round your eyes. (The fifes and drums are now opposite, and 
thrill the air in the room. ) Ah — ^that “ Girl I’ve left behind me ! ” 
— which so many thousands of women have throbbed an 
accompaniment to, and will again to-day if ever they did ! 

Younger L.adv (her voice faltering) 

It is rather cruel to say that just now, mamma. There, I 
can’t look at them after it ! (She turns and wipes her eyes.) 
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Elder Lady 

I wasn’t thinking of oui selves — ceitainly not of you. — How 
they press on — with those gieat knapsacks and firelocks and, 
I am told, fifty-six rounds of ball-cartiidge, and four days’ 
provisions in those haversacks. How can they carjy it all near 
twenty miles and fight with it on their shoulders ! . . . Don’t cry, 
dear. I thought you would get sentimental last night over 
somebody. I ought to have brought you home sooner. How 
many dances did you ha^e.? It was impossible for me to look 
after you in the excitement of the war-tidings. 

Younger Lady 

Only three — four. 

Elder Lady 

Which were they .? 

Younger Lady 

“Enrico,” the “Copenhagen Waltz” and the “ Hanoverian,” 
and the “ Prime of Life.” 


Elder Lady 

It was very foolish to fall in love on the strength of four 
dances. 

Y'ounger Lady (evasively) 

Eall in love ? Who said I had fallen in love ? What a funny • 
idea ! 

Elder Livdy 

Is it ? . . . Now here come the Highland Brigade with their 
pipes and their “ Hieland Laddie.” How the sweethearts cling 
to the men’s arms. (Rcacliing ron\.u-d.) There are more regiments 
following. But look, that gentleman opposite knows us. I 
cannot remember his name. (She bows aod calls across.) Sir, 
which are these ? 

Gentleman Opposite 

The Ninety-second. Next come the Forty-ninth, and next 
the Forty-second — Sir Denis Pack’s brigade. 

Elder Lady 

Thank you. — I think it is that gentleman we talked to at the 
Duchess’s, but I am not sure. (A pause : another band.) 
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Gentleman Opposite 

That’s the Twenty-eighth. (They pass, with their band and colours. ) 
Now the Thirty-second are coming up — part of Kempt’s brigade. 
Endless, are they not ! 

Elder Lady 

Yes, Sir. Has the Duke passed out yet ? 

Gentleman Opposite 

Not yet. Some cavalry will go by first, I think. The foot 
coming up now are the Seventy-ninth. (They pass. ) . . . These 
next are the Ninety-fifth. (They pass.) . . . These are the First 
F OOt-guards. (They pass, playing ‘ ■ British Gi eniidiers. " ) . . . The 
Fusileer-guards now. (They pass.) ... Now the Coldstrcamers. 
(They pass. He looks up towards the Parc.) Several Hanoverian 
regiments under Colonel Best are coming next. (They pass, wiUi 
their bands and colours. An interval. ) 

Elder Lady (to daughter) 

Here are the hussars. How much more they carry to battle 
than at reviews. The hay in those great nets must encumber 
them. (She turns and sees that her daughter has become pale.) Ah, 
now I know ! He has just gone by. You exchanged signals 
with him, you wicked girl ! How do you know what his character 
is, or if he'll ever come back ? 

The younger lady goes and flings herself on her face upon the bed, 
sobbing silently. Her mother glances at her, but le.avcs her alone. An 
interval. The prancing of a group of horsemen is heard on the cobble-stones 
without. 

Gentleman Opposite (calling) 

Here comes the Duke 1 

Elder Lady (to younger) 

You have left the window at the most important time ! The 
Duke of Wellington and his staflF-officers are passing out. 

Younger Lady 

I don’t want to see him. I don’t want to see anything any 
more 1 

Riding down the street conics Weli.ingto.v in a grey frock-coat and 
small cockctl hat, fi igid and undemonstrative ; accompanied by four or five 
Generals of his suite, the Deputy (Juartermaster-genenal Di: Laxcey, LoRD 
Fitzkoy SoainiiSET, Aide-de-camp, and Ge.\'ERAL Ml'I-T'Ling. 
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Gentiemw Opposiir 

He IS the Piussiin olficei itl-ichcd to oui hcidquuters, 
thioUtfh whom Welliiijjton communicntcs with hliichei, who, 
the\ St), IS thieitened bj the Picnch xt Lijnj at this moment 

I ' "Ider 1 id\ tui iis to hei d-iu^ht 1 1 id aOini; to the 1 e 1 bunds oiei hei 
while the hoisus tiinip of Wiiiingion iiid his stiff cHttcip nioru fwiitly 
in the struct md thu music of the lost lutienting bond dies tiny towirds thu 
1 01 ust of Soi gnus 

1 Hiding tlint hci dtughtur is histuiic-il w th giiuf she quid 1} diiws the 
window curtnins to sciucn thu loom fiom the houses opposite bcune ends 


SCERE V 

THL FIELD OF I IGNY 

The smie dm liter A piospect of the bittlcfiuld of Lignj southward 
from thu roof of the wiiidniill of Busst whiuh st nds it thu ceiitie ind highest 
jioiiit of th Piu'si in [xisit on ibout s \ niilus south cist of Quitre Bris 

the giotind slopes downwiid along thu wholu fiont of the scene to a 
lallui thioUoh which wanders thu I ignu a muddi struaiii bordeied by 
sallows On both sides of th stiuani in thu nii Idle plinu of the piutuie 
stinds the Milage of Li^iu uont|X)sud of thatuliud cottages gaidens and 
fai m houses w nh stone w alls thu 1 infuUmus suih as the uhuiuh church 
yard and \illagu giuun being on thu fuithur side of thu I igne 

On tint side the land luisuunds m grtun whuatliulds to an eleiation some 
what floater than that of thu fotUaiound luauhing away to Fleuius in the 
right hand distiiico 

In front on the slopes butuuen thu spcctaloi and the Milage is the First 
Corps of thu 1 lussian ainii uomniandud 1 1 7ii 11 \ its Fust Biigade under 
Sil INM1 1 / otuupi iig thu most salient point Tl u Corps undci ImrLMANN 
IS rained to thu 1 ft uid tint of Iiirii to thu luii inicseneto ZiLTtN 
In thu centic fiont just uiid 1 thu mill Hi u( Hi 1 on a fine giey charger is 
intently watching with Ins stall 

Something dnl is stun to Ic adiinuin" c\ui the horizon by Fleunis 
about thiue miles off It is the \an of N non o\ s aimy approaching to 
gnu battle 

\t this moment hoofs arc he aid ulatt iing ilom a load that passes behind 
the mill and th ru come loiiii 1 to thu fi nit the Dt 11 ( i \\ 1 1 1 ington his 
staff officers and a small escort of cavaliy 

WLLLiNGaoN and Bluchi r greet each othei at the foot of the windmill 
They disappear inside and can be heaid ascending the ladders 

Enter on the roof Win ington and Bluciifh followed by Fitahoy 
S oMi 1 SI r Gm isi NAU Muitting and others Before renewing their 
conieisation thev peer thiough then glasses at thu dirk movements on the 
horizon Wiiiingions mannei is delibeiatc judicial almost indifferent, 
Bl UCIII K s uagei and impetuous 

Wl IIINFION 

Thcyr mustei not as yet in neai such strength 
At Quatre Bias as here 
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Blucher 

’Tis from Fleurus 

They come debouching. I, perforce, withdrew 

My forward post', of cavalrj' at dawn 

In face of their light cannon. . . . They’ll be here, 

I reckon, soon ! 

Wellington (still with glass) 

I clearly see his staff. 

And if my eyes don’t lie, the Arch-one too. . . . 

It is the whole Imperial army, Prince, 

That we’ve before us. (A silence. ) Well, we’ll cope with 
them ! 

What would you have me do ? 

Blucher is so absorbed in what he secs that he does not heed. 

Gneisenau 

Duke, this I’d say : 

Events suggest to us that you come up 
With all your force, behind the village here. 

And act as our reserve. 

MOffling 

But Bonaparte, 

Pray note, has redistributed his strength 
In fashion that you fail to recognize. 

I am against your scheme. 

BlOcher (lowering his glass) 

Signs notify 

Napoleon’s plans as changed 1 He puiports now 
To strike our left — between Sombreffe and Brye. . . . 

If so, I have to readjust my ward. 

Wellington 

One of his two divisions that we scan 
Outspreading from Fleurus, seems bent on Ligny, 

The other on Saint-Amand. 

Blucher 

Well, I shall see 
In half an hour, your Grace. If what I deem 
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Be what he means, Von Zieten’s coips forthwith 
Must stand to then positions Piich out here, 

Henckel at LIgn^, Steinmet/ at Li Iliye. 

Vi El I IN&TON 

So that, jour E\ccllcnc)r, as 1 opine, , 

1 qo and sling mji stiength on their left wing — 
ManoLUMing to outflank ’em on that side 

Blucher 

Tiue, tiue Oui plan uncoieis of itself; 

\ou heal down eveij'thmg from Quatie-Bras 
Along the load to Fiasnes 

Wellington 

I Mill, by God 

I’ll beai straight on to Gosselies, if needs ' 

Gneisenau 

Youi Excellencies, if I may be a judge, 

Such mo\ ement m ill not tend to unity , 

It leans too hugely on a peiadventuie. 

Most speculative in its contingencies i 

A silence till the officcis of the staff lemark to each other that concentra 
lion Is best in my ciiuiiiistiiices A general discussion ensues 

Blucher (concludmgly) 

We Mill expect you, Duke, to out support. 

Wellingion 

I must aqiee that, in the sum, it’s best 
So be It then If not attacked myself 
I’ll come to you — Now I return with speed 
To Quatre Bias. 

Blucher 

And I descend from here 
To gue close eye and thought to things below ; 

No moie can Mell be studied wheie Me stand 

rxeunt fioin roof Wi I lington Bi uc hi r and the rest They reappear 
bcloM, and Wi Li ixoiox md his suite gallop furiously away in the direction 
of Qintic Bus 


An intervaL 
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DUMB SHOW (below) 

Three reports of a cannon give the signal for the French attack, 
NapolCon's army adtanccs down the slopes of green coin opposite, bands 
and voices joining in songs of \ ietory. The French come in three grand 
columns ; Vandam,me's on the left (the spectator’s right) against Saint- 
Ain.tnd, the r^ost foiward angle of the Prussian position. Gf.uARU's in the 
centie lie.ns down upon Ligny. Grouchy’s on the French light is fuither 
b.tck. Far to the re,ir can be discerned Napol£o.\, the Inipcri.d Guard, and 
Mii.h tun’s cnii.tssieis halted in reserve. 

This formid.tljle adv.ance is preceded by swat ms of tii.iillcuis, who tread 
down the high whe.it, exposing their own men in the rear. 

Amid cannon.ading from both sides thej- draw nearer to the Prussians, 
though lanes ai e cut through them by tlie latter’s guns. They drit e the 
Piussi.tns out of Ligny; who, however, rally in the houses, churchyard, and 
tillage gicen. 

Spirit of the Pities 

I see an unnatural Monster, loosely jointed. 

With an Apocalyptic Being’s shape. 

And limbs and eyes a hundred thousand strong. 

And fifty thousand heads; which coils itself 
About the buildings there. 

Spirit of the Years 

Thou dost indeed. 

It is the Monster Devastation. Watch. 

Round the church they fight without quarter, shooting face to face, 
st.abbing with unfixed bayonets, and braining with the butts of muskets. The 
village catclies fire, and soon becomes a furnace. The crash of splitting 
timbers as doois .are broken through, the curses of the fighters, rise into the 
air, with shouts of " En avant 1" from the further side of the stream, and 
■' Vorw.irts !” from the nearer. 

The battle extends to the west by Le Hameau and .Saint-Amand la Haye ; 
and Ligny becomes invisible under a shroud of smoke. 

Voices (at the base of the mill) 

This sun will go down bloodily for us ! 

The English, sharply sighed for by Prince Bliicher, 
Cannot appear. Wellington words across 
That hosts have set on him at Qualre-Iiras, 

And leave him not one bayonet to spare ! 

The truth of this intelligence is app.arent. A low dull sound heaid lately 
from the direction of Qnatrc-Bias has increased to a roaring cannonade. 

The scene abiuptly closes. 
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SCENE VI 

THE FIELD OF QUATRE-BRAS 

The same day. The \ie^\ is southwaid, and the stiaight gaunt highw'ay 
fioin Brussels (behind the spectatoi) to Chnilcioi over the hills in fiont, 
biscLts ihj pictiiic fiom foicgiound to distance. Near at hantf, where it is 
elevated and open, tlicie cios&cs it obhquclv, at a point called Les Quatie- 
Bias, anothci loid which conics fiom NivcUc, five miles to the gazei’s right 
rear, and goes to Nainui, twenty miles ahead to llic left. At a distance of 
five or SIX miles m this lattci diiectioii it passes rear the previous scene, 
Ligny, whence the booming of guns can be continuous!}' heard. 

Between the cioss-ioads in the centte of the scene and the far horizon the 
giound dijjs into a hoMow, on ihc othci side of which the same straight road 
to Chailctui IS s(cn clnnlnng the cicst. and ovei it till out of sight. From a 
hill on the light liaiid ol tlie nnd>dtstancc a laigc wood, (he wood ofBossu, 
icachcs up nearly to the ciosswavs, which give their name to the buildings 
thereat, consisting of a few fnrmdtouses and an inn. 

About lhice-c|uaiteis of a mile off, ncaily hidden by the horiron towards 
Chaileioi, theie is also a faimstead, Gcmioncouit, another, Piraumont, 
stands on an eminence a mile to the left of it, and somewhat in front of the 
Namur road 

DUMB SHOW 

As this scene uncovets the battle is beheld to be i aging at its height, and 
to have icachcd a kcenl} tragic phase Wlllingiun has letuined from 
Ligm, and tlie main Butish and Hanoteiian position, held by the men who 
mat died out of Brussels m (he moining, undei ofiicers who danced the 
piCMous night at the Ducliess’s, !•» along the N.unui load to the left of the 
peispccine, and round the cioss-ioad itself That of the French, under Ney, 
IS on tlie ucsts furtlici back, fiom which tliey aie descending in imposing 
numbcis Some advanced columns are assailing the English left, while 
thioiigh the smokc-ha/es of the middle of the field two lines of skirmishers 
aie seen filing at each otbci — the southernmost daik blue, the northernmost 
dull led. lime lapses till it is past four o’clock. 

Spirit of Rumour 

The cannonade of the French ordnancc-lmes 
Has no-dj tcdoublcd. Columns new a?id dense 
Of foot, supported by fleet cavalry, 

St might ly impinge upon the Bnoinvich bands 
That bolder the plantation ofBossu 
Above some tegimetifs of the assaulting French 
A flag like midnight swims upon the air. 

To my no quarter may be looked for there I 

The niunswick solcJii.iv, much notched and torn liy the French grape-shot, 
now he m heaps. 'Ilic Dlkc or UKUsswirK himself, despeiate to keep 
them stead)', lights his pipe, and iides slowly up and down in front of his 
lines picvious to the diaige which follotvs. 
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Spirit or Rumour 

The Fruuh ha t heaved i/um on fhe Bfunswichers, 

And borne them b ick Now comes the Duke’s fold time 
. He gallop 1 at the head of his hussars — 

Those vitii of solemn and appalling guise. 

Fun clothed til blacl , eith nodding heat sy plumes, 

A shining sih el skull and cross of bones 
Set upon eaih, to bvspeak Ins slam site 
Concoidintl}, the expected bullet staits 
And finds the living son 

Bil\s\mck reelb to the ground Ilib troops disheirtcned lose their 
cournge md gi\e m) 

The Trench fiont columns md the cnmlrs supporting them shout ns they 
ndvnnce The Allies me forced bnck upon the English mnin position 
AVliiington is in peisoinl pen! for a time but he esenpts it bj a leip of 
hts horse 

A curtain of smol e drops An inters nl The curtnin renscends 

Spirit of the Pities 

Behold again the Dynastd got^ gear ' 

Since we regarded, what has progressed here ? 

Recording Angel (m recitatue) 

Musters of English foot and thetr allies 
Came palely panting by the Brussels way. 

And, swiftly stationed, checled their counter braves 
Ney, vexed by tack of like auxiliai les. 

Bade then the columned cuirassiers to charge 
In all their edged array of weaponct aft 
Yea, thrust replied to thrust, and fire to fire. 

The English broke, till Picton prompt to prop them 
Sprang with flesh foot folk from the covering rye 
Next Fire's cavalry took up the charge 
And so the action sways The English left 
Is turned at Piraurnont, whilst on thetr right 
Perils infest the greenwood of Bossu, 

Wellington gazes round with dubious view, 

England's long fame in fight seems sepulchred. 

And ominous roars swell loudlter Ltgny war d 

Spirit or Rumour 

Nxw rage has wiemhcd the battle since thou’st writ. 
Hot-hasting succours of light cannonry 
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Lately come up, relieve the English iti ess ; 

Kelleriimnifs cuirassie) s, both num atuf horse 
All plated over uith the brass of soar. 

Are rolling on the highway. iSLote biigades 
Of British, soiled and ssuilUring, noia are nigh. 

Who plunge soithin the bouage of Bos suj 
Where in the hidden shades and sinuous creeps ’ 
Life-struggles lan be heard, seen but in peeps. 

Theresoith the foe's accessions harass Ney, 

Racked that no needful ^ Erl on darks the st/ay 1 

Inch bj' inch Ni v his to drawoff W'ellington promptly adtances. 
At dusk Nly's army finds itself back at Fiasnes, where he meets d’Kklon 
coming up to his assistance, too late. 

The weary English and their allies, who hate been on foot eter since one 
o'clock the previous moining, piepare to bivouac in fiont of the cross-roads. 
Their fii cs flash up for a vv hile ; and by and by the dead silence of heavy 
sleep h.tngs ovei them. Wlllingpon goes into his tent, and the night 
dai kens 

A Prussian couiici fioni Ligny enters, who is conducted into the tent to 
Wellington. 

Spirit of the Pities 

What tidings can a courier bring that count 
Here, where such mighty things are native bom ? 

Recording Angel {in recitative) 

The fury of the tumult there begun 

Scourged quivering Ligny through the afternoon : 

Napolion's great intent grgui substantis'e. 

And on the Prussian pith and pulse he bent 
His foretimed blow. Bliicher, to butt the shock. 

Called up his last receives, and heading on. 

With blade high brandished by his aged arm. 

Spurred forward his white steed. But they, outspent. 
Failed far to follow. Darkness coped the sky. 

And storm, and rain with thunder. Yet once more 
He cheered them on to charge. His horse, the while. 
Pierced by a bullet, fell on him it bore. 

He, trampled, bruised, faint, and in disarray 
Dragged to another mount, was led away. 

His ragged lines withdraw from sight and sound. 

And their assailants camp upon the ground. 

The scene shuts with midnight. 
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The same night, d-iik and sultry. A crowd of citizens throng the bioad 
Place. Ill \ g VC continually down the Rue de N.umn, along which aiavc 
niiiiiilc by minnlc cuts and w.iggons Laden with wounded men Otlier 
wounded limp into the city on fooL .\t much grcatci speed entci fttgitiie 
soldieis fioni the miscellaneous contingents of Witi.iNClovs army at 
Qiiatic-llras who gcsticul.ate and cxpLiin to the cioiid that .all is lost and 
that the riench will soon be in Hiusscls 

ILiggage-cuts and caiiiages, with and without hotscs, stand before an 
hotel, sin 1 minded by a medley of English and other foieign nobility and 
gently with thou talets and maids. Bulletins fiom the bailiLfield aic afllced 
on the coinei of the Place, and people peer at them bj the dim oil lights 
.\ rattle of hoofs reaches the eais, enteiing the town bv the same N'amui 
gate. The riders disclose themselves to be Bclgi.an hussais, also from the 
field. 


Several Hussars 


The French approach ! Wellington is beaten. Bonaparte is 
at our heels. 

Constei nation reaches a crisis. Horses me hastilv put-to at the hotel 
people ciowd into the tairiages and tiy to (line off They get jammed 
together .vnd hemmed in by the throng. Uii.vblc to move they quaiicl and 
cutse despaiiingly m stindiy tongites. 

Enter the Mayor of Brussels, tlie Bvron Capcllen, the Due 
D'Ursel, and ofificLals. 


Baron Capellen 

Affix the new bulletin. It is a mote assuring one, and may 
quiet them a little. 

A new bulletin is mailed over the old one. 


Mayor 

Good people, calm yourselves. No victory has been won by 
Bonapaite. The noise of guns heard all the afternoon became 
fainter towaids the end, showing beyond doubt that the retreat 
was away from the city. 


A Citizen 

The Fiench are said to be foity thousand strong at Les 
Quatre-Bias, and no forty thousand British marched out against 
them this morning 1 
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Another Ciiizi n 

And It IS whispered that the city aichnes and the treasure- 
chest have been sent to Antneip • 

Mv\OR 

Only as a piecaution No good cm be gainedj by panic 
Si\li 01 sevent) thous md of the Al'ies, all told, face Napoleon 
b> this hour hleanwhile who is to attend to the wounded that 
aie being biouv,ht in fistci and faster? Fellow citizens, do your 
duty by these unfoitunates, and belieie me that when engaged 
in such an act of meicy no enemy will hurt you 

Citizens 

\\ hat can w e do ? 


M\yor 

I iniite all those who ha\e such, to bung matti esses, sheets, 
md coieilets to the Hotel de \ ille, also old linen and lint fiom 
the houses of the ct 1 cs 

Ma ' oct out on till cinml Aninteival EntPi a courier who speaks 
to the M W R 111 I the U \1 )N C U LLLLN 

L \1 ON C VPLLI I'N (to M l>or) 

Better inform them immediatel>, to pieient a panic 
hi OR (to Citiiens) 

I grieie to tell )ou that the Duke of Biunswick, whom you 
saw iide out this moining, was killed this afternoon at Les 
Quatie Bias A musket ball passed thiough his bridle hand and 
enteied his bell) His body is now aiiiiing Cany yourseltes 
gia\ el) 

\ lane is foi nied in the crow <1 in tlie direction of the Rue de Namur , and 
thev wait ricseiitli an cstcmporizcd funeral procession with the body of 
the Dukr on a ijiiii carriage and a small escort of Brunswickers with 
cai bines icversed conics slowly up thestieet their silier deaths heads shining 
in the lamplight Ihe agitation of the citi/ens settles into a silent gloom as 
the mom nful ti am passes 

Ml) OR (to Baton Capellen) 

I noticed the stiange look of pi epossession on his face at 
the ball last nioht, as if he knew what was going to be 
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Bvrox Capltien 

The Duchess mentioned it to me . He hated the French, 
if any man ever did, ind so did Ins father befoie him i Heie 
comes the English Colonel Hamilton, stiaight fiom the field 
He will gi\e us trustwoithy paiticiilais 

I ntei COLONTL IlMilLiON b\ the Rue do Namur He Loincists uith 
the M v\oK ind the BtnoN on Ihc i!.!.ue of the stiuggle 

Manor 

Now I Mill go to the H&tel de Villc, and get it leady foi 
those Mounded mIio ran find no loom m pi it ate houses 

[E\untMv\oR Ctn ri I V, D Lrsi 1 H v\iii ion Ul scteiilh 

Many citizens descend in the diiection of tlie IIuul de \ ille to assist 
Those Mho leniain sileiitlj Match the caits biinginij m 0 e Moiiii hd till 1 1 ite 
houi I he doois of houses in the Place and elscMl ere aie knit ojicn and 
the rooms Mithin lighted in e\peet ition of more annals fiom the field 

A courier gallops up m ho is accosted by idlers 

Courier (hastily) 

The Prussians aie defeated at Ligny by Napoleon in poison 
He will be here to-moirow. 

[L\it touiier 

First Idler 

The de\il 1 Then I am for Mclcoming him No Antwerp 
for me ' 

Other Idlers (sotto voce) 

Vive I’Empereur ’ 

A warm summer fog from the Loner Town coins the Parc and the 
Place Royale 


SCENE VIII 

THE ROAD TO WATERLOO 

The new is now fi im Quatre Bras backward along the road by which the 
1 nglish aimed Diminishing in a straight line from the foregiound to the 
cent! e of the diatanee it passes over Mont Saint Jean and through Waterloo 
to Iliussels 

It IS HIM tinged li a moling mass of Pnglish and Allied iiifuitry in 
reticit to a neii pos tion at Mont Saint Jem Hie sun shii es biilliintly 
upon the foiegiouiid is )et, but ton aids Waterloo and the I oiest of Soigms 
(It the niith hot zon it is oicieast iiilh black diuiU iiliieh ate steadily 
adiauemg up the sk) 
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To itnsk the ictic-it th< rngliih outposts Ktiiii then position on the 
blttlclicld in the f ic" of Nit s trotips md 1 ttp l p a desiiltoiy filing the 
cattily for the baine icason lentiin being diittii up in lines beside the 
intersecting N iniui load 

Enter \\ n i iN< TON bNitninci (who is in ehaige of tie catalrj) 
MuriLING XltltN and otheis Ihct look thioiigh their field glasses 
towaids liasnes Ni t s position since Ins ictieit of yesteiiiight, and also 
towards N At on on s at Ligny • 

Weilingion 

The noonday stin, sti iking so stiongly there, 

Makes mniois of their aims That they advance 
Then giotting ridiance shows Those gleams by Marbais 
Suggest fiNcd batonets 

Uxbridge 

Vivian’s glass leveals 

That they ate cuiiassiers Ney’s tioops, too, near 
At last, mcthinks, along this othci toad 

Wei lington 

One thing is sine that heie the whole Fiench force 
Schemes to unite and shaiply follow us 
It foimulates out fence The ca\ali> 

Must liiigex heie no longei , but lecede 
To Mont Saint Jean, as learguaid of the foot. 

Fiona the intelhgcnre that Gordon bungs 
’Tis pictty cleat old Bluchei had to take 
A damned good diubbing yesterday at Ligny, 

And has been bent haid back ' So that, foi us. 

Bound to the plighted plan, theie is no choice 
But to do like No doubt they’ll say at home 

That we’ae been well thrashed too It can’t be helped. 
They must ' (He looks round at the sky ) A heavy lain- 

fall thieatens us. 

To make it all the worse ' 

The speaker and his staff ride off along the Brussels road in the rear of 
the infantry, and U nbridce begins the retreat of the cavalry 
Capi \in Mercer enteis with a light battery 

Mercer (cNcitedly) 

Look back, my loid ; 

Is It not Bonapiite himself we see 
Upon the load I have come byi" 

2 I 
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Uxbridge (looking through glass) 

Yes, by God ; 

His face as clear-cut as the edge of a cloud 
The sun behind shows up ! His suite and all ’ 

Fire — fire 1 And aim you well. 

The battery h.tstily makes ie.ady and (iics. 

No ! It won’t do. 

He brings on mounted oidnance of his Guaul, 

So tve’re in danger here. Then limber up, 

And off as soon as may be. 

Tlie English .irtillery and cavaliy letreit at full speed, just ns the weatheij 
bursts, with flashes of lightning and drops of lain. ’Ilii-y all chitta off alouji 
the Biussels load, Uxrriijgc and his aides galloping beside the column , 
till no Biitish are left at Quatie-Bras except the slain. 

The focus of the scene follows the retreating English aiiiiy, the highnay 
and Its margins panoi amic.ally gliding past the \ision of the spcclatoi. Ihc 
phantoms chant monotonously while the letreat goes on. 

Chorus of Rumours (aeiial nnibic) 

Days nether hours advance; storm supervenes 
Jn heaviness unparalleled, that screens 
With tvater-woven gauses, vapour-bred, 

The creeping clumps of half-oblitcratc red — 

Severely harassed past each routtd and ridge 
By the inimical lance. They gain the bridge 
And village of Genappe, in equal fence 
With weather and the enemy s violence. 

— Cannon upon the foul and flooded roail, 

Ccevalry in the cornfields mire-bestt owed. 

With frothy horses floutuiering to their knees. 

Make wayfaring a moil of miseries t 
Till Britishry and Bonapartists lose 
Their clashing colours for the tawny hues 
That twilight sets on all its stealing iinct imbues. 

The rising ground of Mont Saint-Jean, in front of Waterloo, is gained bj 
the English sanguard and m.tin masses of foot, and by degrees thigr an 
joined by the caialry and aitilleiy. The French aie but little Ulci m takin{ 
up their position amid the coinfields around La Belle .\lliance 

Fires begin to shine up flora the English bivouacs C.unp kettles an 
slung, and the men pile arms and stand lound the bltre to diy themselves 
The Fiench opposite he down like dead men m the diippiug gieen whe,tt am 
lye, wnthout supper and without fire. 
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By and by the English army also lies dosin, the men huddling together on 
he oloughed mud in their «et blankets, while some sleep sitting round the 
'ying fires 

Chorus or a he Yevrs (acii.il music) 

The ■’lids of eve fall logeiher at last. 

And He forms sofneign lo field and tree 
Lie doun as though native, and slumber fast ! 

Chorus of itie Pities 
Sore are the thrills of misgiving we see 
In the artless champaigpi at this harlequinade. 

Distracting a s'igtl where calm should he 1 

The green seems ofprest, and the Plain afraid 

Of a Something to come, whereof these are the proofs , — 

Neither eat thquake, nor storm, nor edipsds shade! 

Chorus of the Years 
Yea, the coneys are stared by the thud of hoofs, 

And their white scuts fiash at their vanishing heels, 

And swallows abandon the hamlet-roofs. 

The molds tunnelled chambers are crushed by wheels. 

The lark's eggs scattered, their owners fled; 

And the hedgehog's household the sapper unseals. 

The snail draws in at the terrible tread. 

But in vain; he is crushed by the felloe-idm; 

The woim asks what can be overhead. 

And wriggles deep from a scene so grim. 

And guesses him safe; for he does not know 
What a foul nd flood will be soaking him I 
Beaten about by the heel and toe 
Are but tei flics, siik of the day's long rheum. 

To die of a worse than the weather-foe. 

Trodden and bruised to a miry tomb 

Are ears that have greened but will never be gold. 

And flowers in the bud that will never bloom. 

Chorus of the Pities 
So the season's intent, ere its fruit unfold. 

Is frustrate, and mangled, and made succumb. 

Like a youth of promise struck stark and cold I . . . 

And what of these who to-night have come? 
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Chorus of ihe Years 

^The young ^lecp sound; but the weather awaken 
In the veteram^^ pains from ihe fast that numb ; 

Old stabs of Ind^ old Peninsular acha^ 

Old Friedland diills^ haunt thdr moist mud bed^ 

Crdmps from Ausierlits; till ihetr slumber bteaks. 

Chorus of Sinister Spiriis 
And each soul shivers as sinks his head 
On the loam he's to lease with the other dead 
From to-morrow's midfall till Time be fed ^ 

The fires of the Enqlish go out, and silence prc\ tills s'lve for the soft hifc 
of the rain that falls impartially on both the sleeping armies 


ACT SEVENTH 


SCENE I 

THE FIELD OF WATERLOO 

, An aerial view of the battlefield at the time of sum i^e is disclosed 

The sky is still ocercast, and ram suU falls. A gieen e\p.inse, almoa 
unbroken, of rye, viheat, and clo\er, m oblong and irregular patcha 
undivided by fences, coveis the undulating ground, which sinks into | 
shallow valley between the hrcnch and English positions Ihe load fioij 
Brussels to Charleroi runs like a spit thiough both positions, passing at * J 
back of tlie English into the Icafv forest of Soignes jm 

The lattci are tmning out from then bivouacs They move stiffly’’ ^ W 
their wet rest, and huny to and fro like ants in an aiit-hill 1 lie tens^ 
thousands of moving specks aie largely of a briek-ied eoloui, but the foreign 
contingent is diiker. 

Brealvfasts aie cooked o\er smoky fiics of gieen wood Innumerable 
groups, many in their shirt-sleeves, clean their rusty firelocks, drawing or 
exploding the chaiges, scrape the mud fiom themsclw, and pipeclay from 
their cross-belts the red dvc viashcd off their jackets by tlic t .m. 

At six o clock they parade spread out, and take up their positions in the 
line of battle, the fiont of which extends in a wavy iibaiul three miles long 
with three pi ejecting bunches at Hougomoiu, La Ilaje baintc, and La Haye 
Looking acioss to tlie 1 rench positions we observe that after advancing ir 
daik sticams from where Ihcv hive pissed the night they, too, deploy and 
wheel into their fighting places — figures with red epaulettes and hairy 
knapsacks, their inns glittcnng like a displaj of ciiilei v at 1 lull side fur 
Ihiv assume thicc (oiiccnliic lines of crescent shape, tint conveige on 
the Liighbh midst, with gicat blocks of the Imperial (jiiard at the back of 
them. The rattle of their diunis, then faufatadcs, and their bands playin? 
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Vcillons au salut de I'Empire" contrast with the quiet reigning on the 
iglish side. 

A knot of figures, comprising \Vi:i.uxGi()X with a suite of general and 
aer staff-otlicei s, tide backw.ards and forwards in fiont of the English lines, 
acre each regimental colour floats in the hands of the junior ensign. The 
'Kii himself, now a man of foity-siv, is on his h,iy charger Copenhagen, in 
at pantaloons, a small plumelcss cocked h.it, and a blue cloak, which 
ows Its wliite lining when blown liack. • 

On the Trench side, too, a detached group creeps along the front in 
rehminaiy survey. Boxaparte — also forty-six — in a grey overcoat, is 
iioiintcd on his white aiab Marengo, and accompanied by SoULT, Ney, 
f.Ru.ME, Dhouot, and other marshals. The figures of aides move to and 
10 like shuttle-cocks between the group and distant points in the field. The 
in has begun to glc,tm. 


Spirit of the Pities 
Dim'iiiihiii/e these^ and •u.iJuxt they are, 

IVho stand so stakuartly to ‘hiar. 

Spirit of the Years 
Report, ye Rumourers of things near and far. 

Sejiichorus I OF Rumours (chanting) 
Sweep first the Frenchmen’s leftward lines along. 
And eye the peaceful panes of Hougomont — 

That seemed to hold prescriptive right of peace 
In fee from Time till Time itself should cease I — 
far red now by Reillds fierce foot-divisions three. 
Flanked on their left by PirTs cavaby . — 

The font fold corps of d Erlon, spread at length. 
Compose the right, cast of the famed cliausse'e — 
The shelterless Charlcroi-and-Brussels way, — 
And facquinofs alert light-stceded strength 
Still further right, their sharpened swords display. 
Thus stands the first line. 

Semichorus II 

Next behind its back 

Comes Count Lobau, left' of the Brussels track j 
Then Domon's horse, the horse of Subetvie; 
Kellermann’s cuirassed troopers twinkle-tipt. 

And, backing ePErlon, Milhauds horse, equipt 
I.ikewisc in burnished steelwork sunshine-dipt : 

So ranks the second line refulgently. 
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Sr-MICHORUS I 

The thud and hut einbattlement teveals 
jyE} Ion's, Lobau's, and Redid s foot cannomets. 

And hofse diait.n otdnance too, on tt,hcels. 

To si) ike lutih cas iliy ■uihetc ^facc affnais 

* Semichorus II 

The English font, to left, as flanl ms; foi ce. 

Has Vandekuds hussats, and 1 1 tan s ItoisCj 
Next them pace Picton's to i r alon^ the ottt , 

The Hanoverian foot foil j IViniNj Btstj 
Bylandt's brigade, setfot <.atd Jinulcssl^, 

Pack's no I the) n clansmen. Kempt ( tou^h infant) y. 

With gaitef , epatdet, spat, and pltiltbig , 

While Halkett, Onipteda, and KiclniaH\i^,^L 
P)olo)ig the musters, near -ahose fot said edge 
Bating invests the Feu tn of Hol^ Hedge. 

Semichorus I 

Maitland and Bjng in Coolc's drtstoti tango. 

And tound dun Hougomonfs old liehcnid sides 
A dettse attay of watching Guntdsmeii hides 
Amid the peaeeful produce of the gian,,e. 

Whose new lemed apples, haiiy .,oosebei i les gieen. 

And mint, and thyme, the tanks intiude between — 

Zaist, uestwatd of the toad that finds Nivel les, 

Duplat draws tip, and Adam paiallel 

Semichorus II 

The second Btiiish line — embattled hot sc — 

Holds the teverse slopes, sctecncd, in oideied otttse, 

Domberfs, and Arentsschildt's, and Colqtthou Crt ant's, 

And left of them, behind where Alien plants 

Hts regiments, come the '^Household" Cavahyj 

And nigh, tn Picton’s tear, the tt limpets call 

The “ Union" brigade of Ponsonby 

Behind these the teserves In font of all. 

Or iiitei spaced, with slo^v ma tilled giiniie) s manned, 
Upth) oated rows of tinea ful oidiiaiue stand 

The clock of Nivclles coment chuich slnl cs clL\cn in Ihc rlistanc 
ShortI} "ifter coils of staich blue smoke burst into being nlong tlic 1 itn 
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lines, and the English batteries respond p^omptl 3 ^ in an ominous roar that 
''an be heard at Antwerp. 

A column from the Ercnch left, six thousand strong, advances on the 
jlantation in fiont of the chateau of Hougomont. 1‘hey are played upon by 
the English ordnance ; but thc\ enter the wood, and dislodge some battalions 
here. The Eicnch appioach tlic buildings, but aie stopped by a loop-holed 
all w'ith a mass of English guards behind it. A dcadl}' file bursts from 
hesQ thiough the loops and over Uie summit. 

Napoli'on orders a battery of howitzcis to play upon the building. 
Flames soon butst from it ; but the foot-guaids still hold the courtyard. 


SCENE II 

THE SAME. THE FRENCH POSITION 

On a hillock near the farm of Rossomme a small table from the farmhouse 
has been placed ; maps are spread thereon, and a chair is beside it, 
Napolkon, Soult, and other marshals ate standing round, their horses 
writing at the base of the slope. 

N.\P()Li^)N looks thiough his glass at Hougomont. His elevated face 
makes itself distinct in the morning light as a gloomy resentful countenance, 
bluG-black whcie shaven, and stained with snuff, with pow'derings of the 
same on the broa'*t of his umfoim. IIis stumpy figure, being just now 
thiown back, accentuates his stoutness. 

Napoleon 

Let Rcille be warned that these his surly sets 
On Hougomont chdteau, can scarce defray 
Their mounting bill of blood. They do not touch 
The core of my intent — to pierce and roll 
The centre upon the right of those opposed. 

Thereon will turn the outcome of the day, 

In which our odds arc ninety to their ten ! 

Soult 

Yes — prove there time and promptitude enough 
To call back Grouchy here. Of his approach 
I see no sign. 

Napoleon (roughly) 

Hours past he was bid come. 

— But naught imports it ! We are enough without him. 
You have been beaten by this Wellington, 

And so you think him great. But let me teach you 
Wellington is no foe to reckon with. 

His army, too, is poor. This clash to-day 
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Is not more serious for our seasoned files 
Than breakfasting. 

SOULT 

Such is my earnest hope. 

, Napoi.kon 

Observe that Wellington still labours on, 

Stoutening his right behind Gomont chateau, 

But leaves his left and centre as before — 

Weaker, if anything. He plays our game ! 

Wellingto.v can. in fact, be seen deUxching from his ni.iin line several 
companies of Guards to cheek the aims of the Flench on Hougoniont. 

Let me re- word my tactics. Ney leads off 
By seizing Mont Saint-Je.in. Then d’Erlon stirs. 

And heaves up his division from the left. 

The second corps will move abreast of him. 

The sappers nearing to entrench themselves 
Within the aforesaid farm. 

Enter an aide-de-camp. 

Aide 

From Marshal Ney, 

Sire, I bring hasty word that all is poised 
To strike the vital stroke, and only waits 
Your Majesty's command. 

Napoleon 

Which he shall have 

When I h.Tve scanned the hills for Grouchy’s helms. 

Napoleon turns his glass to an upland four or five miles off on the right, 
known as St. Lambert's Chapel Hill. Gazing more and more intently, he 
takes rapid pinches of snuff in excitement, Nicy's columns meanwhile 
standing for the word to advance, eighty guns being ranged in front of La 
Belle Alliance in support of them. 

I see a darkly crawling, slug-like shape 
Embodying far out there, — troops seemingly — 

Grouchy’s van-guard. What think you ? 

SoULT (also examining closely) 

Verily troops ; 

And, maybe. Grouchy’s. But the air is hazed. 
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Napoleon 

If troops at all, they are Grouchy’s. Why misgive, 

And force on ills you fear! 

Another Marshal 

It seems a wood. 

Trees don bold outlines in their new-leafed pride. 

Another Marshal 

It is the creeping shadow from a cloud. 

Another Marshal 

It is a mass of stationary foot; 

I can descry piled arms. 

Napoli' ON sends off the ordei foi Xev's attack — the grand assault on the 
English midst, including the farm of La Have Saintc. It opens with a 
half-hour’s thundeious discharge of aitillcry, which ceases at length to let 
D'Eklon's infantiy pass. 

Four huge columns of those, shouting defiantly, push forwaids in face of 
the rociproc.ll fiie from the cannon of the English. Their effrontery entries 
them so nc.ir the .\nglo-Allied lines that the latter waver. But PicTON 
brings up Pack’s brigade, before which tlic French in turn recede, though they 
make an attempt on La Hayo Sainte, whence Baring’s Germans pour a 
resolute lire. 

Wr.LUNGTON, who is seen afar as one of a group standing by a great elm, 
orders OMP'rr.D.v to send assistance to B.VRI.N’O, as may be gathered from the 
darting of aides to and fio between the points, like house-flies dancing their 
quadrilles. 

li.ast of the great highw.iy the right columns of d’Erlon’s corps have 
climbed the slopes. Hvi, \ nut’s soiely exposed Dutch are broken, and in 
their flight disorder the ranks of the English Twenty-eighth, the Carabineers 
of the Ninety-fifth being also dislodged fioni the sand-pit they occupied. 

N.VPOLEON 

All prospers marvellously ! Gomont is hemmed ; 

La Haye Sainte too ; their centre jeopardized ; 

Travers and d’Erlon dominate the crest. 

And further strength of foot is following close. 

Their troops are raw ; the flower of England’s force 

That fought in Spain, America now holds. — 

To-night we sleep in Brussels 1 

.Sir Thomas Picton, seeing what is happening, orders Kempt’s brigade 
forward. It volleys murderously Donzixot’s columns of d’Erlon’s corps, and 
repulses them. As they recede Picton is beheld shouting an order to charge. 
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Spirit of Rumour 

I catch a voice that cautions Picton noso 
Against his rashness. “ What the hell care /, — 

Is my curst carcase luorth a moment's mind? — 

Come on ! ” ?ie answers. Omvardly ?ie goes ! 

His tall, stern, saturnine figure witli its bron/ed complexion is on nearer 
approach discerned heading the charge. iXs he advances to the .slope beivvccii 
the cross-roads and the sand-pit, riding very conspicuously, he falls dead, a 
bullet in his forehead. Ilis aide, assisted by a soldiei, diags the body 
beneath a tree and hastens on. Kempt takes his command. 

Next M.VRCOGNET is repulsed by P.\CK*s bng.ade. d’Isulon's inf.tntry and 
Tr.vvehs's cuirassiers are charged by the Union Brigade of Scotch * Greys, 
Royal Dragoons, and Inniskillens, and cut down eveijuheie, tlie brigadcj 
following them so furiously that I^ord U-’ciikilvGC tries m vam to recall it. 
On its coming near the French it is ovetvvhelmcd by MiLii.vtrD’s cuirassiers,' 
scarcely a fifth of the brigade returning. 

An aide enters to Napoli'.on from Gunek.vi. Uoyrox. 

Aide 

The General, on a far reconnaissance, 

• Says, sire, there is no room for longer doubt 
That those debouching on St Lambert’s Hill 
Are Prussian files. 

Napol6on 

Then where is General Grouchy ? 

Enter Colonel Mariiot with a piisoner. 

Aha — a Prussian, too 1 How comes he here ! 

Marbot 

Sire, my hussars have captured him near Lasnes — 

A subaltern of the Silesian Horse. 

A note from Billow to Lord Wellington, 

Announcing that a Prussian corps is close. 

Was found on him. He speaks our language, sire. 

Napoleon (to prisoner) 

What force looms yonder on St. Lambert’s Hill ? 

Prisoner 

General Count Biilow’s van, your Majesty. 

Athoughlful scowl crosses N.VPoi i'un’s sallow fiic. 


I The spelling of the date is used. 
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Prisoner 

At Wavie. 

Napoleon 

Rut clashed it with no Frenchmen there ? 


Prisoner 

With none. We deemed they had marched on Plancenoit. 
Napol£on (shortly) 

Take him away. (The prisoner is removed. ) Has Grouchy’s 
whereabouts 

Reen sought, to apprize him of this Prussian tiend? 
SOULT 

Ceitainly, sire. I sent a messenger. 

Napol£on (bitterly) 

A messenger 1 Had my poor Berthier been here 
Six would have insufficed ! Now then : seek Ney ; 

Bid him to sling the valour of his braves 
Fiercely on England eie Count Bulow come ; 

And adieitize the succours on the hill 
As Giouchy’s. (Aside) This is my one battle-chance ; 
The Allies have many such ! ( I’o Soui.t) If Bulow nears. 

He cannot join in time to shaie the fight. 

And if he could, ’tis but a coips the more. . . . 

This morning we had ninety chances ours, 

We have threescoie still. If Grouchy but retrieve 
His fault of absence, conquest comes with eve ! 

The scene shifts. 


SCENE III 

SAINT LAMBERT’S CHAPEL HILL 

A hill Imlf-vav between Wa\re and the field of Waterloo, file miles to the 
north-east of the scene prccedinq; The hill is siooded, with some open land 
around, 'lo the left of the scene, towaids Wateiloo, is a \ alley. 
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DUMB SHOW 

Marching columns in Piussian umfoim'; coming from the diicction 
Wa\re debouch upon the hill fiom the load through the wood 

They are the advince- guard and two biigades of Buiow s coip'^ th 
have been joined theie by Bllciii r Ihc latter has just risen fioni the l)c 
to which he has betn conhnod since the battle of I igii) two da\s 1 icl He 
still looks pale ai Ishikenbv the seveie fill and ii iinphng he enduied near 
the end of the \etion 

On the siiminit the troops halt and a discus‘;ion between PiLCini and 
Ins staft ensues 

I he cannonade in the direction of W ileiloo is g» owing moicand nioic 
violent Bluciu k aftei lool mg this w i\ ml tlut dee ties to f ill upon the 
I tench light at Pluitcnoit i soon as he e in ^et llieie winch will not be vet 

Between this, point and that the giound descends stetpl) to the \ illtj on 
the spectator s kft wheie there is a mud bottoniud siieitii the Lasne the 
slope ascends no less abiuptlj ou the othci side tow aids Pliiiecnoit It is 
across this defile alone tint the Piussiin iim\ can jnoeeed thithci — a loute 
of unusual difheultv for aitillcry wheie inoieoicr the enenn is suspected of 
having placed a sliong outpost dunng the nij^ht to intercept such an 
approach 

A figme goes foiw \id— that of Mvjoi Tm ki s who is sent to 

leconnoitre and tho\ w iit a tedious time thi flung at \\ iteiloo gi owing 
more tremendous Fvlki MiAbSi N conics bick with the welcome news that 
no outpost IS theic 

Ihcre now lennms onl) the difficulty of the defile itself and the attempt 
la made Bibcirik is desciied iiding hithei and ihithei as the guns drag 
heavily down thi slope into the muddv bottom of the \ilky Ilcie the 
wheels get stuik and the men alicidv liied b\ marehmg smee five m the 
morning seem inclined to leave the guns wheie they aie But the thundei 
from Watei loo still goca on BieCiiiR txhoits his nun hywoids and eager 
gesture^ and they do at Icnjjth get the guns leio s though with much loss 
of time 

Ihe advance guird now leachcs some thick tiees called the Mood of 
Pans It IS followed by the Losiiiin and Hun k divisions of foot and in 
due comse bv the rema nder of the two brigades Ileie lhe\ hall and await 
the anival of the mam bodv of Beiow s coips and the thud corps under 
Thiellmann 

I he scene shifts 


SCENE IV 

THE FIELD OF WATERLOO THE ENGLISH POSIliON 

Wlllingtov on Copenhagen is again under the dm tieo behind La 
Hiye Sainte Both hoise and ridei arecoveied witli mud splashc'> but the 
weather hiving giown hnci the Dlki his taken off his cloak 

GMIRIDGI ril/RO\ Sl>Ml KSI 1 CllMUN ATIIN ( Ol V 11 11 Dl 
Lwciv Hiiviv Gordon and other of his si ilf off e is ind mUsaieneai 
him theie being ilso pit sent Gi \i J \LS MeiiiiNG IIlgil and Ar \v v 
also Tyler, Picton s aide The roar of battle continues 
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Wellington 

I am grieved at losing Picton ; more than grieved. 

He was as giim a deril as ever lived, 

And loughish-mouthed withal. But never a man 
Moie stout in fight, more stoical in blame ! 

Tyler 

Before he left for this campaign he said, 

“When you shall hear of my death, mark my words. 
You’ll hear of a bloody day 1 ” and, on my soul, 

’Tis true. 

Enter another aide-de-camp. 

Aide 

Sir William Ponsonby, my lords, has fallen. 

His horse got mud-stuck in a new-ploughed plot. 
Lancers sunounded him and bore him down. 

And six then ran him through. The occasion sprung 
Mainly from the Brigade’s too reckless rush, 

Sheer to the Fiench front lines. 

Wellington (gravely) 

Ah — so it comes 1 

■The Greys were bound to pay — ’tis always so — 

Full dearly for their dash so far afield. 

Valour unballasted but lands its freight 

On the enemy’s shore. — What has become of Hill ? 

Aide 

We have not seen him latterly, your Grace. 
Wellington 

By God, I hope I haven’t lost him, too.? 

Bridgman (just come up) 

Lord Hill’s bay charger, being shot dead, your Grace, 
Rolled over him in falling. He is bruised. 

But hopes to be in place again betimes. 

Wellington 

Praise Fate for thinking better of that frown 1 
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It IS now neTiing four o clock La Hi\o Suiue is detostatcd b\ li 
second attack of Nm The firm has been enicloped by Don/iioi 
division, Its garrison the Kings German Legion hating fought till 
ammunition was exhausted The gales aie foiccd open and in the ictic 
of the late defenders to the mam Vlhcd line the} aie nearly all cut oi shi 
down 

Spirit or xnr I’iiies 

0 Faun of sad vicissitudes and shani^e > 

Farm of t/ie Holy Hedge, yet fool of change ' 

Whence lit so sand a naitu. on thy noiU violate giange ? 

Wellington (to Muffling, ieso!iitel>) 

Despite their fierce advantage heie, I sweat 
By evei y God that wai can call upon 
To hold our piesent place at an} cost, 

Until your force coopeiate with otii lines ' 

To that I stand, although ’tis biuited now 
That Bulow’s coips has only teached Ohain 
I’ve sent Freemantle hence to seek them theie, 

And give them inkling we shall need them soon 

Muffling (looking at his watch) 

1 had hoped that Blucher would be here eie this 

The staff turn their glasses on the Trench position 

Uxbridge 

What movement can it be they contemplate ? 

Wellington 

A shock of cavahy on the hottest scale, 

It seems to me . . (To aide) Bid him to reinforce 
The fiont line with some second line brigades , 

Some, too, from the reserve. 

The Brunswickers advance to support Mmtiands Guards and the 
Mitchcll and Adam Brigades establish themselves above Hougomont 
which IS still in flames 

Nfv m continuation of the plan of throwing his whole force on the 
British centre befoie the advent of the Prussians now intensifies his onslaught 
with the cavalrv Terrific dischaigcs of aitillcry initiate it to clear ihi 
ground A heavy round shot dashes through the liee over the heads of 
WriiixGTOx and his geneials, and boughs and leaves come flying down 
on them. 
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Wellington 

Good practice that ! I vow they did not fire 
So dexterously in Spain. (He calls up an aide.) Bid 
Ompteda 

Direct the infantry to lie tight down 

On the reverse ridge-slope, to screen themselves 

While these close shots and shells are teasing us ; 

When the charge comes they'll cease. 

[The order is carried out. 

tjiY's cavalry attack now niauucs. Milhaud's cuirassiers in twenty-four 
lions advance down the opposite decline, followed and supported by 
stjuadrons of lancers and twelve squadrons of chasseurs under 
oi.TTi'.s. They disappear for a minute m the hollow between the 

3 

Uxbridge 

Ah — now we have got their long-brewed plot explained ! 
Wellington (nodding) 

That this was rigged for some picked time to-day 
1 had inferred. But that it would be risked 
Sheer on our lines, while still they stand unswayed, 

In conscious battle-trim, I reckoned not. 

It looks a madman’s cruel enterprise ! 

Fitzroy Somerset 

We have just heard that Ney embarked on it 
Without an order, ere its aptness riped. 

Wellington 

It may be so ; he’s rash. And yet I doubt. 

I know Napoleon. If the onset fail 

It will be Ney’s ; if it succeed he’ll claim it ! 

A dull reverberation of the tread of innumerable hoofs comes from behind 
the hill, and the foiemost troops rise into view. 

Spirit of the Pities 

Behold the gorgeous coming of those horse, 

Accoutred in kaleidoscopic hues 

That would persuade us war has beauty in it ! — 

Discern the troopers’ mien; each with the air 
Of one who is himself a tragedy ; 

The cuirassiers, steeled, mirroring the day; 
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Red lancers, green chasseurs : behind the blue 
The red; the red before the green : 

A lingering-on, till late in Christendom, 

Of the barbaric tiick to terrorize 
The foe by asfeetJ 

Wellington directs his glass to an officer in a rich uniform « ith 
decorations on his breast, who rides near the ft out of the approc 
squadrons. The Duke's face expresses admiration. 

Wellington 

It’s Marshal Ney himself who heads the charge. 

The finest cavalry commander, he, 

That wears a foreign plume ; ay, probably 
The whole world through ! 

Spirit Ironic 

And when that matchless chief 
Sentenced shall lie to ignominious death 
But technically deserved, no finger he 
Who speaks will lift to save him / 

Spirit of the Pities 

To his shame. 

We must discount war’s generous impulses 
I sadly see. 

Spirit of the Years 
Be mute, and let spin on 
This -whirlwind of the Will ! 

As Net's cavalry ascends to the English position the swish of the hors, 
breasts through the standing corn can be heard, and the revet beration o 
hoofs increases in strength. The English gunners stand with their port 
fires ready, which are seen glowing luridly in the daylight. There i 
comparative silence. 

A Voice 

• Now, captains, are you loaded ? 

Captains 

Yes, my lord. 


Voice 

Point carefully, and wait till their whole height 
Shows up above the ridge. 
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Vhen the squicirons rise m full \icw, vithin si\t\ taicls of the cinnon- 
iths the battel icb flic with a concussion tint shtkis the hill itself Their 
punch hoks thiou^h the fiont ranks of the eiiii'issicis nnil horses and 
s fall in helps But they aie not stoppi d, Im dl) cheeked galloping 
o tlie mouths of the guns passing between the pieces and plunging 
iag the killed infantry behind the ridge who with the adiance of the 
( non, hue sprung up from their pionc position and formed into 
\ es ‘ 

SpiEir or Rumour 

JVcj' Quiths the fote-f/oni of the cmabineers 
Thtou^h thdige and charge, lotth laptd recklessness. 

Hot let, luit asses, sabtes, helmets, men, 

Impin.^e confusedly on the pointid prongs 
Of the riiqlish Ineehng theie, niihose dim red shapes 
Bi hind tliLit slanted steel sicm ti ampled flai 
And W'oidcd to the ssoatd The charge recedes. 

And lo, the tough lines taiil tlicie as before. 

Save that they aie shtunlen 

Spirit of the Pities 

, Hero of heroes, too, 

'Ney, {not forgetting those who git d against him ). — 
Y’liiple and siiigle-touled lieutenant hej 
hy should men's many-valued motions take 
So baibai ous a gi oove > 

The cuiiassicis and lanccis surge loiind the English and Allied squares 
like Wales stiikiiig furiously on them and well-nigh breaking them. They 
stand in dogged silence amid the Fieneh cheeis 


Wellington (to the nearest squaie) 

Hard pounding this, my men • I truly trust 
You’ll pound the longest ' 

Square 

Hip-hip-hip-hurrah I 

Muffling (again refeinng to his watch) 

Howevei firmly they may stand, in faith. 

Their fiimness must have hounds to it, because 
There aie bounds to human stiength ! , . . Your Grace, 
I iidc 

To leftwaid now, to spiiit Zieten on. 

3 K 
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Good. It is time ! I think he will be late, 

However, in the field. 

Muffling goes. Enter an aide, breathless. 

Aide 

Your Grace, the Ninety-fifth are palicnce-spcnt 
With standing under fire so passing long. 

They writhe to charge — or anything but stand ! 

Wellington 

Not yet. They shall have at ’em later on. 

At present keep them firm. 

[Exit aid 

The Alliet:! squares stand like little red -brick c.istles, independent of 
other, and motiiinless except at the dry huiried command "Close ii 
repeated every now and then fis they ate slowly thinned. On the other 
hand, under their '^ling and ba)*onets a disorder becomes apparent among 
the charging horse', on whose cuir«\sses the buHcts snap like stones on window- 
panes, At this the Allied cavalry waiting m the rear advance; and by 
degrees they deliver the squares from their enemies, who are withdrawn to 
their own position l*o prepare for a still moie strenuous assault. 

The point of view shifts. 



SCENE V 

THE SAME. THE WOMEN’S CAMP NEAR MONT SAINT-JEAN 

On the sheltered side of a clump of trees at the back of the English 
position cam,p-fires are smouldering. Soldiers’ wives, mistresses, and 
children from a few months to five or six years of age, sit on the ground 
round the fires or on armfuls of straw from the adjoining farm. Wounded 
soldiers lie near the w'omen. The wind occasionally bungs the smoke and 
smell of the battle into the encampment, the noise being continuous. Tw'O 
waggons stand near ; also a surgeon’s horse in charge of a batman, laden 
with bone-saws, knives, probes, tweezers, and Other surgical instruments. 
Behind lies a woman who has just ^ven birth to a child, which a second 
woman is holding. 

Many of the other w'omen are shredding lint, the elder children assisting. 
Some are dressing the slighter wounds of the soldiers who have come in 
heie instead of going further. Along the road near is a continual procession 
of bctircis of wounded men to the rear. 'The occupants of the camp take 
hardly any notice of the thundering of the cannon. A camp-follower is 
playing a fiddle near. 


Another woman enters. 
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WOM VN 

here’s no siyn of my husband any longer. His battalion is 
■s.-mile from where it was. He looked back as they wheeled 
bwards the fightmg-line, as much as to say, “ Nancy, if I 
see ’ee again, this is good-bye, my dear.” Yes, poor 
... Not but what ’a had a temper at times !» 

Skcond Wom.vn 

1 out of all that. My husband — as I used to call him for 
'• sake — is quiet enough. He was wownded at Quarter-Brass 
ly befoie yesterday, and died the same night. But I didn’t 
,it till I got here, and then says I, “ Widder or no widder, I 
i’o see this out.” 

.\ scigeant si.iggois in with blood di opping from his face. 

Sergeant 

ined if I think you will see it out, mis’ess, for if I don’t 
there'll be a letreat of the whole army on Brussels soon. 
,t stand much longer! — For the love of God, have ye got 

‘ water, if nothing stronger ? (They hand a cup.) 
li 

'Third Woji.AN (entering and sinking down) 

ne Lord send that I may never see again what I’ve been 
ieing while looking for my poor galliant Joe 1 The surgeon 
sked me to lend a hand ; and ’twas worse than opening innerds 
it a pig-killing ! (She faints.) 

Fourth Wom.\n (to a little girl) 

Never mind her, my dear; come and help me with this one. 
JSlie goes with the giil to a soldier in red with buff facings who lies some 
distance off.) Ah — ’tis no good. He’s gone. 

Girl 

No, mother. His eyes are wide open, a-staring to get a 
sight of the battle ! 

Fourth Woman 

That’s nothing. Lots of dead ones stare in that silly way. 
It depends upon where they were hit. I was all through the 
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Peninsula; that’s how I know. (She covers the horny gaze of tli 
Shouts and louder discharges are beaid ) — Heaven’s high towel, 
that? 

Enter an officer’s servant.’ 


Servant 

Waiting with the major’s spaic hoss — up to my kneel 
mufi fiom the lain that had come down like bacry-pipe stent 
the night and morning — I have just seen a chaige nevei hehejt 
since the days of the Anialekites ! The squaics still standP 
Ney’s cavaliy have made another attack. Their swoicK 
sti earning with blood, and their hoises’ hoofs squash out otirC 
fellow’s bowels as they he. A ball has sunk in Sii Thomas Pier 
foiehead and killed him like Goliath the Philistine. I dor- 
whats to stop the French. Well, it’s the Loid's doir j 
marvellous in oui eyes. Hullo, who’s he ' ( They look ton 

road ) A fine hale old gentleman, isn L he.’' What busii „ 
a man of that soit hcie ? ig 

UOM- 

Enter, on the liighu.u no-ir, the Dlki' oi Uir iimonii m I'lnnq by 
horseback, actoripiiiicd by two joutlis, his ■•ons, lliij diaw 
eminence, and g.i'c touaids the battlchild. 




Rk HMONI) (to son) 

Everything looks as bad as possible just now. 
where your biother is ? Howevei, «e can't go any n 
We’d better perhaps return, or we shall be caught i 
of retieat, and they will be uneasy at home. . . . Y 
horses are already being moved off, and there aie ,,^1, 
moie fugitives. A ghastly finish to yoiii mothei’s ball, i 
if It isn’t ! 

'Iliey liirn thoir hoiscs towards Bitissils rmei, iiieetini; them 
Legii, a Wessex gentleman, also conic out to \ilw the battle. 

Legh 

Can you tell me, sir, how the battle ^ going ? 

Richmond 

Badly, badly, I fear, sir. Iheie will be a letic 
seemingly. 

of !>■ 


) Samuel Clark ; born 1779, died 1857. 


West Staflbrd/ 
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Legh 

'Iced I Yes, ,1 Cl ow d of fugitives are coming over the hill 
non \Miat mil these pooi noinen do? 

Richmond 

od knows > They mil be ridden oier, I supppse. Though 
. extiaoidinaiy how they do contiite to escape destruction 
e hanging so close to the lear of an action 1 They are 
ing, honeiei. Well, we mil move too. 

E\cunt Duke or Richmond, sons, and Me. Legh. 

The point of Men shifts 


SCENE VI 


TIIC SAtir. IHE FRENCH POSITION 

Bai S (.11111,0 of canhy oijainst the opposite upland h.is been thiee limes 
Akc 11 ”'*''°“* ’’“tiess He coDctts the stailertd squadrons to renew it a 
ni 1 he glittennq host agun ascends the confiontingslopas oier the 
Hian t f picMoush left there, and amid horses wandeimg about 

of 1 or cn ing as the) he with enli ils Hailing or limbs bioken 
I’ III ON fills into 1 dioMS) stupefaction .as he looks on nc.ar the 
r tossonimc, till he nods in niomentai} sleep 


jTi'he L Napoleon (staitmg up) 

kecfnre'^i' die.am has giipped me — horrible! 

a PIS' 1 il Lannes — just as he looked 

” “ 1 hat day at Aspem mutilated, bleeding ' 

“ Y hat — blood again ^ he said to me. “ Still blood ? ’’ 

lie fiirthci mouses himself, t.ak<s snuff \ehemcntl\, and looks through 
Nr glass 


le g( 
tanee 


No,;,' 


ht of! 




hat time is it ? — Alt, these assaults of Key’s ! 
They aie a blunder ; they’ve been enterpiised 
An hout too eafly ! . . . There Lheritier goes 
Onwaid with ’ '■» division ncNt Milhaud ; 

Now Kellermann must follow up with his. 

So one mistake makes many. Yes ; ay ; yes ! 


SOULT 


That 

depe^ 


I feat that N ts compromised us here 
Just as at even wotse ! 
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No less 

Must we support him now he is launched on it. . . . 

The miracle is that he is still alive ! 

Ney and his mass of cavahy again pass the English battcncs 
disappear amid the squat cs beyond. 

Their cannon are abandoned ; and their squares 
Again environed — see ! I would to God 
Murat could but be here ! Yet 1 disdained 
His proffered service. . . . All my star asks now 
Is to break some half-dozen of those blocks 
Of English yonder. He was the man to do it. 

Ney and d’Erlon's squadrons are seen emerging fiom the F,nui 
squares in a disoiganized state, the attack haMitg f.tiled like the prctiou^ the 

An aide-de-camp enters to N tpoLiiox. 

Aide 

The Prussians have debouched on our right rear 
From Paris-wood ; and Losthin's infantry 
Appear by Plancenoit ; Hiller's to leftwards. 

Two regiments of their horse protect their front, 

And three light batteries. 

A haggard shade crosses N.vpou'.on’s face. 

Napoleon 

What then ! That’s not a startling force as yet. 

A counter-stroke by Domon’s cavalry 

Must shatter them. Lobau must bring his foot 

Up forward, heading for the Prussian front, 

Unrecking losses by their cannonade. 

[Exit aide 1 

The din of battle continues. Domok’s hoise are soon seen advanmi 
towards and attacking the Prussian hussars in fiont of the infantry ; anq , 
next attempts to silence the Prussian batteries playing on him by leading 
his troops and cutting down the gunners. But he has to fall back up(» 
infantry of Lobau. 

Enter another aidc-dc-camp. 

Aide 

These tidings I report, your Majesty : — 

Von Ryssel’s and von Hacke’s Ib-ip 'on foot 
Have lately sallied from the Wood ^~~~aris, 
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Beilin^; on us , no vast anay as yet ; 

But tvvcnty thousand loom not far behind 
These v inward maicheis* 

N \POl 1 ON 

Ah ' They swaim thus thickly ? 

But be they hell s own legions we’ll defy tbpm ' — 

Lobau’s men will stand firm 

He lool s m the direction of the Lnglish lines, where Ney s cavalry assaults 
1 huger furiously on 

But who rides hither, 

Spotting the sky with clods in his high haste 
SOULT 

It looks like Colonel Hejm6s — come fiom Ney 
N\polion (sullenly) 

And his face shows what clef his music’s in 1 

^'ei CoiOM L Hevmls bloodstained muddy, and breathless 

^ Hevmls 

The Prince of Moscow, sue, the Marshal Ney, 

Bids me implore that infanti) be sent 

Immediately, to further his attack 

They cannot be dispensed w ith, save we fail 1 

N APOLLON (fuiiously) 

Infantiv ' Wheie the sacied God thinks he 
I can find infantry for him ' Forsooth, 

Does he eapect me to cieate them — eh ? 

Why sends he such a message, seeing well 
How we aie stiaitened heie ' 

Heymes 

Such was the prayer 

Of mv commission, sire And I may say 
That I myself have seen his stiokes must waste 
Without such backing 

Napoleon 

Why? 
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HEYMtS 

Our cavalry 

Lie stretched in swathes, fronting the furnace-throats 
Of the English cannon as a breastwork built 
Of reeking corpses. Marshal Ney’s third horse 
Is shot. Besides the slain, Donop, Guyot, 

Lheritifr, Piquet, Travers, Delort, more. 

Are vilely wounded. On the other hand 
Wellington has sought refuge in a square. 

Few of his generals are not killed or hit. 

And all is tickle with him. But I see. 

Likewise, that I can claim no reinforcement. 

And will return and say so. Heymus. 

Napoleon (to Soult, sadly) 

Ney docs win me 1 

I fain would strengthen hint. — Within an ace 
Of breaking down the English as he is, 

’Twould write upon the sunset “Victory !” — 

But whom may spare we from the right here now 1 it aide. 
No single man ! -.ton, >s 

An interval. « boisi. 

Life’s curse begins, I see. 

With helplessness ! . . . All I can compass is 
To send Durutte to fall on Papelottc, 

And yet more strongly occupy La Haye, 

To cut off Billow's right from bearing up 
And checking Ney’s attack. Further than this 
None but the Gods can scheme 1 

Soult hastily begins writing orders to that effect. 

The point of view shifts. 

SCENE VII 

THE SAME. THE ENGLISH POSITION 

The din of battle continues. Wellington, Uxbridc.':, Hill, 
Lancey, Gordon, and others discovered near the middle of the lirie. 

Spirit of Rumour 

// is a moment when the steadiest pulse 
Thuds pit-a-pat. The crisis shapes and nears 

For Well ington as Jor Jus counter-chief. 
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Spirit of the Pities 

The hour is shaking him, unshakeable 
As he may seem ! 

Spirit of the Years 

Know'st not at this stack time 
That shaken and unshaken are alike 
But demonstrations from the Baek of Things ? 

Must 1 again reveal It as It hauls 
The halyards of the -world? 

lA tianspnicnu- as in earlier scenes again pervades the spectacle, and the 
luitous uiging of the Immanent \Vill becomes visualized. The web 
lecting all the appaientlj’ separate shapes includes Wellington in its 
euiih the lest, and shows him, like them, as acting while discovering 
teiition to act Hv the lurid light the faces of every row, square, group, 

' -oltnuii of men, I'lench and English, wear the expression of that of 
* in a dieani 

Spirit of the Pities (tremulously) 

Yea, sire; I see. 

i I)i\quiet me, pray, no more I 

/stiange light p,isses, and the embattled hosts on the field seem to 
ndependetuly as usual. 

Wellington (to Uxbridge) 

MancEuvring does not seem to animate 
Napoleon’s methods now. Forward he comes, 

And pounds away on us in the ancient style, 

Till he is beaten back in the ancient style ; 

And so the see-saw sways ! 

: din incie.ases. Wellington’s aidc-dc-camp. Sir A. Gordon, a 
1 his real, falls inort.tlly wounded. The Dlke turns quickly. 

But where is Gordon ? 

Ah — hit is he ! That’s bad, that’s bad, by God. 

[Gordon is removed. An aide enters. 

■L Aide 

' Your Giace, the Colonel Ompteda has fallen,. 

And La Haye Sainte is now a bath of blood. 

Nothing more can be done there, save with help. 

The Rifles suffer sharply ! 

An aide is seen coming from Kbmpt. 
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Wellington 

What says he ? 

De Lancey 

He says that Kempt, being riddled through and thinned, 
Sends ^ini for reinforcements. 

Wellington (with heat) 

Reinforcements 

And where am I to get him reinforcements 
In Heaven’s name ! I’ve no reinforcements here, 

As he should know. 

Aide (hesitating) 

What’s to be done, your Grace ? 

Wellington 

Done ? Those he has left him, be they many or fe' ,v, 
Fight till they fall, like others in the field ! 

[E.'C it aide. 

The Quartermaster-General De Lancev, rkliiig by M'elli.nt jton, IS' 
struck by a lobbing shot that hurls him over the head of hi., q horse. 
Wellington and others go to him. 

De Lancey (faintly) 

I may as well be left to die in peace ! 

Wellington 

He may recover. Take him to the rear, 

And call the best attention up to him. 

De Lancey is carried off. The next moment a shell bursts close 
Wellington. 

Hill (approaching) 

I strongly feel you stand too much exposed ! 

Wellington 

I know, I know. It matters not one damn I 
I may as well be shot as not perceive 
What ills are raging here. 

Hill 

Conceding such. 

And as you may be ended momently, 
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A tuith theic is no blinking, whit commands 
Have ) ou to leave me, should fate shape it so ? 

Wlllingtov 

These simply to hold out unto the last. 

As long as one mm stands on one lame leg 
With one ball in his pouch ' — then end as I 

Ileiides on slowlv with the others Ney s charges though fruitless so 
ar aie still fieice His tioops are now 1 educed to one half Regiments of 
he B\chi I u division and the J vviin biigade are at last moved up to his 
issistance Thev aie parti) swept down li) the Allied batteries and partly 
jiotehcd aw a) b) the infantiv the smol e lieing now so thick that the position 
f the battilions is levealed only by the flashing of the priming pans and 
lu/rles and h) the fiiiious oitlis heaid behind the cloud WtlxivcTON 
' nies bad 

Enter iiiothei aide de camp 

Aide 

We bow to the necessity of saying 
That out hiigade is lessened to one third. 

Your Giacc And those who aie left alive of it 
Aie so unmuscled b> fatigue and thiist 
That some lelief, however tempoiary, 

Becomes sore need 


Wellington 

Infoim your general 
That his pioposal asks the impossible ' 

That he, I, every Englishman afield, 

Must fall upon the spot we occuiiy, 

Our wounds m fiont 

Aide 


It IS enough, your Grace 
I answei foPt that he, those under him, 

And I vv ithal, will bear us as you say. 

[Exit aide 

The dm of battle goes on Wi 1 1 ihoroN is grave but calm Like those 
around him he is splashed to the top of his hat with partly dried mire, 
mingled with red spots his face is giimed in the same way, little courses 
showing themselves where the sweat has tiicUcd down from his brow and 
temples 

Clinton (to Hill) 

A lest would do oui chieftain no less good. 

In faith, than that unfoitunate biigade 1 
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He is tried damnably ; and much more strained 
Than I have ever seen him. 

Hill 

Endless risks 

He’s running likewise. What the hell would happen 
If he were shot, is more than I can say ! 

Wellington (calling to some near) 

At Talavera, Salamanca, boys. 

And at Vitoria, we saw smoke together ; 

And though the day seems wearing doubtfully. 

Beaten we must not be 1 What would they say 
Of us at home, if so ? 

A Cry (from the French) 

Their centre breaks ! 

Vive I’Empereur ! 

It comes from the For and Bachelv divisions, which are rushing 
forward. Halkett's and Duplat's biig.ulcs intcicept. Ucri.AT falls, 
shot dead ; but the venturesome French regiments, pierced w ith converging 
fires, and cleft with shells, have to retreat. 

Hill (rejoining Wellington) 

The French artillery-fire 

To the right still renders regiments restive there 
That have to stand. The long exposure galls them. 

Wellington 

They must be stayed as our poor means afford. 

I have to bend attention steadfastly 
Upon the centre here. The game just now 
Goes all against us ; and if staunchness fail 
But for one moment with these thinning foot. 

Defeat succeeds ! 

The battle continues to sway hither and thither with concussions, wounds, 
smoke, the fumes of gunpowder, and the steam from the hot viscera of 
grape-torn horses and men. One side of a Hanoverian square is blown 
away; the tin ee icmaining sides form themselves into a tiianglc. So many 
of his aides aie cut down that it is difficult for Wfi.lingto.v to get reports 
of what is liappening afar. It begins to be discovered at the ft out that a 
regiment of hussars, and others without ammunition, liave deseited, and that 
some oiliLcrs in tiie rear, honestly conLhidmg the h.ittle to be lost, .11 e tiding 
quietly olf to Unissels. Those who arc left unwounded of Wli-LI-No ruN’s 
stall show gloomy misgivings at such signs, despite their ow 11 firmness. 
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Spirit Sinister 

One needs must be a ghost 
To move hcte in the midst 't’u.ixt host and host > 

Ihui balls Sc! cam brisk and bicezy tunes through me 
As I '■(.tie an oigan stop It's ineriy so j 

What damage inoital Jitsh must undeigo \ 

A Piussiin officLr cnteis to MuriiiNG Mho hasag.iin rejoined the Duke'S 
Mli JLINL. histens fonvird to Wti-LlsGroN 

MUI FLING 

Bluchci has just begun to operate ; 

But o\\ iiig to Gneisenau’s stolid stagnancy 
The bod) of oui aimy looms not yet ' 

As Zicten > coips still plod behind Smohain 
1 hen coming must be late BluchePs attack 
Stiikes the 1 emote right rear of the enemy, 

Somcnhcie by Plancenoit 

Wellington 

A timely blow 5 

But noiild that Zicten sped ' Well, better late 
Than nc\c> Well still stand 

The point of observation shifts 


SCENE VIII 

THE SAME L4TER 

Ni t s long attacks on the centre with canlrj hating foiled those left of 
he sqiudrons and then infanti) supports fall back pell mell in bioken groups 
itioss the depitssion Ijettteen the armies 

Mcantthlc Utlott hating engaged Lobaus Sixth Corps, carries 
I’l incenoit 

The artillerj fire between the French and the English continues An 
oflicer of the I hii d Foot guards comes up to Wellington and those of his 
suite that survit e 

Officer 

Our Colonel Canning — coming I know not whence — 
Wellington 

I latel) sent him \i ith impoi tant words 

To the lemoter lines. 
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Officer 

As he returned 

A grape-shot struck him in the breast ; he fell, 

At once a dead man. General Halkett, too, 

Has had his cheek shot through, but still keeps going. 

Wellington 
And how proceeds De Lancey ? 

Officer 

I am told 

That he forbids the surgeons waste their time 
On him, who well can wait till worse are eased. 

Wellington 

A noble fellow. 

N.tPOLdo.v can now be seen, across the valley, pushing forward a new 
scheme of some sort, urged to it ob\ iously by the visible neat mg of further 
Prussian corps. The Emperor is as criticily situated as Wellington, and 
his army is now formed in a right angle ("cn potence"), the main front to 
the English, the lesser to as many of the Prussians as have yet arrived. His 
gestures show him to be giving instructions of desperate impoit to a geneial 
whom he has called up. 

Spirit Ironic 

He bids La Bedoyire to speed away 
Along the whole sweep of the surging line. 

And there annou?ice to the breafh-shotten bands 
Who toil for a chimeera trustfully. 

With seventy pounds of luggage on their loins, 

That the dim Prussian masses seen afar 
Are Grouch fs three-and-thirty thousand, come 
Tb clinch a victory. 

Spirit of the Pities 

But Ney demurs I 

Spirit Ironic 

Ney holds indignantly that such a feint 
Is not waj'-worthy. Says Napoleon then. 

Snuffing anew, with sour sardonic scowl. 

That he is choiceless. 




